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PEOEM. 

TWO VOWS. 

lT was the sultry close of a midsummer night in the heart of 
London. 

In all the narrow streets about Westminster there were the rc^ar 
of traffic and the glare of midnight; the throngs wore jostling each 
other, tho unscreened gas-jets of the itinerant stalls wore naring 
yellow in the stillness of tho dir, the screaming of ballad-singers 
pierced shrilly above tho incessant noise of wheels, the shouting 
of costermongers, butchers, oyster-vendors, and fried-fish-selL?rs 
added its uproar of the pandemonium, and the steam and stench of 
hot di’inks and of rotting vegetables was blent with the hoavindss 
of smoko homo down by tho tempestuous oppression of the night. 
Above, the sky was dark ; but across tho darkness now and theia a 
falling star shot swiftly down the clouds — in heeting memento amd 
reminder of all the glorious world of forest and of lake, of rushing 
river and of deep fcm-glado, of leafy shelter lying cool in moun- 
tain-shadows, and of sea-waves breaking upon wet brown rocks, 
which were forgotten hero, in the stress of trade, in the strilb of 
crowds, in tho cramped toil of poverty, and in the wealth of mingled 
■nations. 

Eew in town that night looked up at the shooting star as it flashed 
its fiery passage above the dull, leaden, noxious, gas-lit streets; 
none, indeed, except perhaps here and there a young dreamer, with 
threadbare coat and mad but sweet ambitions for all that was im- 
possible — or some woman, young, haggard, painted, half druAk, 
whose aching eyes were caught ^Jby it, and whoso sodden memory 
went wearily back to a long-buried childhood, when the stars wore 
over the moorland of a cottage home, and her childish wonder 
had watched them rise over the black edge of ricks through the little 
lozenge of the lattice, and sleep had come to her under their light, 
happib iunocently, haunted by no terrors, to tho clear musio 
of a mother’s spinning-song. Save these, none thought of tho 
r}s >t dropped down above the jagged wilderness of roofs : 
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the crowd was looMng elsewhere — to the lighted entrance of thu 
Lower House. 

The multitude had gathered thickly. T/icro had boon, as it was I 
known, a powernil and heated debate, a political crisis of decisive 
eminence — of some peril, moreover, to the (jountry, li*om a rash war 
policy urged upon the existing ministry, which must, it had been 
feared, have resigned to escape stooping to measures forced on it 
by the opposition. The false position had been avoided by the 
genius of one man alone ; the government had stood firm, and had 
vanquished its foos, through the mighty ability of its chief states- 
man— ono who, more fortunate than Pitt in the brilliant succese 
of his mcasui‘es at homo and abroad, was often called, like Pitt, 
the Great Commoner. 

Yet it was a title, perhaps, that scarcely suited him ; for ho was 
^patrician to the core — patrician in pride, in name, iu blood, and 
in caste, th9Ugh he disdained all coronets. You could not have 
lowered him; also, you could not have ennobled him. He was 
simply and intrinsically a great man. At the same time, he was 
the haughtiest of aristocrats — too haughty over to stoop to the 
patent of a present earldom or a marquisato of the now creation. 

The crowds pressed closest and densest as ono by one his col-! 
leagues appeared, passing to their carriages; and his name ran! 
breathlessly down the people’s ranks: they trusted him, theyi 
honoured him, they were proud of him, as this countiy, sol 
naturally and strongly conservative in its instincts, however! 
radical it bo in its rea«oning.s, is proud of its aristocratic leaders. | 
They were ready to choer him to the eclio tho moment: ho ap- 
pcaral ; specially ready to-night, for ho had acliiovt'd a sigiia 
victory, and tho populace always coiiso success. 

At last he ca,me — a tall and handsome man, about fifty yean 
of age, and with a physiognomy that showed both tho habit and 
tho power of command. He was satiated to weariness with pubHc 
Homage ; but he acknowledged tho greetings of the people as they 
rang on the night air with a kindly, if negligent, courtesy — ^th'e 
courtesy of a grand seigneur. 

At hi.s side was a boy, his only son, a mere child of so'ao seven 
years. Indulged in his every inclination, he had been taken to 
the House that evening by a good-natured poor, lo a seat under 
Ihe clock, and had for the first time heard his father speak — heard, ^ 
with his eyes glittering, and his cheeks flushed, and his heard 
beating, in passionate triumph "and enthusiastic love, ] 

“ That boy will bo a great man, if — if ho lion’t have too much ' 
gohius,” the old peer who sat beside him had said to himself, J 
watching his kindling eyes and breathless li’-'s, and knowing, likc| 
a World- wise old man of business as he was, that tn^ fate of Prtm ’ 
;metheus is the same in all ages, and that it is Mediocrity whiclif 
pays. 

The boy had a singular beauty ; it had been a charactc"^ 
of the race thi’ough centuries; woman’s fashionable fanciesj 
shown in the elegance of his dress, with its velvets, and lacef 
delicate hues; and' the gold of his hair, falling ovev hie shol 
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'in long clustering curl ed in tho lamp-1.^ 

l' father’s recognition of tl , he lifted his cap witn . 

* feather and bowffid to th -a child’s bright, ^’atified 

ment blent with the prc ' , ctly grace of his^fathor’s'maA* 
already hereditary in bin 

The hearts of the people warmed to him for his beauty and for 
his childhood, the hearts of the women especially, and they gave 
him another and yet heartier cheer. Ho bowed like a young 
prince to the right and to tho left, and looked up in tho grave 
statesman’s face with a joyous laugh ; yot still in his eyes, as they 
glanced over the throngs, there was the look, di'oamy, brilliant, 
haK wistful, half eager, which was beyond his age, and which had 
made the old peer fear for him, that gift of the gods which the 
world does not love, because — most unwisely, most suicidally— it 
fears it. 

Amongst tho crowd, wedged in with the thousands pressing there 
about the carriages waiting for the members, stood a woman ; she 
was in mourning-clothes, that hung sombrety and heavily about 
her, and a<lark veil obscured her features. Her features could not 
be seen, her eyes alone shone through the folds of her veil, and 
were fixed on the famous politician as he came out from tho 
entrance of the Commons, and on the young boy by his side. Her 
own hand was on the shoulder of a child but a few years older, 
very strongly built, short, and muscularly made, with features of 
a thoroughly English type — ^that which is vulgarly called tlie 
Saxon ; his skin was very tanned, his linen torn and untidy, his 
hands brown as berries and broad as a young lion’s paws, and his 
eyes, blue, keen, with an infinite mass of humour in them, looked 
steadily out from imder the straw hat di’aAvn over them ; they too 
were fastened on the bright hair and tho delicate dress of the little 
aristocrat, with some such look as, when a child, Manon Phlippon 
gave the gay and glittering groups of Versailles and tho young 
Queen whom she lived to drag to tho scaffold. 

The woman’s hand weighed more heavily on his shoulder, and 
she stooped her head till her lips touched his cheek, with a hoOrse 
whisper, — 

There is your enemy ! 

Tho boy nodded silently, and a look passed over his face, over 
jihe sturdy defiance of his mouth and the honest mischief of hia 
/eyes, very bitter, very merciless — worse in ono so young than tho 
[fiercest outbui’st of evanescent ragtf. 

j Life was but just opening in him ; but already ho had learned 
;man’s first instinct — to hate. '' 

Where they stood, on tho edge of tho pressing throng, that hft,d 
’’^jft but a narrow lano for the passage of the ministers, tho lit lie 
joatrician was close to the boy ^o stared at him with so dogged 
jealousy and detestation in his glance , and his own eyes, with a 
Ivondering) surprise, rested a moment on the only face that had 
rjver looked darkly on him. He paused, tho naturally generous 
Siid tender* temper in him loading him, unconsciously, rather to 
pity and to reconciliation than to ofieuce; he had never seen thir 
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the crowd his instinct was to woo him out of his angi-y 

Lower touched him with a bri/|ht and loving smile, givmg 
, Had to give. 

Tcnn^ou look vej^ad and tired : take these 1 ” 
e Je put into his hand a jacket of French bonbons that had been 
given m the Ladies’ Gallei^r, and followed his father, with a glad, 
rapid bound, into the caniago, by whose steps they were. The 
seiTants shut the door with a clash, the wheels rolled away with a 
loud clatter, swelling the thunder of the busy midnight streets. 
The boy in the throng stood silent, looking at the dainty, costly, 
enamelled Ptiris packet of crystallised sweetmeats and fruits. 
Then, without a word, he flung it savagely on the ground, and 
stamped it out under his heel, making the painted, silvered paper, 
and the lusciDus bonbons, a battered, trampled mass, down m the 
pnud of the pavement. 

There was a world of eloquence in the gestui'e. 

As his carriage roUed through the streets in the late night, the 
great statesman passed his hand lightly over the fair locks of his 
son. Tho child had much of his own nature, of his own intellect, 
and he saw in his young heir the future security for the continuance 
of the brilliance and power of his race. 

You will make the nation honour you for yourself one day, 
Ernest?” he said, gently. 

There were tears in the child’s eyes, and a brave and noble 
promise and comprehension in his lace, as he looked up at his 
father. 

“IflHvGlwill!” 

As they wore propelled onward by the pressure of tho moving 
crowd, the woman and her son went slowly along the heat’ed 
streets, with the gas-flare of some fish or meat-shop thrown on 
them, as they passed, in yellow, flaring illumination. They were 
]iot poor, though on foot thus, and though the lad’s dress was tom 
and soiled through his own inveterate activity and endless mis- 
vkief. No pressure of any want was on them : yet his glance fol- 
lowed tho carriages, darted under the awnings before the mansions, 
and penetrated wherever riches or rank struck him, witli the hungry, 
impatient, longing look of a starving Eousseau or Gilbert, hounded 
to socialism for lack of a sou — a look very strange and premeturf 
on a face so young and naturally so mirthful and g'jod- humoured. 

.His mother watched him, and leaned her hand again on his 
shoulder. 

“ You will have your revenge one day.” 

*'^Wontir 

“The school-boy answer was ground out with a meaning inttm-; 
sity, as he set his tcotli like a young bulldog. 

Each had promised to gain a very different aristna, Aj iicn tin y 
came to tho combat, with whom would rest tho victoi 7 ? \ ^ 
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BOOK THE FIRST. 


CnAPTER 1. 

rYTiriAS, OR MEPHISTOPHELES ? 

/-'.ho height of tho London season. filled. Death had 

tps in the crowd ; hut new-comers filled up the rents, and 
were unmissed. Brows, that the last year had been stain- 
snow, had been smirched with slander or stained with 
but tho opals crowning them belied their ancient fame, 

. not pale. Light hearts had grown heavy, pit)ud heads 
n bent, fair cheeks had learned to cover care with poarl- 
. words had been spoken that a lifetime could not recall, 
d been broken that an eternity would not unite, seeds of 
sorrow had been sown never again ,to be uprooted, in the 
mths that lay between “last season ** and this phoenix of 
; but the fashionable world met again with smiling lips, 
nd complaisance, and unutterable ennui, and charming 
complimeijt, to go through all tho old routine with well- 
faces, befitting the arena. 

i April. The last carriages had rolled out by the Cjjmer, 
hacks paced out of the B-ide, the last sunlight was fading ; 

I were reflecting on their club dinners, beauties were study- 
contents of their jewel-boxes, the one enjoying a matelote, 
er a conquest, in dreamy anticipation; chandeliers were 
it for political receptions, where it would bo a three-hours' 
ju to crush up the stairs ; and members waiting to go in on 
woro improving their minds by discussing a new dancer’s 
■ and the extraordinary sci^tchiiig of Lord of the Isles for 
heas, Tho West, in a word, was beginning its Business, 
s Pleasure; while the East laid aside ita Pleasure, which 
ness ; and it was near eight o’clock on a spring night in 

a hundred entertainments waited for his selection ; all ihe 
c women, of worlds proper and improper, were calculating 
lances of securing his preference : yet alone in his house 
c Lane, a man lay in idleness and ease, indolently smoking 
|hil6 from a great silver basin of rose-water, 
ipay simbeam lingered here and there on some delicate bit of 
or jewelled tazza, or Cellini cup, in a chamber luxurious 
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enoiigh for an imperial bride’s, witli its han^ngs of violet velvet, i 
its ceiling painted after Greuze, its walls nung^ with rich Old 1 
Masters and FeHtsi MaitrfS, and its niches screening some group 
of Coysev^^x, Coustou, or Canova. It was, however, only the , 
‘i%tudy,’' »the pet retreat of ito owner, a collector and a connoisseur, * 
who lay now on his sofa, near a table strewn with Elzevirs, Paris 
novels, MSS., croquis, boforc-letter proofs, and dainty female notes. 
Tlie fading sunlight fell acrosb his face as his head rested on his 
left arm. A painter would have drawn him as Alcibiades, or, more 
poetically still, Tn^^uld havo idealised him into the Phoebus Lyk^- 
gends, so singularly great was his personal beauty. A physiogno- 
mist would have said, “Here is a voluptuary, here is a profound 
thinker, here is a poet, here is one who may be a loader and , chief 
^mong men if he will; ” but would have aflded, “ Here is one who 
may, fifty to ono, sink too softly into his bed of rose-leaves ever 
to care to rise in full strength out of it.” Artists were chiefly 
attracted by the power, men by the brilliance, and women by the 
gentleness, of this da&zling beauty : for the latter, indeed, a subtler 
' spell yet lay in the deep-bluo, poetic, eloquent eyes, wbich-’eVer 
gave such tender homage, such dangerous prayer, to their ovm 
loveliness. The brow was magnificent, meditative enough for 
Plato’s ; the rich and gold-hued ^air, bright as any Helen’s ; the 
gaze of the eyes in rest, thoughtful as might be that of a Marcus 
Aurelius ; the mouth, insouciant and, epicurean as the lips of a 
Catullus. The contrachctidhs.in the features were the anomalies 
in the character. Ibr the rest, his stature was much above the 
ordinary height ; bismttitude showed both the strength and 
of his limbs ; his age was a year or so over thirty, and bis reTfi&rie 
now wus of the lightest and laziest: he had not a sr/^^e'dlre on 
him. * 

There was a double door to his room ; ho wSs ' » *';,*rturbed 

thor^ either by servants or'jljriends, or any soi . ; his 

' hourl was as free to all as a caravanserai, but to this, chjimbe?: only 
fail tije world was interdicted. Yet the first handle turn^, the 
second turned, the jiorHere was tossed qside with a jerk, and the 
audacious new-comer '"•ntcred. 

“My dear Ernest! you alone at this time of the day? What 
a miracle I I have actually dared to invado your snnetum, your' 
holy of holies ; dciicfed pleasant place, too. What is it you do^ here Pi 
paint your prettiest picture, ‘cWp your prettiest statuette make 
love to your prolticst mistress, write your novels, study oocult ' 
sciences, meditaty on tho Bifilectics, seek the philosopher's stone, . 
search for the Venetian colour-secret, havo suppo^p d ia Regency to 
which you deny even^your bosom friends ? or \ hat is it P O'l my , i 
honour, I am very curious ! ” i ‘ ' 

“ Tell mo some news, Trevenna,” said his host, with an aij^use^ 
smile, in a voice low, clear, lingering and melodious as i mush , ^ 
centreing forcibly ^th the sharp, ringing, metaUio tones > 5 ' 

visitor. How canio you to pome in herefT You know— r- Jv. - . 

“I know; but I had curibsity and s^^i^pd opportunity 
mortal, or what morals, ever resisted combinatiosa r |l "l 



^ ^ '^ythim, or Mepfiis top fide. \ 

weaker than a • i. No principle, not a si; Vm , 
sible for that ? V -organisation and educat ’ tow di. 
are here I May ' for lights ? ” 

“ Bo you wan to talk by ?** laughed 1. * ^ i, strotchii., 

his hand to a be. le^ “Your tongue goi^i * ms on oiloil 

wheels.” ^ • 

. “ Of course it » It’s my trade to talk ; I rattle my tongue 

as a nigger singe 33 his bones; I must chat as an organ- 

grinder grinds. 1 ed out to dine to talk. If I grew a bore, 

every creature wot o me ; and if I grew too dull to get up a 

scandal, I should h^ siu o noveij to get a dinnir. My tongue’s 
my merchandise ! ” 

'With which statei • hr- social status, John Tretomia jerked 
Mmself out of his - , Mid, while the groom of the clamber 
lighted the chandeli lied round the apartment. • Ho was a 

man of six or eight- -ijty,/ short, a little stout, hut wonder- 
fully .supple, quick, a * e? a masler of all the sciences of the 

gymnasium; his fact dain and irrogujar in foaturo, hut 

blight, frank, fuU of g ynoiir ahnor.c to joviality, and of keen, 

alert, cultured intellig prepossessing through its blunt 1 
honest candour, its me jM le showing the strong while tec 
its 6on/iomic, and its ]ool|jW teiiiKloinitahle clevernefts , — a clei 
ness which is no more § y tnan an English farce is wit, 1 ... 
which, sharper than int r j lone, more audaftious than tab 
Mone, will trick the wort * throw# its foes, and thrive in .>h 
it does, W'^hile genius got! • i or stary^sg Ho loitered rou ? 
the room, with his oyo-glf glancing n^e, there, and oven* 

whore, as though ho werb ibryo auctioneer, and 8toy)pod ' 

last before a Haphno Apollo and just caught by hir/ 

shrouded in rose-coloureAci 

■“Nice little girj, this 1 • enticang; made her look alh 

with that rose-light ; tantali Ic^iow it’s nothing but mnrblo \ 
sweetly pretty, certainly,” \ ^ 

“Sweetly pretty? Goo^ 1 \ my dear fellow, holdf you 

tongue ! One would think y<_ j ckney adoring the or i 

lady’s maid a now fashion. Tj , plino’s the most perfect thin* 
Ooustou ever did.” , 

“ Don’t know anything ahou i ! • Never see a hit of differ- 
euco ip them from the plaster cf. ' a buy fqr a shilling. Won’^. 
break quite so soon, to bo sui’e. is pretty, — nice and round, 

and qllthat ; but I don’t care a 1 * ibout art. Never could.” 

“ And you are proud of your y. -m ? \Yell, you are not tbo 

first person who has boasted of uesy forNiie sheer sake of 

! appearing singiftar.” 

U “To bo sure! I understand "V let me be the ugliest man 

jin Europe, rather tnan remain i ocrity among the medium 
^plaiu faces. There’s not a hair’s » ^ ce between notoriety and 

Be celebrated for somethii- , if you can’t jump into a 
‘jmt like Curtins, pop yourself into . tho like Empododes: the 
^obj^y’s iramortalii^d just as well ' heroism; the world talks 
^^quL, tl^at’s all you want. If 3 «j ^ n’t fie Alexander., I’d be 
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• . . \ 

p Diogonos ; if I weren’t a great hero, I’d ho a at ingenious^ 

mui-derer. There’s no radical difference between the two ! But, 
I say, do you over remember what a fcarfil amount you throw 
away on those* Aolly things?” pursued Treveuna, interrupting 
himself to strike his cane oh the Daphne.* 

“ The only things worth the money I spend ! My dear Trevenna, 
I thank you much for your interest, but I can dispense with your 
counsels.” ■ 

“ Pardon ! I’m a brusque fellow, and say what comes upper- 
most ; wiser if J kept it sometimes. If you do live en prince^ who 
wouldn’t that Could? I ‘don’t believe in renunciation. He is a 
shrewd fellow who, forced on abstinence, yiows he likes it and says 
he does it for digestion , but I love the goOd things of life and say 
so, though 1 can’t afford them. I should sell my soul for turtle 
•soup ! By the way, raon seigneur, before v'e eat your soup there’s 
a little business “’ 

“Business? In the evening! Do you wish to give me dys- 
pepsia before dinner ? ” 

“ No ; but I want to digest mine by heeling I‘ve done my duty. 
There’s something wo want you to sign; Legrew does, at the 
least ” 

^ On my honour, Trevenna,” cyied host, with a gay, careless 
laugh, “ } ou are abominable ! TIow dften have I tdlcl you that I 
trust you implicitly,— 7011 are fit for Chancellor of the lOxchcquer, 
— and that 1 never will bo worried by any nonsense of the kind ” 
“But, caro pleaded Trevenria, coaxingly, '‘wo can’t do 

without your signature. What’s jto bo done? We can’t give 
leases, and <lraw checks, and get bonds and mortgages, without 
your han uwritin g. ” * i 

Thj last words caught the indolent listener’s inattentive ear. 
He looked up surprised. j 

“Bonds? Mortgages? What can T possibly have to do wdth 
themf? ” 

“ Moneys are lent out on mortgages , I only used the werds as 
example,” explained his prime ^'minister, a little rapidly. “We 
trouble you as little as we can; /only want your name now. Ee- 
member, the Guineas let you' in heavily this time , one can’t 
transfer those largo sums witlaout your authorisation. Just let 

me read you over this paper ; it’s merely ” 

“ Spare me I spare mo I ” cried the lord of this dainty art-palace, 
to whom the ominous cracklo ibf*the parchment ^.vas worse than the 
singing of a rattlesnake. “ Sinindyrides felt tiiod if he saw a manj 
at work in the fields ; what livould ho have felt if ho had seen a 
modern law document ? ” | -• 

“ Just sign, and you won’p see it any more,'* pleaded Trevenna, ^ 
who^ knew the facile points a character he had long made his 
special study, and know tbUt, to be saved farther expostulation, 
his chief would comply. j 

He did so, raising himself mth slow, graceful indolence from hisj 
cushions, and resigning the i|iouth-piece of his hookah reluctantly] 
The compliance was most insouciant; the willingness fo sign, 

1 
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ignorance of what ho signed, a trustful carelessness that was 
almost womanish. But life had fostered this side of his character, 
and had done nothing to counteract it. 

“ Stay ! you haven’t heard what it is,” put inTrevenna, while he 
rattled off, with clear, quick precision that showed him a master of 
precis and would have qualified him to explain a budget in St. 
Stephen’s, a resume of what he stated the contents of the documc 
to bo ; a very harmless document, according to him, merely rev 
ing to the management of the immense properties of which i* 
friend was the possessor. Ilis hearer idly listened two minutes, 
then let his thoughts drift away to the chiaroscuro of a Ghirlandajo 
opposite, and to speculation whether Reynolds was quite correct in 
his estimate of the invariable amount of shadow employed by the 
old masters. 

Trovcnna’s exposition, lucid, brief, and as little tiresome a9 
legalities can be made, ended, he took the pen without more 
opposition or reflection, and dashed his name down in bold, clear 
letters, — 

“Eenest Ciiandos.” 

He pushed the paper to Trevenna with the ink still wot on the 
signature. ' 

“There! and remember henceforward, my very good follow, 
never to trouble me with all this nonsense again. 1 might as well 
manage my own affairs from first to last, if my men of business 
must come to mo about every trifle. I would not trust the lawyers 
without looking after them (though if a lawyer mean to cheat you 
ho toill, let you have as many eyes as Argus) ; but with you to give 
Ihom the check they can’t go wrong. By the way, Trevenna, were 
you not touched on tho Tleath, yourself?” 

“ Well, Lord of the Isles lotus all in, more or less,” said Trevenna, 
crumpling up his papers; “but, you know? poor hedgers like me 
can’t ever risk more than a tenner or so.” 

** Still, your inimitable book-making failed you at tho Guineas ? 
I was afraid so. Draw on me as you need : you have blank checks 
of mine ; fill one up as you like.” 

“ No, no ! oh, hang it,* monseigneur ! You put one out of cbiui- 
tenancc.” 

“Impossible miracle, Trevenna!” laughed Chandos, looking on 
him with kindly eyes. “ How can any little matter like that ever 
‘ repay all tho time and talent you j^re good enough to waste in my 
! service ? Besides, between old friends there is never a question of 
^obligation. Nino o’clock? Wo must go to dinner. I promised 
' Claire Eahel not to miss her supper. She is enchanting 1 She has 
tho souHre de la lUycnce and the witt)l Sophie Amauld.” 

: “And tho smiles cost you an India of diamonds, and tho wit is 
*paid a cashmere each mot I If Monde deigned to recognise Demi- 
Monde, how would the Countess admire oeing outrivallcd by the 
■actress ?” 

“Tho Countess is like Crispin, rimU de soi-meme alone. All 
pretty women and all dull men are vain I The belles and the bores 
always worship at their own shrines,” laughed Chandos, as his 
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groom of the chambers announced tho arrival in the drawing-rooms 
of other guests from the Guards and the Legations, *to one of those 
“ little dinners” which were the most coveted and exclusive enter- 
tain nuuils in Lon(iou. 

“ We must go, I suppose; Prince Charles might wait, but tho 
turbot must not,” he said, with a yawn, — he was accustomed to 
liave tho world wait on and wait for him, — as he held back tho 
portiere, and signed to John Trevenna to pass out before. him, down 
the lighted corridor, with its exotics, statues, and bronzes glancing 
under tho radiance from tho candelabra. He would have kept a 
Sorono Highness attending his pleasure ; but he gave the pas with 
as much courtesy as to a monarch to that very needed man- 
about-town, his dependent, hanger-on, and fid us jichafes, John 
Trevenna. 


CHAPTER II. 

“ L.V COMETE ET SA QEEtTE.** 

“Did you soo Chandos’ trap in tho ring to-day ? Pour-in-hand 
Igreys, sot of outriders, creani-and-silver liveries, — proltiest thing 
ever seen in tho park,” said Winters of tho Eirst Guards. 

“ Chaiidos has given six thousand for Wild Geranium, — ^best bit 
('F blood out of Daijubbury; safe to win at the Ducal,” said the 
Marquis of J3awood. 

“ Chancios has bought tho Titians at the Due do Valle r($’s sales ; 
tho nation ought to have bidden for them,” said the Earl of Bouge- 
nioiit. 

“Nation’s much bettor off ; he’s given them to the country,” said 
''itentor, a very great art-critic. 

‘ ‘ You don’t mean it ?” said the Duko of Argentine. “ That man 
would give his head away.” 

“And if tho Cabinet bid for it they might keep in office,” said 
George Lorn, who was a cynical dandy. 

“ Flora has been faithful three months : Chandos is a sorcerer ! ” 
yawned Sir Phipps Lacy, talking of a beautiful sovereign of tho 
equivocal world. 

“ Chandos has a bottomless jTm'so, my dear S'r Phipps : there’s 
ihe-key to Flora’s now constancy,” said John T:ovenna. 

“You have read ‘Lucrece,’ of course? There is no writer in 
Europe like Chandos, — such wit, such pathos, such power. I had 
the early sheets before it was published,” said the Duchess of Bob- 
amour, proud of her privilege. 

“ ‘ Lucrece’ is the most marvellous tiling since " Pelham.’” 

“ The most poetic since Byron !” 

Oh, it is a poem in prose ! ” 

“ And yet such exquisite satire !” 

Alfred de Musset never probed human nature so deeply 
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Iley never attained more perfect art.” 

bainly not ! you know it is in the sixth edition already ?” 

iourso ! every one is reading it.” # 

3 talk ran round at a garden-party near Kichmond, among 
sts of a Bourbon prince, and for once the proverb was wrongs 
^ absent was foifiid by his friends in the right, with an uni- 
ote of adoration. “V^en the sun is at his noon, and they 
dng in his light, the whole floral world turn after him in 
; if he ever set, perhaps they hang their heads, and hug 
it- damp, and nod together in condemnation of the spots that 
their fallen god’s beauty ; they have never spoken of them 
but they have all seen tliom ; and then the judicious flowers 
ote of censure. 

' whom the world chattered now was the darling of Fortune ; 
and stains, if he had any, wore buried in oblivion, or only 
iderly, almost admiringly, as a woman puts her iamonds 
I velvet that their brilliance may be enhanced by tbo con- 
For to women he was the most handsome mhn of his day, 
len ho was the leader of fashion and the donor of the best 
^ in Europe. Friondsbip is never sealed so firmly as with 
" h wax of a pure claret, and onr Patroclus is sacred to us 
(ring his salt and his broad, at least if it flavour clear sbup 
mn d la mode ; — black broth and black bread might not have 
ictifying properties. 

7 late you are !” cried the Countess do la Vivarol, making 
* him beside her in a summer concert-room, as the idel of 
'' appeared at last for half an hour in the prince’s grounds, 
i’ thing than this fairest of fashionable empresses was never 
Longchamps on a groat race-day, or in the Salle do.s Mare- 
it a reception ; yet, such is the ingratitude or inconstancy 
■•*'0, Chandos looked loss at her than at a strange face some 
) from him, although ho had for the last two years been no 
vailed near the charming Countess than if she had worn ta 
abel or a silver collar round her neck to denote his pro- 
hip, like his retriever Beau Sire, or his pet deer down at 
ieux. Madame noted the lcse~majestS : she was not a woman 
ve it, and still Tbss a woman to complain of it. 
y are talking about ‘ Lucrcce,’ Ernest. They worship it,” 
1 , dropping her lovely, mellow, laughing, starliko eyes on 
I’hoy had fallen on him vfit^ effect, twenty months before, in 
i moonlight on a certain balcony at Compiegne. 

,tughed. He cared little what the world said of him , lie had 

} loo long to be its slave. 

deed ! Aiid — do they read it ?” 

)S. They do read you/^ laughed Madame, too, “ though they 
swear to you on hearsay just so warmly. All the worlj 
the book.” 

I I would prefer half a dozen wJio could criticise it.’ 

How ungrateful you are ! ” 

ause )ny head does not get turned ? Tljiat was Sulla’s worst 
majhland. They say ‘ Lucrece’ is a masterpiece because it 
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it is in its fiilh edition, and they expect mo to bo intoxicated with 
sucb discerning applause,” said Chandos, with his melodious, 
amused laugh, cldar and gay as a woman’s. Pame had come to 
him so young, he had gained the world’s incense with so little effort, 
that ho held both in a certain nonchalant mockery. 

“ To be sure ! when men go mad if they get one grain of applause, 
it is very discourteous in you to keep cool when you have a him- 
dred. What a reflection it is upon them ! Where are you looking, 
Ernest 'r 

“ Where can I bo looking?” ho said, with a smile, as he tum^ > 
his eyes full upon her. It would not have done to confess to t. 
Countess that ho was scarcely heeding her words because a fa 
rarer to him had caught his gaze in the fashionable crowd. 

The Countess gave a little sceptical meaning arch of her delicate 
•eyebrows. “ She is very beautiful, mon ami\ but her beauty wih 
not do for you.” 

“Why?” 

Because the passage to it will be terrible,” said Madame de la 
Vivarol, with a shiver of her perfumed laces. ITei teeth were sel 
in rage under the soft, laughing, roso-hued lips, but she could play 
hci: pretty, careless vaudeville without a sign of jealousy. 

“ Terrible ! you pique my curiosity. 1 have no fondness, thou'^K 
for tempests in my love affairs. 

‘En I’amour si rien rVst amer, 

Qu’oii est sot de ne pas aunor ! 

Si tout Test au degre supreme, 

Quand est so' alors que I’on aimo ! 

Terrible, too ? Inwhutway?” 

“Par la porte du 7 tarriage,^^ said La Vivarol, with a silv 
, laugh. 

Chandos laughed too, as he leaned over her chair. 

“Terrible indeed, then. It were too much to pay for a Heh 
You have disenc\a.nted me at once ; so tell me now who she is.” 

“ Not I ! I am not master of the ceremonies.” 

There was a certain dark, angry flush under the curl of her si. 
lashes that he knew very well. 

‘ I am a little out of your favour to-day, Heloise ?” said Ohanc 
amusetUy. The passing storm of a mistress’s jealousy was 
darkest passage his cloudless lifo had encountered. “ 1 know 
crime : I was not at^our reception last night.” 

“'Weren’t you? ’*msked La Vivarol, with the most perfect aii 
indifferent surprise. “ I could not tell who was and who Wi/;s r 
How I detest your English crushes ! ’ - 

“ Nevertheless, that was my sin,” laughed Chandos. ' W 
excuse can I make ? If I tell you I was writing a sonnet in 
dame, you would tell mo we solace ourselves more materially » 
jmfaithfuUy. If I said I feared my thousand rivals, you would 
be likely to believe that any more. There is nothing fur it but 
truth.” 1 . 

'^WaJl then.’ 
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'*Ma heUe, the truth will be that I was at Alvarina'^s dehut iu 
Eigoldto^ and supped afterwards with h6r and Eahel.” 

“Alvarina! that gaunt, brown Eoman ? ajid you call yourseli 
fastidious, Ernest P ” cried Madame la Gomtesse. 

“ A gaunt, brown Eoman, — Alvarina! The handsomest singer 
that over crossed the Alps! So much for feminine prejudice,” 
thought Chandos ; but he knew the sex too well to utter his thoughts 
aloud. 

“Pygmalion was nothing to you, Chandos,” said Trevonna, 
swinging himself up the perch of the drag as a schoolboy up a tree, 
while the other men on it wore owners of some of the highest coro- 
nets in Europe. There was this that was excellent and manly in 
this penniless man-upon-town ; he never truckled to rank ; peer 
or day-labourer aliko heard his mind, “//e put heart into a 
statue; yoiCve put it into a woman of the world, — much the 
more difficult feat. Madame la Gomtesse is positively jealous. I 
do believe she divines -wo are going to have Demi-Monde to 
dinner.” 

“Not she! she would not do me so much honour. But every 
woman has a In^art, oven tlie worst women, — though, to bo sure, wo 
forgot it sometimes, till — wo’vo broken tliem.” 

“Broken themP Poetic author of ‘LucrSce*! Hearts never 
break, — except as a good stroke of business, as sculptors knock a 
limb off a statue to make believe it’s an a'htique. Every Musette 
wo neglect vows her desertion is her death, but she soon sings Eeaur- 
gam again, to the tune of tho Cancan at^he opera-ball.” 

“ So much the happier for them, for we give them no Le Pro- 
fundis ! There are exceptions to the Musette rule, though. 1 
remember ” 

“Don’t trouble yourself with remembrance, Ernest. She soon 
supplied your place, take my word for it.” 

“ My good fellow, no : she died.” 

“ Not out of love for you I She had aneurism, or disease of tho 
heart, or sat in 3 . draught and caught cold, or ate too many chorrios 
after dinner ! There was a substantial basis for your picturesque 
hypothesis, I’ll wager.” 

“ Graceless dog 1 Have you never had a doubled-down page in 
your life P” 

“ I don’t keep a diary • not oven a mental one 1 Eeminiscence is 
utterly unpractical and unphilosophical ; agreeable, it dissatisfies 
you with the present ; disagrceabler it dissatisfies you with the past. 
I say, they ai’o taking five to three on your chciiliut at the Corner. 
I don’t see what can beat you at Ascot. There’s a good deal whis- 
pered about Lotus Lily : she’s kept dark.” 

“They always train closely at Whitworth, but rarely bring out 
anything good. You are quite safe, Chandos,” said His Grace of 
Ardennes, a gay, vivacious young fellow. 

“ Queen of the Fairies is the only thing that could have a chance 
with Galahad,” put in the Duo de Luilhieres : “ she has good breed 
in her by double strains ; fine shoulders ” 

“ Tjeggyl” clbiected Treve-nna, contemptuously, flatly contradict- 
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inf' a poor of Franco. “ Not well ribbed-up ; weedy altogether » 
Cliieftam was her sire, and ho never did anything notable except 
to break a blood-voscel on the Beacon Course. The touts know 
what thoy’ro about, and they’re all for the Claroncieux horse.” 

“ Galahad will win if ho be allowed,” said Chandos. “ Ah ! there 
is Flora on the balcony ; they are before us.” 

* ‘ I wish they weren’t here at all ! ” cried Trovenna. “You should 
never have women to dinner ; they shouldn’t come till the olives. 
You can’t appreciate the delicate nuances of a flavour if you are 
obliged to turn a compliment while you are eating it ; and you 
never can tell’whether a thing is done to a second, if, as you discuss 
it, you are pondering on the handsome flesh -tints of a living picture 
beside you. The presence of a woman disturbs that cool, critical 
'acumen, that serene, divine beatitude, that should attend your 
dinner.” 

“Blasphemer !” cried Chandos. As if one touch of some soft 
lips were not worth all BriUat-Savarin’s science ; what flavour 
would wine have if women’s eyes didn’t laugh over it P You King 
of Epicures ! you’d adore a Vitellius, I believe, and hang Pausanias 
for his Spartan broih ! ” 

Certainly. A man who could capture Xerxes’s cooks and not 
dine olf their art deserved nothing less than the gaUows; and 
Vitellius was a very sensible fellow; when ho know he must die ho 
took care to finish his wine first. Hero versus Gourmet, Why 
not P Car^me benefited France much more lastingly than Turenne ; 
and Tide’s done the world far more good than Napoleon. I’d rather 
have been the man who first found out that you must stuff a turkey 
with tnifflos than have won Austeiiitz, any day. Your hero gets 
migudged, blackguai’ded, whitewashed, over-rated, under-rated, 
just as the fit’s hot or cold to him ; but the man who once invents 
a perfect sauce is se iuro for all eternity. His work speaks for itself, 
and its judges are his apostles, who never iiamo him without bene- 
diction. Jjosidcs, fancy tho satisfaction to a cosmopolitan, amiable 
creature like r'yself, of knowing I’d prepared a delight for genera- 
tions unborn : ” 

“Sublime apotheosis of gastronomy!” laughed Chandos, as ho 
threw tho ribbons to his groom before tho doors of a summer villa 
at Eichmond belonging to him, where most of those Bohemian 
- dinners and suppers d la Begence wore given ; a charming place, 
half-covered in flowering trees ajid pyramids of May blossom ; with 
glimpses of wood and water from its windows, and with the daintiest 
and cosiest banqueting-room in tho world, hung with scarlet silk, 
drawn back hero and there to show some beautiful female picture 
by Titian, Greuze, Eegnault, or La Tour, large enough to ^old 
twenty people, but small enough to fed d huis cloo like a cabinet ; 
jdth the air scented by dreamy incenses, and dishes and wineaf 
under the mellowed light that would have entranced even LucuUus 
aad he been throned there on his ivory chair. Of this villa,, and this 
banqueting-room, rumour ran high, accrediting its revelries as wild 1 
as Medmenham or as Bussy-Eabutin’s “ Abbey” of Eoissy. They 
who told most precisely what positively took place ithere were, of, 
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course, always those who had neverh^n through its doors ! And 
the world loved to take their stories with spice, and whisper un- 
Lniaginahle naughtiness of this pleasant honhonstiere of a buried 
away in its acacias and guelder roses and flowering chestnuts, 
where laughter rang out on to the young summer dawns, and beauty 
in neglige outshone all the jewelled beauty of courts. 

“The art of life is — to enjoy!” cried Chandos, that night, lifting 
up to crown the sentiment a deep glass of glowing red Eoussillon. 

“ Toast worthy of LucuUus and Ovid! and you are a master of 
the science,” said John Trevenna, who was perhaps the only one 
who saw quite clearly through that intoxicating atmosphere of 
j^astilles, and perfumes, and wines, and crushed flowers, and bruised 
fruits, and glancing tresses, and languid eyes, and lip§ fit for the 
hymns of a Catullus. 

“Ho is the darling of the gods ! ” cried Flora do TOrme, that 
magnificent Arlesienno, with her cheek like a poach in the sun, 
while she leaned over him and twisted, in the bright masses of his 
golden hair, a wreath of crimson roses washed in purple Burgundy. 

Chandos shook the wine from the rose-crown as ho bent and 
kissed that glowing Southern loveliness, and laughed under his 
diadem of flowers. The roses themselves were not brighter or more 
luxurious than the hours of life were to him. 

He enjoyed ! Oh, golden sum of this world’s sw’eet content ! 
Supremo tmth of Faust ; when he shpuld^^ ^ 

'fo the passing moment say,/ | - Q 

Stay ! thou art so fair ! ” O * 7 ^ 

then alone the philosopher knew that ho could claim to have tasted 
happiness. When once wo look back or look forward, then 
has the trail of the serpent been over oiu' Eden. To enjoy, wo 
must live in the instant we grasp. 

It is so easy for the preacher, when ho hets entered the days of 
darkness, to tell us to And no flavour in the golden fruit, no music 
in the song of the charmer, no spell in eyes that look love, no deli- 
rium in the soft dreams of the lotus — so easy when these things 
are dead and barren for himself, to say they are forbidden ! But 
men must bo far more, or far less, than mortal ere they can blind 
their eyes, and dull their . senses, and forswear their nature, and 
obey the dreariness of the commandment ; and there is little need to ‘ 
force the sackcloth and the serge ’»pon us. The roses wither long 
before the wassail is over, and there is no magic that will make 
them bloo'' i again, for there is none that renews ns — youth. The 
Helots had their one short, joyous festival in their long year of 
labour ; life may leave us ours. It will bo sui’oly to us, long beforr > 
its close, a harder tyrant and a more remorseless taskmaster than 
ever was the Lacedemonian to his bond-slaves, — bidding us make 
bricks without straw, breaking the bowed back, and leaving us as 
our sole chance of freedom the hour when wo shall turn oiir faces 
to the wall — and die. 

Once, some twenty years or more before, down at the stately pile 
Ojf Clai’encioux. iu the heart of the Devon woods, Philip Chandos. 



tho great miiiistor, had paused- a momont where his young son 
loaned out of one of the painted oriel casements of the librai’y, 
hanging with a cljild’s faith and love over the eternal story of 
Arthur. The boyV arms were folded on tho vellum pages, his 
head was drooped slightly forward in dreamy thought, and on his 
face came tho look that there is in tho portrait of Milton in his early 
years. 

His father touched him on tho shoulder. 

Where are your thoughts, Ernest ? ** 

The child started a little. 

“T was thinking wbit I shall bo when I am a man. ” 

*•' Indeed ? And what will you be P ” 

“ Fii’st, Chandos of Clarencicux ! 

Ho could not have spoken with air more royal if he had said, 
‘‘Augustus Imi)erator ! ” 

“ Hut besides P ” 

“ Besides P ” his voice fell lower, and grew swift and warmer, a 
little tremulous in its enthusiasm. “Why, I will be a poet and 
a statesman. I will hiivo palaces like the Arabian Nights, and 
gather the people in them and make them happy. I wiU defend 
all the guiltless and protect all tho weak, like King Arthur. I will 
rule men, but by love, not fear ; and I will make my name great, — 
BO great that when I die they will only write ‘ Chandos ’ on my 
grave, and the name will tell tho world its own tale ! ” 

They were strange words; and, where he leaned agains. tho oriel, 
the light from tho setting autumn sun fell full upon his face, deep- 
ening there tho lofty and spiritual exaltjition of thoughts too far 
above his years. His father looked ot him, and something that was 
almost a sigh passed tho haughty lips of tho groat minister. The 
sigh was for the future of those heroic and pure ambitions, for the 
world which would break them as surely as tlio pressure of the iron 
roller crnslies out the flowers of spring. And ho could not utter to 
tho child, in the prend gladness of his young faith, tho warning 
that rose to his own lips: “Keep Ihose dreams for other worlds, 
for they will nc^ or find fruition here.” 

Yet, for tho boy to whom these dreams came, untaught and in- 
stinctive, in c,"*! their superb impossibility, their divine unreality, 
his father could not but hope himself a future and an ambition still 
loftier than his own. 

“Tho darling of tho gods!” said Flora do TOrme, to-night, as 
she wound the crown of scariet^roscs in her lover’s hair; and she 
had said very truly. Fortune and the world never combined to 
flatter any man more than they combined to shower all gifts a] id 
graces on Emest Chandos. "When he had been but a child in his 
laces and velvets, princes had tossed him bonbons and royal woinon 
caressed his loveliness. Tutors, parasites, servants, indulged all 
his fancies, and never controlled or contradicted him. At Eton, 
nKsknamed tho Dauphin, ho bore all before him, w^as noted for his 
champagne breakfasts, and had a duke for his devoted fag. At 
seventeen he was,his own master. Ilis father died grandly as Chat- 
ham, falling back, without a sigh or struggle, after one of tho flnefct 
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Bpeeclies of Kis life, in tlie full career of his magnificL^^^ 
leadership. The boy’s grief was intense, both 
enduring, for he had worshipped his father and his 
By his own wish he went abroad : he would no/hear of 
BSs only guardian was his p'andfather by the distaff-side, the.^>§^^ 
of Castlemaine, an old soldier and statesman of the Eegency 
his mother had died years before. Tho Duke lot him do precist 
as he chose, which was to remain abroad four years, chiefly in tht^ 
East, where life, whether waiting for the lion’s or leopard’s slop 
through the sultry hush of an Oriental night, or learning soft love- 
lore horn the dark eyes of a Georgian under tho shadows of a palm- 
grdVe. enchanted and enchained one who, whatever after-years 
might make him, was in his youth only a poet, and a lover of all 
fair things, — especially of tho fairness of women. Life soemod to 
conspire to idolise him and to ruin him : after a boyhood of limit- 
less indulgence, limitless tenderness, and limitless enjoyment, he 
passed to tho enervating, poetic, picturesque, sensuousness of life 
in tho Eastern nations, where every breath was a perfume, every 
day was a poem, and every lovely face was a captive’s, to bo bought 
atpleasue. Ho returned, to becomo the idol of a fashionable 
world. His beauty, his wit, his genius, that showed itself, half 
capriciously, half indolently, in glittering jmx d^esprit, his gciio- 
rosity, that scattered wealth to whoever asked, tho magnificenco 
of his entertainments, — those became the themes of the most 
exclusive .nd moat seductive of worlds; and while men cited 
him t<' tho echo, with women he had only to love and ho had 
won. L'o was the coinot of his horizon, and fashion streamed after 
him. 

Some romances, and some poems, were traced to him,— dazzling, 
vivid, full of glowing, if sometimes extravagant, fancy, and of that 
easy grace which is only heaven-bom in authors or in artists. They 
wore raved of in Paris and London ; he found himself twice famous, 
by literature and by fashion; and his invitation was far more courted 
than one to Windsor or tho Tuilories : those only conferred rank, his 
gave a far higher and subtler distinction, — fashion. 

Eor tho rest, his fortune was large, his estates of Clarencieux 
^''ore as noble as any in England, and he had ahouso in Park Lane, 
IjU hotel in the Champs Elyseos, a toy villa at Eichmond, and a 
jummer-palace on tho Bosphorus ; and, costly as wore both his 
j^loasuTf 3 and his art-tastes, even those did not cost him so much 
qS a lib rality that none ever applied to in vain, a liberality that 
y’as the only thing in his life he strove to conceal, and that aided 
pio*. 01 talent to a fair field, or lifted them from the slough of 
(j^LaiTOwed fortunes, by a hand that often was unseen by them, that 
ilways gave, when compelled to give openly, with a charm that 
\anishei all humiliation from tho ^t. 

’ Thus was Chandos now. 

\ How far had ho borno out his childish promise of the night in 
Westminster ? He could not have told himself. He was the most 
dazzling leader, the most refined voluptuary, the , most splendid 
patron, the most courted man, of his times ; and in the soft ease, 



ii^icloiidocl succGRses of his proFcnt, h( 
hnnon’noi ®SiCGd<Hl Tio moTO. Ilo was at tlio height of brilliaiil 
ArtSur^ Th ^ doubled rose-leaf broke his rest, 

head was dr cannot love two at once P It is th< 

face camo^ thing in the world to love half a dozen ; to loyo but om 
rears ^ ^ shocking lack of appreciation of nature’s faircsl 

^ His Constancy is the worst possible comidinicnt a blockliead car 
M-"pay to the lean sexe,” thought Chandos, the next morning, as ht 
r t)roakfa.sted, glancing tlirough a pile of scented delicate notes, 
cream, rose, pale teiidra, and snow-white, perflimcd with variouf 
fragi’ancc, but all breathing one tone. Woman had done thoii 
ntt.('vmost to force him into vanity from his childhood, when queoiif 

S ad petted liim. Women always coax their favourites into ruin i 

loy can. His temper chanced to be such that they had entirel} 
failed. Of his personal beauty Chandos never thought more thai 
ho thought of the hreath he drew. 

It was twelve o’clock as he took his chocolate in his dressing- 
room, a chamher lit for a young princess, wdth its azure hangings, 
its llussian cabiiuds, and its innuincrablo llowm’S. Perfumes am] 
(cm ale beauty woro his two spi'cial weaknesses, as they were 
Mahomet’s. Ho W'as a man of pleasure, he it rememhered, witL 


the heart of a ]joet and the eyes of a ])aintcr, — a combination tc 
make every tcnijitation timlbld more tom})ling. 

“ Cool you look hero ! ” cried a resonant, lively, clear voice, tell- 
ing as a trumpet-call, as that privileged pcrscjii Jolin Trovonna 
pushed liglitly past a valet and made his way into the chamber. 

“ hl'y di'ur fellow ! 1 Ic'lighted to see you. Come to h-rcakfast ? 
Erojildhsi ? ILul it hours a,*;), lu.*] rlono no end of husine.s? 


since. Wo poor devils, you know, aro obliged to wailk about the 
slrci'ts in the noonday; it’s only you (jrainh sidijuenrs wdio can lie 
in the shade doing nothing. Peaches, grapes, chocolato, and claret 
for your breakfast ! liow Proucb you aro ! The jiublie wouldn’i 
think you a sale, iiiembcr of society if they knmv you didn’t take 
the orthodox Prilish under-done chop and slico of bacon virtually 
uudistinpuisl able from shoe-leather. I wonder 'what you would do 
if you wa re a poor man, Ernest P ” 

Chandos .aiighcd and g;uo a shudder. ‘Ho - glide away in 
dose of morphia. Poor! I can’t it, even.” 

Trevenna smiled a.s ho tossed himself into the sof lost lounging 
chair. JIc had known w'hat pcu'crty was, — knowm it in its ugliest 
its blackest, its barest, and hacl learned to bate it with a loathing 
imuttorahle, and thoroughly juslilied ; for poverty is the grimmes 
Ibo the w^orld holds, a serpent that stifles talent ere talent can rise 
I that blasts genius ere genius can bo hcjard, that sows hot hate: by j 
I cold hearth, and that turns tho germ of good into the giant of evil 
“ Trevenna,” went on Chandos, taking one of his hot-housi 
peaches, “who was tha,t now beauty at the Due’s yesterday ? | 
never saw anything loveHor.” 

“ There are twenty new beauties this season,— in their own esti- 
mation, at least‘! Be a little more explicit, jilease.” 

She wa\s with iho Chesterton. Ileally beautiful ; beautiful as 
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ft Giorgiono. There wore plenty of men about lier. 1 sii., « 
a«ko(l who Bhe was, and have been presented to her, bui^^t 
time to stay, oven for her.” ^ Vt^^^vo 

“ With the Chesterton ? Why, Ivors’s daiigliffer, of 
“ Ivors ? Died last year, didn’t ho ? — of losing the Guineas, 
said, to the Prench colt. Why haven’t I seen her before ?” fva. 

“ Because sho lias been in Itomo. She’s the thing of the year i.s- 
my Lady Valencia. You’ll see horat tlio DrawingEoom to-raorrow,” 
said Trovenna. JIo was a walking court-newsinaii and fasliionablo 
directory, being able to tell you at a second’s notico who was at the 
bottom of the St. Lcger scandal about the powder in Etoilo’s drink- 
ing-water, what divorces wcro in train, what amritory ])assagt's 
groat ladies confided to their Bramah-locked diaries, and wlu)so 
loose paper was Hying about most awkwardly among tho Jews. 

“ I noticed you looked at her yesterday, ” ho pursued : “so did the 
Countess. Slie’s fearfully jealous of you ! Take care you don’t get 
a note chemically perfumed a la BrinvilHors. I wonder what on 
earth sho would do if you wcro over to marry ! ” 

“ Shrug her pretty shoulders, pity my wife, and console me, to 
bo sure. But I shall never try her. Twenty years hoiu'e, pcrh{i])s, 
if I have nothing better to do, and over see tho woman of mV 
ideal » 

“ I’hat impj^jislblc she, 

Wliorever*shc be, 

In meerschc'iiim dreams of fantasie ! 

paraphrased Trovenna. “What a queer idea, to bo longing for 
ideal women when there are all tho living ones at your service! 
That is preferring tho shadow to tho substance. What cun you 
want that Elora and all tho rest havo not ? ” 

Chandos laughed, nostliug in among tho cushions of his sofii at 
full length. “ My dear Trovenna, it would bo talking in Arabic 
to you 1,0 toll you. Indeed, you’d understand tho Sanscrit much 
quicker, you most material of men.” 

“Certainly I am material! A material man dkios W(dl and 
digests well. A visionary man enjoys his bvanquot of tho soul, and 
has a deuced deal of neuralgia afujr it. Which were best ? — 
Lucullus’s cherry-trees, or Luciillus’s conquests Y Tho victories 
aro no good to anybody now. Asia and Europe havo been map])(i(l 
out again twenty times ; but cherry brandy will last as k)ng as tho 
world lasts. Conquerors supplant each other like mushrooms, hut 
cliony tarts aro perennial and eternal as long as g(iii(jratious am 
born to go to school. Material ! Of coui*so I am. V/hich enjoyed 
life host, — your gi’and mmtnum hoaum? — Baaito, or Falstafi‘1'' 
Milton, or Sir John Suckling ? ” 

“And which docs posterity revero ? ” ^ 

“ Posterity be shot ! If 1 pick the bones of ortolans in comfort 
While I am alive, what does it matter to mo how people pick my 
:bones after I’m gone ? A dish of truffles or torraiun to ticklo my 
jpalato IS a deal more to my taste than a wreath »of immortelles 
[hung on my gi'avc. I detest posterity ; eYory king hates his hcii* ; 
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the great minister, 
loaned out of od'ioyo a good dinner. If I could choose what should 
hanging with /uiy hones, I’d have myself made into gelatine ; gela- 
^’thur. The ,n a rascally cheat, and assists at such capital banquets, 
head was dr most apjJr’oiniate final destiny for any human being that 
face camgJver devised. ' But what’s the good of my talking to you ? We 
ye^s. at life through different glasses.” 

Bather!” 

* ^ “A disdainful enough dissyllable. Well, we shall see which is 
best content of us two, after all, — I, the animal man, or you, the 
artistic. You’ve tremendous odds in your favom*. I shall deserve 
great honour if I make any head against you.” 

A shadow passed slightly ov(t tho face of Chandos ; ho had tho 
variable and impressionable temperament of a poetic nature, a deep 
thoughtfulness, even to melancholy, mingled in contrast with the 
gayest and most nonchalant epicureanism. •• 

“ Content ? at tho end ? How is it to ho secured ? TEinilianus 
led a noble and glorious life, — to fall by an assassin’s dagger. Ovid 
led the gayest and tho brightest life, — to go out to the frozen 
misery of Pannonia. Africanus was a hero, — to ho accused of 
stealing the public money. Petronius was an epicurean, — to die 
by a lingering torture.” 

Trevenua laughed as ho took a cigar from a case standing near, 
lighted it, and rose. 

“Hang Petronius ! It could havcqi eon no fun to tonnont him . 
the follow died so game, — wouldn’t wince once ! As for the end ol 
the farce we play in, 

* * Tis not in mortah to desei've snecess ; 

But you’il <lo moie, Sempronius : you’ll command it !’ 

I like that mis-quotation. Only ‘deserve’ success, and I should 
like to know who'll givo you your deserts ! But I must go. There 
are no end of poor devils waiting outside : working authors and 
working jeW'-Uers; mute, inglorious Miltons, and glorious, talk- 
ative tailoiw, dealers with cracked antiques, and poets with cracked 
novelties ; sculptors with their bronzes, and young Chattertons with 

their brass 1 beg pardon, I forgot! one mustn’t laugh at genius, 

oven in a shabby coat, here.” 

“ No : Lo Sago had no coat on in his attic when he refused the 
millionnaire’s bribe. ‘ Tout compto fait, jo suis plus riche que vous, 
et jo refuse ! ’ ” • 

“And you think that sublime? to tell the truth aild sian’^e ? 
Faugh ! I’d have taken their cheque, and written a ten times more 
stin^g Turcaret afterwards ! But, on my word, Chandos, your 
ante-rooms are thronged as any Chesterfield’s or HaKfax^s of a 
hundred years ago.” 

** Nonsense ! There is no patronage nowadays. A man makes 
himself.” 

‘ ‘ Pardon me, his bank-balance makes him ! If it be heavy enough, 
it will cover all sins, — intellectual, moral, and gi-ammatical, — anc 
float him as high as heaven Well, what are your command* 
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to-day ? I know what to do about securing those germ 

and I’m now going to the Corner to see what thf mid-day t^^^ 

IS for us ; and I sent tho caborhon emeralds to Madomoisoilo':uc5^%K. 
and giudged her them heartily ; and I have seen to the enlarjsre?^^ 
of the smoking-room of tho Anadyomene, Anything else ? ” tP’ 

“My dear fellow, no; I think not, I thank you. Unless- — 
+hey tell me there are some good things in Della Robbia at the 
Vero collection : you might look at them, if you don’t mind tho 
trouble ; buy, if they are really perfect. And bring me word 
round, if you can learn, what houses this daughter of Ivors will 
show at to-night. I never saw a lovelier face; but there is a 
quality abovo beauty that probably she has not. Rahel is not 
absolutely handsome ; but that woman has such sorcery in her 
that you coul8 not be ten minutes with her without being in love.” 

With which tribute to tho great actress’s power, Chandos, a con- 
noisseur in female charms, from those of a Greek grape-girl to 
those of a Tuileries princess, from tho grace of a Bayadere,. to tlitr 
glamour of a Rosiere, resumed his purpose of glancing through 
the innumerable little amorous notes that accompanied his break- 
last, wliile Trcveima sauntered out, pausing a moment to put in 
his head at tho door — 

“ I lamed my horse over^Jhat wretched heap of stones in Bolton 
Row, May I use one of horses ? ” 

“ My dear fellow, what a question! My stables are youi's, of 
course.” 

And John Trevenna went out on his morning’s work. He called 
himself a business-man ; but what his business was, beyond being 
prime minister, master of tlio horse, and chancellor of tho exchequer 
to Chandos, and knowing all tho news before anybody else whispered 
it, was what -was ne\er altogether ascertained. Bo his business 
what it might, in amusement Trevenna brought his own welcome 
to every one ; and ho entertained Society so well that Soci'^ty was 
always ready to entertain him. 

Society, that smooth and sparkling sea, Ls excessively difficult to 
navigate ; its surf looks no more than champagne fosim, but a thou- 
sand quicksands and shoals lio beneath ; there are brcnikers ahead 
for more than half tho dainty pleasui-o-boats that skim their hour 
' upon it ; and tho foundered iio by millions, forgotten, five fathoms 
^ deep below. The only safe ballast upon it is gold dust ; and if 
stress of weather come on you it will’ swallow you without remorse. 

• Trevenna had none of this ballast ; ho had come out to sea in as 
' ticklish a cockle-shell as might be ; ho might go dovni any moment, 
and he carried no commission, being a sort of nameless, unchartered 
, rover : yet float he did, securely. 

I Twelve years before, one hot night at Baden, a penniless young 
I Englishman had lost more than he had in his purse, — had, indeed, 
lin the world ; tho bank arrested him ; his prospect for life was to 
!*anguish in Gorman prisons, the prey of the debts which he could 

i *not liquidate and none else would pay for him. For he was alone 
in Hfe, and had, for aU he knew, not a solitary friend upon the face 
of the earth. A boy of twenty, throwing ms gold about to the 
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tho great miriist ’ hoard the story, paid the debts, ani freed the 

loaned out of 'J-ho boj^ was Chandos, the young ma^ster of Clareacioux. 
hanging ■witt tho last ttycinma into which astuto John Trevenna ever lot 
Arthur. T’jotray him ; and it was his first step towards social success, 
head wass boy-benefactor was not content with letting his good services 
face caxegiii and end at tho prison of tho dmihy : ho made the prisoner 
years his guest then and there. lie was infinitely amused, too, witli a 
P companion sufficiently near his own ago to enter into all liis 
j)leasurcs, and who was tho first person he had ever met who told 
him. tlio truth with frank good nature and novor annoyed him by 
flattery. Prom that day, through Chandos, John Trevtmna was 
v'cleomed in tho "W^orld ; ^iid iho \V''orld soon kept him in it as a 
sort of Town Triboulot. 

Ho was a privileged person : evcj-y one knows li^w immense a 
cxirte Uuvclie is given by thoso words. Cliamlos was the fashion ; 
ho plcLiFcd himself by doing all good scmces to Trevenna that cir- 
cumstances would allow of; and tho world petted Trevenna because 
Ohardos befriended him. lie lived so very near tho roso that much 
of tho leader dews so lavishly poured dovm on the king flower fell 
of necessity upon him. Ho was often rude, always brus([ue, salts 
fa<ion^ sometimes oven a liitlo coarse; but he was so frank, so im- 
perturbably good-inn iioured, told stories so admirably, and had 
such a thorough spico of true wit, th^ ho was as good with wine 
as anchovies or olives, and men had him with tlKiir -wino accord- 
ingly. Was a chateau dull on the shores of Monaco or Paijo, or a 
countiy-liouse dull ill iho roeosses ; wasllim’o a dearth of news in 
a hot club-room at tho fag-end of a season; was tho conversation 
dragging v'earily over an aristoeralic', dinner-table ; or was a duko 
half dead of fimul in the midst of a great gathering, tho bright, 
laughing face of John Trevenna, with the while teeth glancing in 
a merry, honest sr.ilo, always fresh, never faded, never bored, but 
always looking, be';ausc always feeling, as if life were tho jileasant- 
est comedy that could be played, was tho signal of instant rchef 
and of iiintaiit amusement. The legions of bluo-dcvils flow before 
his approach, and no mmd could withstand the tonic ofliis caustic 
humour and iiis incessant mirth. 

Even His Grace of Castlemaino, haughtiest of Garter knights, 
most hard to please of all Ilegency wits, — even that splendid old 
man, who had set his faco against this stray member of society, 
could not altogether withstand him. 

“ Chandos’ hoimne d^tffaires ^ An interloper, sir, an adventurer, 
and I detest adventurers : — tell you a first-rate story, inidce you a 
first-rale mot^ but always have a second king in their sloove for 
your ccarU I Society’s a soil you can’t weed too vigorously. StiU, 
a humorous f(3llow, I must confess ; a clever fellow, — very.” 

So John Tre\ cnna had laughed liis way into the world, and, 
laughing, held his own there. No ono ever heard the story of the 
Baden debts from Chandos, but T’revenna openly confessefd himself 
a poor man ; h^ never teased people with reminding themj of it, but 
stated tho fact once for all without disguise. He madb a little i 
money on the turf, and doubled that little now and thtfn by in- 1 
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"oiiious traffic hero and there in ilio commercial gaiii. 
world sanctifies ; but nobody knew this. Ho was sibr 
upon-town. Ho lived very inexi)en 8 ively, dining out ^'^'“noato 
of his life : he had no vices ; he was an epicur^ but that' \en 
only indulged at other people’s tables ; and ho had no^oaknitj’aciu* " 
women ; if you had offered him a boautiAil mistress or a doze^ aina^ 
Imperial Tokay, ho would without hesitation have taken tiht; 
Tolcay. 'e 

As regarded his intolleot, lie had talent enough to be anything, — 
from a jockey to an ambassador, from a head cook to a premier. 

^‘The (lueon of Lilies will be at tho Dos Vaux to-night, 
r'liandos,” said ho, that evening, in the green drawing-room at 
Park Lane, wliore, some dozeii guests having dined with him, in- 
cluding S.A.IL the Due do Ncuilly, and H.S.II. the Prince Carl of 
Steinberg, Ohandos was now playing at laccaraty half a hundred 
engagements being thrown over, as chanced inevitably witli him 
every night in the season. Trovenna himself was not ])laying; ho 
never touched cards at any game except whist, which ho had 
studied as — wliat it is — a science. lie stood on tho hearth-rng, 
looking on, taking now and then a glass of Moselle or Maraseliiiio 
from a console near. 

“ What a charming name, — The Queen of Lilies ! Who is she ?” 
asked his host, having already Ibrgoiten tho commission he gave, 
i “The Queen of Lilies I'' Ah, is exquisite! j’ou have not 
Isooii licr, of course, Ernest?” asLcd the Erench prince. “The 
^Sjaureato gave her tlie title.” 

“ In a sonnet, made instantly public by being marked Privato. 

M you want a piece of nows to lly over Europe liko liglitning, 
hisper it as a secret that would inf illibly d(‘slroy you if it ever 
got wind,” put in Trevcima, wbo among princes and 2)oers never 
could keep Ins tongue still. 

“But who is she? A now dancer, I hope. Wo liavo nothing 
good in tho co}disS''s.” 

“ A dancer ? Ko ! She is Ivors’ danghtor.” 

“Ah! I remember, I saw bor yesterday. Tho Queen of Lilies, 
do you call her ? Tho name is an idyl ! ” 

“ Ah!” said his Grace of Crowndiamonds, Avlth a cross between 
an oath and a regret. “ She is a groat deal too harid^oiiio !” 

‘ ‘ Too handsumo ? IIow charming a blemish ! They generally 
sin the oihta’ way, my dear Crown.” 

“Too handsome ,* for — she is ice’! ” 

“ Never find fault with women, old follow I Wo may all of in 
fliiuk that each of those daiuty treasures has a flaw somewlior«i ; 
hut wo sljould never hint a doubt of tliem, any more than of their 
Dresden.” 

“ Though tho best Dresden is only soiled earth, just jiaintod and 
glazed!” broke in Trovenna, taking out hi.s watch. “You told 
1110 to learn whore she went. At nine she dined with the Ercncli 
Ambassador; at twelve she was at Livingstone House ; at one she 
was at Lady Bellingham’s ; and now, ^fifty-five minutes past one, 
iho is at tho Countess dcs Vaux’s.” 
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Y iio find out everything, Monsieur Trevenna?** laughed 

due. 

lookeC^at him with a certain saucy triumph in his bold 
-blue eyes — 'Olue as forget-me-nots, and keen as a knife. 

^ g\\o^Yes, monseigneur — if I wish.” 

cy iThe answer was quiet, and, wonderful for him, without a jest ; 
n, out the prince turned and gave him a more earnest look than ho 
’ had ever bestowed on this flaneur y this rodeur of the English clubs. 

“He will be a successful man, a great man, ton to one, when 
our brilliant Chandos, who has the genius of a Goethe, will have 
died of dissipation or have killed himself for some mistress’s infi- 
delity,” thought the duke, a keen man of tho world, while his eyes 
glanced from the sagacious, indomitable, fresh-coloured face of 
Trevenna to the delicate, proud, dazzling beauty of QJiandos, with 
tho light in his deep-blue eyes and the laughter on his insouciant 
lips.; 

“ We should all of us have been at those places, if j'^our haccorut 
had not beguiled us, Chandos,” said tho Comto do la Joie; “but 
social entertainments are a crying cruelty.” 

“And a great mistake. Society is ruined by [the rofzfrc , which 
has nothing to recommend its entertainments but tho cooking, 
and has made the cooking the measure of tho entortaiiimeiits. 
St. Eond’s verdict of English banquets remains true to tho letter : 
‘Ils se saoulerent grandcmeiit et se divertirent moult tristement ! ^ ” 

“ Oh, we aU know what you are, Chandos,” cried Trcivenna. 
“ You’d exchange your own cook — 1 1n* ugh he is priceless, were it 
only for his soups — to be able to oat a diied date with Plato, and 
would give up White’s for the Scipionic circle or tho Mermaid 
evenings ! ” 

“ Perhaps. Though I admit you are a more practical philosopher 
than any in Ac5ad(‘muf., and are ae good a companion as Lucilius 
^ or Ben Jonson.” 

“ I hope 1 am,” said Trevenna, complacently. “I bet you tho 
philosophers fiavoui'ed their dates, as wo do our olives, by dis- 
cussing Lalagc’o ankles and the Agora gossip. Scipio talked fine, 
we know; Lucilius laughed at him for it, and fine talkers are 
always bores ; and as for tho Mermaid — Raleigh whispered wicked 
things of the maids of honour, and iShakspearo wondered what old 
. Combe would leave him in his wiU, and Ben joked him about the 
Crown Inn widow over mulled posset. The Immortals were as 
mortal as W'e are, every w'hit.” 

With which Travemia washed down their immortality by a glass 
of golden water. 

“ Shall we all go and criticise this Lily Queen, Chandos ?” a&ked 
the Due do Neuilly. “ She will not be believed in till you have 
given her the cordon of your approbation.” 

Prince Carl was willing, the haccarat was deserted, and they 
went to the crowded rooms of the Countess des Vaux. 

“There she is!” said Neuilly, on the staircase, that was still 
thronged. 

She w^ beautiful as a young deeii and had something of thi 
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stag’s lofty grace. Her eyes were a deep brown, large, ^^os^ca- 
prond, swept by lasbos a shade darker still ; her Hps wertnen 
half-opened roses ; her hair, the same hue as hp<? eyes, was ti*aa\iia, 
back in soft floating masses from a brow like a Gl’cek antique^, ai<i; 
was very tall, and her form was simply perfect. It was in its fuiAthc, 
loveliness, too, for she had been some years in Rome, and sutto 
ccssive deaths in her family had kept her long in almost comparative' 
seclusion. 


“You said she was cold I Such beauty as that can never be 
passionless,” said Chandos. 

As though his voice had reached her through the long distance 
that severed them, she turned her head at that moment, and their 
eyes met. 

Corals, pink and doUcato, rivet continents together ; ivy tendrils, 
that a child may break, hold Norman walls with bonds of iron ; 
a little ring, a toy of gold, a jeweller’s bagatelle, forges chains 
heavier than the galley-slave’s: so a woman’s look may fetter a 
lifetime. 


“ Passionless ! wilh those eyes ? Impossible !” said Chandos. 

“ Oh, she will have two passions,” said Crowndiamonds, dryly — 
“two very strong passions — vanity and ambition ! ” 

“For shame!” lauglied Chandos. “Never bo cynical upon 
women. Crown. It is breaking butterflies upon the wheel, and 
shooting humming-birds with field-pieces. Well, let the Lily 
(Queen’s sins bo what they may, she is lovely enough to make us 
forgive them.” 

And ho made his way at last into the rooms with the French and 
EngHsh dukes, to be detained right and left, and make his further 
way with difficulty into his hostess’s presence. 

AVhen he was at all free, and sought to look for the Queen of 
Lilies, ho found that she had left. 

“I shall see her at the Drawing-Room,” thought Chandos, 
whom too many were ever ready to console, for him ever to be left 
to regret an absent loveliness. Men of his temperament, the tem- 
jierament of Goethe, are incessantly accused of inconstancy, becanso 
the list of their loves is long. On the contrary, they are most con- 
stant — to their own ideal, which they unceasingly pursue in eveiy 
form which has its outward semblance. What their dreams long for 
is not there — in that beautiful shadow that looked so Hko it, but. 
which was hut a transparency, ■ only bright through borrowed 
liglit; then they cease to love till again they pursue a shadow,^’ 
and fools call them libertinos. 


That night, or rather in the dawn, Holoise, Countess dela Vivarol, 
looked at her own face in the mirror, while her attendants were 
taking tho sa2)phires and onyxes from her hair. It was weU worth 
looking at, with its glancing falcon radiance of regard, its inde- 
scribable witchery of coquotiy, and its rich, delicate tints, indepen- 
dent, as yet, even of pearl-powder. Her mother was the Princosse 
Lucill^ Viardort, who had married an English baronet ; her father 
/none was over so hold as to name, — ^tho baronet himself put in no 
claim for her; he lived apart from his wife, who was a handsome, 
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i-tempcred creature, as happy in the midst of the elandci 
.she gave rise, as a sea-anomone»in a rock pool. It was 
mal element : tho Viardort, that restless and dominant race 
iiad played '*.t howls with nothing less than all tho rolling, 
lems of Europe, always had scandalised the world ever since 
xoy burst, motcor-likc, upon it. All the Viardort love sovereignty, 
and got it, though none arc born to it. Ileloi.^o, who at sixteen had 
married the Count Granior do la Mvarol, was not behind her race. 
hJlic plunged eagerly, up to her lovely throat, in European intrigues, 
— so eagerly that she was now hanished from Eranco. Her lord 
did not follow her, — there lives not the man who could prefer a 
v\'ifo to Paris, — ^l)ut allowed her richly, so richly, indeed, that slio 
never called him anything -worse than petit drule^* when speak- 
ing of him in connection with her money-matters. With any other 
udhirs ho never came under discussion. 

Before }ier banishment from Psiris, 01iand(js, at the samo limo 
with herself, had been among tho Eirst Circle of autumn guests at 
Compiogno. In the torchlight cureesy in tl»o moon-lit terraces, in 
tho palace theatricals, in t)io forest hunts, she had fascinated him, 
he had attracted her. M. lo Comte was a tliorouglily v/cll-brcd 
iitan, who know the deslinies of husbands, abhorred a scone, and 
iieillicr sought a duel nor a divorce: besides, ho was not at tho 
court. Thijir loyo-passages went silvery smooth, and were quite o. 
page out of Boccaccio. Now Mfiduine -was dispensed to bo j(!alous, 
and Cliandos was a little disposed to bo tired. Bliidies aflor Bocca ccio 
often end thus, — in bathos. 

To-niglit she looked at her luce i-i her mirror, and her tiny while 
teeth douched like a little lion-dog’s. i‘orh.ips the love she had 
tan gilt mi'Pcilossly so of! on had roveiiged itself hero on its teacher ; 
perhaps it was but pique that made licr so touacious to keep tho 
sway vslio hud h(dd over the handsomest man of his age; bo tho 
sjning love, vanity, pission, or envy, what it would, her eyes glit- 
tered witli a dangerous gleam under her cui'ling lashes, and 
muttered, between her set teeth — 

“ if he over love anoihcr, if it be twenty years hence 


CHAPTER in. 

A riiTME MINiSTETl AT ROME. 

OvEE and over again John Trevenna had been pressed to take up 
residence in the stately suites of the Park Lane house ; but this ho 
had always refused. lie dined there, lunched there, ordered what 
he chose thei^, and stayed for months each year at Clarencieux i 
but he had his own rooms in town, in a quiet street near tho clubs. 
He liked to retain a distinct personality. Besides, people came to 
see him here who could never have sho-wn themselves before tho 
porter of the great leader of fashion; men with bulldog heads and 
close-cut hair, ki.own as “ sporting gents men with tho glance 
of ^ ferret and the jewellery of Burfington Arcade, utterly and uu- 
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mistakably “horsy;” men who always had “ a lovely thiri,^tv^oi.:Q 
by in the mews, — go iji your ’and, and only thirty sovSt,*^ tc-av 
but who traded in many things besides toy tenders; men <3s^^ ® 
soberly dressed, hard-featured, hard-headed nembers of traairu'^"* 
unions : men with long floating beards, the look of Burschon, aina^ 
“artist” written on them for those who ran to read, without the; 
paint-splashes on their coats ; men with clean-shaven faces or white 
]^oiutod beards, but, shaven or hirsute, Israelites to the bone : all 
lliese variotie.s, and many more came to see Trevenna, who could 
iiover have gone into tho hall of tho fastidious and patrician 
Cbandos. 

On tho surface, Tr..A cma had but one sot of friends, his aristo- 
cratic acquaintancos of tho clubs and tho Clai’cndon dinners ; S'uh 
Tosa, this briglit Bohemian was thoroughly versed in every phase 
and, indeed, every sink of London life and of human nature. It 
was “his way” to know everybody, — it might bo of tlso some day; 
ho went now — in tlio samo spirit of restless activity and indomitable 
perseverance which had mado him as a boy ask tho meaning of 
every machine and th('. tricks of every trade that ho passed — to tho 
probing of every problem and the cementing of every brick in life. 
The mnliitnde.s whom ho km^wwero countless; tho iiislorios he bad 
j'atJioinod w^ui'O un recordable. M(m wore the pawns, knights, 
bisliops, and castles of Trtn'cnna’s chess, and ho set himself to win 
the giime with them, mnr^r noghjcting tho smallest, for a j)awii 
some! lines gives checkniete. 

Trevenna sat now at bivakfist early in tho morning, — Jlclf-p:l^t 
('ighfc, indeed, — though ho had not been in bod until four. lie slej)t 
the sound, sw'oofc, iioacofal sleep of a child, and very little of tliat 
profound repose sutiicod for Inin. llivS rooms were scrupulously 
neat, but biire of every tliiugcjiproaching art or decoration; Chaiulos 
could not have lived a day in them, if he had boon a poor man; 
condemned to them, ho would havo hung an engraving hero, or a 
cast from tho antiquo tliero, that would havo guno somo w'ay to 
redeem them in iheir useful ugbncss. Trcvoniia was utterly indif- 
ferent to that ugliness ; as far as his eyes went, ho would have boon 
as happy in a garret as in a palace. 

His breakfast was only cofleo and a chop ; he exercised iho strictest 
economy in his life. It was not, to be sure, very painful to hiid ; 
for ho had the run of all tho wealthiest houses in England, and wa s 
welcomed to every table. Still, it was significant of tho man that, 
well aS ho liked all gourmets’ aolicacies, he never by any chance 
squandered money on them, and if ho had to go without thorn from 
year’s end to year’s end, never would havo done. Naturally ho 
W'qs very solf-iudulgont, but he had schooled himself into consider- 
ablo control. 

Tho cotfeo was something rough, tlio chop w^as something tough, 

— lilnglish cookery pure ; out Trevenna, who would know to a T 
^vhat wa-s wanting in tho flavour of a white sauce at the best club in 
Pall Mall, and who could appreciate every finest shade in tho most 
masterly art of tho Park Lane chef^ took both chop and coiTeo with- 
out a murmur. In the first place, he had tho good appetite of a 
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ighly healthy and vigorous constitution ; in the second, he 
.d compensate hinisoK by the daintiest and most delicious of noon 
uners at Chants* house. 

While he ate andt drank he was looking at some memoranda, and 
alking to a man before him, — a man who stood before him as an 
inferior before his employer ; a tall man, lean, venerable, saturnine, 
tvdth iron-grey hair that floated on his shoulders like a patriarch, 
and down his chest in a waving beard, — a man in his sixtieth year, 
with his shoulders a little bowed, and his hands lightly clasped in 
front of him. 

This was Ignatius Matliias, of the firm of Tindall & Co., which 
firm was well known Citywards, in a little, dark, crooked, stifling 
lane, where their dusky, sullen-looking, rickety door was only foo 
familiar to men in tho Guards, men in Middle Temple, men in the 
Commons, and men in nothing at all but a fashionable reputation 
and a cloud of debts; Tindall & Co. dealt in damaged paper 
chiefly ; they bought uj) most of tho awdeward things that floated in 
the market, and, it was said, were making a gre^at deal of money. 
This was hut guess-work, however, for the little grimy den of an 
office told no secrets, however many it guarded ; and who was 
Tindall, and who wero Co,, w'as a thing never known; tho only 
person ever seen, ever found thoro as responsible, w\as Ignatius 
Mathias, a Castilian Jew, and most per do considered that ho w'as 
tho Finn ; tlicy never were surer on tlii'uj’point than wlion ho shook 
his head gravely and said ho “ could but act on bis instructions ; 
his principal had been very positive : his principal could not wait.” 

But, be this as it might, Ignatius Mathias was no common Jew 
lender; ho never sought to i)alm off a miserable home-smoked 
Rembrandt, a cracked violin christoned a Stradiiarius, or a case of 
wretched laarsala called ir.adeira, on a customer. Tindall & Co. 
had none of these tricks ; they simply did business, and if they did 
fit in a very severe manner, if when they had sucked their orange 
dry they threw tho peel away, something cruelly, into the mud, 
they still only did business thoroughly legitimately, thoroughly 
strictly. Their ' ustomers might curse them with terrihle bitter- 
ness, as the head and root of their destruction, but they could never 
legally complain of them. 

“ Sit down, Mathias; sit down, and pour yourself out a cup of 
coffee,” said Trevenna. “ ITl run my eyes through these papers ; 
and when you have drunk your ^coflee, ho able to accouiit^e tho 
receipts of the month. I know what they should be ; we’U see 
what they are.” 

“ You will find them correct, sir,” said Mathias, meekly ; “ and 1 
need no coffee, I thank you.” 

Neither did ho take the proffered seat ; he remained standing, 
his dark brooding eyes dweUing on the parchment-bound receipt- 
book open before him. 

The papers supplied the sauce which was wanting to Trevenna’s 
underdone mutton; as ho glanced through them, his humorous 
lips laughed silenUly every now and then, and his light-blue, cloud- 
less, dauntless eyes sparMed with a suppressed amusement. These 
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papers, and their like, brought him as keen a pleasure and 
tion as other men find in a fox-hunt or a deor-di*ive ; it 
chase, and without the fati^o of dashing over bullfinches, 
watching in sloppy weather for the quarry ; it|#a9 a hattue 
which all the game was driven ready to hand,— through ana, 
through under the fire of the guns. The beaters had all the trouble; 
the marksman all the sport. 

“Chittenden: — dined with him at the Star and Garter last 
Thursday : we’U soon stop those dinners, my boy. Bertie Braba- 
zon : — oh ! he’s going to bo married to the Eosefleck heiress : better 
let him alone. Grey Gramme : — who would have thought of Im 
being in Queer Street ? Jemmy Haughton : — little fellow, — bar- 
rister, — got a bishop for an uncle, — bishop will bleed, — won’t see 
him screwed ; Church hates scandals, — esj^ecially when it’s in lawn 

sleeves. Talbot O’Moore — ^Warelcy — Belminster Very good, — 

very good,” murmured Trcvcnna over details of paper floating 
about town, that those whom it otherwise concerned would have 
rather characterised, on the contrary, as very bad. Ho meditated 
a little while over the memoranda, — amused meditation that washed 
down the flavourless coarseness of his breakfast ; then ho thrust 
his breakfiist-cup awry, pocketed the lists, and went steadily to 
business. Not that he looked grave, duU, or absorbed even in 
that ; he was simply bright, intelligent, and alert, as ho was in a 
ducal smoldng-room , bu gnatius Mathias know that those saga- 
cious, sparkling glances would have discovered the minutest flaw 
in his finance, and that the man who listened so lightly, with a 
briar- wood i)ipe between his lips, and his elbows resting on the 
mantel-piece, would have been down on him like lightning at the 
slightest attempt to blind or to cheat one who was keener even 
than that keen Israelite. 

“All right,” said Trevenna, as, having come to the completion 
of his monthly accounts, the Portuguese closed his book and waited 
for instructions. Trevenna never wasted words over business, 
rapidly as ho chatted over dinner-tables and in club-rooms ; and 
Ignatius and he understood each other, “ You take care to keep 
Tindall & Co. dark, oh ? ” 

“Every care, sir.” 

“Encoui’ago them to think yon Tindall & Co. by the charming 
o.nd expressive character of your denial, your inflexible austerity, 
your constant references to your principal. Tho more you refer to‘ 
him, yOu know, tho more they’ll be sure that he doesn’t exist. 
Everybody takes it for granted that a Jew lies.” 

There was a cheerful, easy serenity in tho tone, as though utter- » 
ing the pleasantest compliment possible, that made them sound a? 
the more cutting, all tho more heai-tless ; yet they were spoken with 
such happy indifference. 

The Jew’s dark and hollow cheek flushed slightly : he bent his 
head. 

“ I observe all your commands, sir.” 

“ Of course you do,” said Trevenna, carelessly “Tho first you 
disobey will sot the police after Young Hopeful. Tell him it’s no 
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m hide: I know ho’a at that miserable little lllack l?orost 
now. lie may just as well come and walk about Loudon. 
^ ‘i-rcan’t escape 7^e. ^'i^on I want him, I shall put iny hand on 
ilm if ho buries h^self under a Brazilian forest ; you know that.” 
^ A change came over the unmovablo, impassive ibrm of the Cas- 
tilian, — a change that shook him suddenly from head to foot, as a 
rood trembles in the wind. What little blood there was in his dark, 
worn face forsook it ; a look of hunted and terrible anguish came 
'into his eyes. With the long-suffering patience of liis race, no out- 
biu'st of passion or of entreaty escaped him ; but his lips wore dry as 
bones as ho miu’murod faintly, Sir, sir, bo merciful ! I servo 
faithfully ; I will give my body night and day to redeem the lad’s 
sin.” 

Trevenna laughed lightly. 

That’s tlio compact, iieop it, and I don’t touch the boy,” he 
said cui'tly. 

“You are very good, sir.” 

“ You may go now,” said Trevenna, with a nod. “ You know 
what to do ill all cases ; and don’t forget to }nit the screw on to 
hhtheriiigay at once. The next time come a little earlier, — seven 
or so ; if I’m in bed, I’ll see you. It’s rather dangerous when people 
arc about ; your visits might get blown on. All 'mj people — the dainty 
gentlemen — are never up till noonday, it’s true ; but their servants 
might be about. At all events, ‘ safe bind, snfo find.’ Tlioy might 
wonder what 1 borrowed money of '«'ou for : it would hurt my clia- 
ract’er.” 

He laughed gaily and inorrlly over the words; tlu^y tickled his 
fancy. Tho Jew bowed loverontially to him, gathered up his 
pa])ors, and left tho room. 

“Tho host organisations are suro to have a flaw,” thought Tre- 
venna, L'aning the o still with his elbows on tho mantcl-piece, 
smoking ?no‘ditatively. “Now, there is that Jew; mai^vollous 
clever follow, slirowd, got liead enough to bo a finance-minister; 
grind a man as well as anybody crin ; tako you in mosrncatly ; a 
magnificent machine altogether for cheating, and hard as a diuf ; 
and yet that Jew’s such a fool over his worthless young rascal of a 
son that you can turn him rcund your linger through it. Thtre. 
he’s as soft as an idiot and as blind as a bat. Tncouiprehonsiblo 
that a man can let .such trash creep into him ! It’s very odd, men 
have so many weaknesses ; I don’t think I’ve got one.” ^ 

lie had one ; but, like most men, ho did not imagine it was 
weakness, and in truth it wis not a very tender one, though it was 
very dominant 

“Not at homo to all the dukes in tho world, my dear, till 
twelve,” said he, as tho maid-servant of his lodgings (he kept no 
man-servant of any kind, except a miniaturo tiger to hang on 
behind his tilbury) cleared away the breakfast-scrvico. That done, 
Trevenna sat down to a table strewn with blue-books, books on 
political economy, books on population and taxation, books o?/ 
government, books Englisb, French, Gorman, and American, ul, 
tending to the same direction of study. 
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Ko certainly did not need to pondcr'over tlio statistics of nations 
to conduct his affairs with Ignatius Mathias, howovor intri(;ato 
thoy wore, and ho had received every bonoiit that a first-rato educa- 
tion can confer. Hut he was one of those wise jpen who romombor 
that tho longest and most learned life, spent aright, never ceases 
to learn till its last breath is drawn ; and, moreover, far away in 
limitless perspective in Trevenna’s ambitions lay an arena where 
the victory is not to the strong, nor the race to the swift, but to tho 
ablest tactician in such rare instances as it departs from tho heredi- 
tary winners, — an arena where adventurers aro excluded as utterly 
as men of the foreign states, though they wero princes, were ex- 
cluded from tho games of Elis. So for three hours and a half that 
idle, gossiping Jidneur, that town-jester whom tho town called 
Chandos’ Chicot, plunged himself deep into political subtleties, and 
the science of statecraft, and the close logic of finance, bringing to 
their problems a head which grew only clearer tho tougher tho 
problem it clenched, tho deeper tho ground it explored. Hard 
study was as thorough a revelry to Trovenna as plunging into the 
cool, living water is to a great swimmer. Like tho swimmer, his 
heart beat joyously as ho dived only to rise again tlio fresher and 
tho bolder. Like tho swimmer, his soul rose triumphant as he felt 
and ho measured his strength. 

Twelve struck. 

He, who was as punctual as if he were made by clockwork, got 
up, changed his dress in ten minutes, and rung fur his tilbury to 
bo brought round. I will indemnify mysc^if for my ascetic chop 
in Park Lane, but I will see how the wind is blov/ing for Sir 
Galahad at tho Corner first,” thought Trovenna ; ami thither ho 
went. 

Tho mid-day betting was eager, for it was within a month of the 
Ascot week. “Tho gentlemen” were barely out yot; but the 
book-makers wero mustered in full forco, from tho small specu- 
lators, who usually did a little quiet business only in trotting- 
raatches and quiet handicaps, to the great gamblers of tho ring, 
who took noblemen’s odds in thousands, and netted as much in 
lucky hits as those other great gamblers of tho ’Ohango and the 
Hourso whom a world that frowns on tho Heath smiles on so 
benignly wh(m they are successful. All tlio vast genus, flashy, 
slangy, sharp as needles, with a language of their own, a literature 
of their own, a world of their own,- whom marquises and earls aro 
eagerly familiar with in tho lovcUing atmosphero of tho Lawn and 
tho Downs, aud give a distant frigid nod to, at Iho uttermost, if 
they pass them in Piccadilly, were there ; and amidst them, in the 
teiTific babel of raised voices, Trevenna pushed his way, — as lie 
pushed it everywhere. 

Sir Galahad was higher than ever in public favour. All tho 
shrewdest men wc^’e afraid to touch him. The Clarencieux stables 
had been famous since the Eegency. Trovenna bet but very littlo 
usually, he was known to have but littlo money to risk ; but men 
wero eager to have his opinion of tho favourite. None had such 
opportunities of telling to a nicety tho points, powers, stay, and 
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pace of the ClarenciStix horse in its primo. He gave the opinion 
tranUy enough. Sir Galahad was the finest horse of tho year, and 
to his mind would all but walk over the course. The opinion went 
for a great deal, fitepecially from one who was a master of stablo- 
peience, but who wfts no betting man himself. lie had laid heavy 
bets in Chandos’ name, backing tho favourite for considerable sums 
so long as any could be found rash enough to take them. 

There was one little, spare, red-wigged, foxy, quiet man who 
offered bets on a chestnut — ^Diadem, an outsider, unknown and 
unnoticed, generally looked on by the touts as fiddle-headed and 
weedy. The colt had trained in an obscure stable northward, and 
v/ajs a colt ” only to his brooders and ovmers in familiar parlance, 
having been known as a Plater in northern autumn-meetings, 
though having earned no sort of renown anywhere. 

When Trevenna left TattersalFs, this little leg, a worn-out, shat- 
tered creature, who had ruined liimself over one St. Lcger and 
collapsed under it', was walking slowly out in the sun, having 
backed nothing except this ill-conditioned colt. Trevenna paused 
a second by him : 

“ Drop Diadem’s name, or they’ll bo smelling a rat,” he mur- 
njured. “Take tho field against tho favourite with any fools 
5^ou like, as wndoly as you^can.” 

‘ ‘ Wonderfully dark we have kept that chestnut. He’s so ugly ! 
that’s the treasure of him ; and wo’ve trained him so close, and 
roped him so clcverlv, that tho sharpest tout that ever lay in a 
ditch all night to cat(;n a morning gallop doesn’t guess what that 
p^’ceious awkward-looking brute can do,” thought Trevenna, as he 
got into his tilbury. 

And ho wont to eat a second breakfast with Chandos. 


CHAPTEB IV. 

THE QUEEN OF LILIES. 

Lady Valencta St. Albans stood beside ono of tho palms in the 
conservatory of her sister Lady Chestei-ton’s house. It was tho 
day of tho Drawing-lloom ; she waited for her sister, with her 
white train carelessly caught over one arm, and a shower of lace 
•and silk Hilling to the ground and trailing there in a perfumy 
billowy cloud. She was a picture perfect as tho eye could ask or 
the heart could conceive in tho glowing colours of the blossoms 
round ; and a painter would have given her to his canvas as tho 
Grdella or the Evadne of Fletcher’s dramas in all their sweet and 
delicate grace, or, if passion could pass over those luminous. 
thoughtM eyes, as Vittoria Corrombona in her royal and imperious 
beauty. 

Passion had never troubled their stillness as yet. Some touch 
of calamity had indeed cast a shadow on her ; the pressure of im- 
providence and of impoverishment hod sent her father to the Eoman 
tdr that she had breathed bo long, and his decease hiSd left her, for 
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an oaiTs daughter, almost penniless, while his tit^o and estates had 
passed away to a distant heir male. Her poverty was bitter, 
terribly bitter, to the Queen of Lilies, daughter of the once splendid 
house of Ivors. She was little better than dopendfAt on the gene- 
rosity of her brother-in-law. Lord Chesterton, aJd tho* nature in 
her was born for tho magnificence of dominion, the consciousness 
of inalienable power. 

She stood now under the curled, hanging loaves of the palms, 
their pale Easton greon contrasting, as though sho had been posed 
there by a painter’s skill, with the exquisite colouring of her own 
beauty, and tho snowy, trailing robes that fell about her. Of that 
beauty slie was too proud to bo vain; she was simply conscious 
of it as an empress is conscious of the extent of the sway of her 
sceptre. 

“ We’re rather early,” said her sister, a brusque, abrupt, showy 
woman. “ Who sent you those flowers f Clydesmore ? Admirable 
person, very admirable; groat pity he’s such a bore, flow well 
you look, Valencia ! On nepouvait mieux. Chandos will be at the 
palace, you know, this morning.” 

** Are you sure P” 

“ Ecifectly. lie is everywhere. It is tho most difficult thing 
to secure his presence at any time. lie is so fastidious, too ! He’ 
has sent mo a most coiu’tly note, however. I wrote to say you 
had just arrived from Romo, and that I would bring you with 
mo to his ball to-night ; and there is his answer. It is an immense 
deal from /im/” 

I^ady Valencia took the white, scented paper her sister tossed to, 
her, and a faint, gratified flush passed over the pure fairness of her 
face ; her lips parted with a slight smile. Sho had heard so much 
of the writer — of his •fame, of liis conquests, of his homage to 
beauty, of his omnipotence in fashion. 

“ lie is very rich, is ho not?” 

“Rich!” said Lady Chesterton. “A thousand men are rich; 
money’s made so fast in these days. Chandos is very much more 
than only rich. Ho could make us all eat acorns and drink cider, 
if he chose to set tho fashion of it. He rules the ton entirely, and 
lives far more en roi than soino royalties we know.” 

“Yes; I heard that in Rome. Mon spoke of being ‘friend.i 
with Chandos,’ as they might speak of being invited to the court.” 

“ Chandos gives much greater fashion than the palace ever 
confers. Bores and parvenus go tliere^ but they never visit 
responded Lady (Chesterton, with an impressive accentuation almost 
thrilling. “Nothing will ever make him marry, you know. Ho 
would hold it in absolute horror. The Princess Marie of Albe io 
terribly in love with him — alniost dying, they say ; very beautiful 
creature, she is too, and would' bring a magnificent dower.” 

The Lily Queen smiled slightly, her thoughtful, half-haughty 
smile. Sho know, as though they wore uttered aloud, tho motivee 
of her sister’s little detour into this little sketch of sontimont, 

“With so much distinction, he could be raised to tho peerage 
rxv day, of course?” she inquired, half absently, (frawing to heir 

D 
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the doop purple bolls of an Oriental plant. Slie Joclined to pursue 
the more poetic track, yet she looked a poem herscH'. 

“ Eaised !” echoed her sister. “ My d{)ar, he would call it any- 
thing but raisGtt^ The Chandos were Marquises of Clarcncieux, 
you remember, until the title was attainderod in the Forty-Five. 
Philip Chandos, the premier, could have had it restored at any 
time, of course; but he invariably declined. Ernest Chandos is 
like his father ; he would not accept a peerage.” 

“ Not a new one. But ho might revive his own.” 

“Ho might, of course; nothing would bo refused to him; they 
would bo glad to have him ii) tho Lords. But ho has often replied 
that, like his father, he declines it. lie has some peculiar notions, 
you know ; there has been some oath or other taken in the family, 

I believe, about it — great nonsense, of course — utter Quixotism. 
But men of genius are Quixotic : it never docs to contradict them. 
They are like that mare of mine, Million : give them their head, 
and *tney will be sweet-tempered enough — toko you over some 
very queer places sometimes, to bo sure, but still tolerably even 
goers; but once give them a check, they rear and throw you 
directly. I never disagree with authors, any more than with 
maniacs.” 

With which expression of her compassionato consideration for 
genius. Lady Chesterton, who Was very w(dl knovm across the 
grass- countries and with tho buckhounds, shook out her \iolet 
velvets and black Spanish laces, w(‘ll content with tho warning 
sho had adroitly conveyed to her sister never to disagree with the 
eminent leader of society, wliom women idolised as they idolised 
Jermyii and Gianimont in the splendid days of Hampton Court, 

Tho Queen of Lilies did not answer; she stood silent, looking 
still at the note she 1‘old, as though tho paper could toll her of its 
writer, while her otner hand ruthlessly drew the i)urplo bells of 
tho flower down in a shower at her feet. 

“ Is ho so much spoilt, then? Can he not bear contradiction?” 
she said at length. 

“ My dear, ho has never tried it,” retorted her sister, with some 
petulance. “ Bear it! of course he would bear it: ho is tho first 
gentleman in Europe: but ibo woman who teased him with it 
would never see him again. He is so used to being followed, ho 
would not know what it was to be opposed. Ho is the most grace - 
fill, the most brilliant, tho most generous person in the world : at 
tho same timo ho is tho most? ditficult to please. Guess, your.‘ elf, 
whether a man whoso ideal is Lticrece is very likely to be easily 
enslaved. But it is timo to go,” 

And cast that arrow to hit her sister’s vanity or pique 

her pri^, as it might happen. Lady Chesterton floated out of the 
drawing-rooms, followed by tho Lily Queen, who laid the note 
down with a lingering farewell glance as sho swept away. Sho 
had heard much of its writer some years past in Romo, although * 
they had never met; and sho had seen his eyes give her an 
eloquent muto homage night before — eyes that it was said 
looked on no woman without awakening love. 
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“How beautiful his face is I” sbe thought, recalling the night 

i ust passed, and that momentary glance of one long famous to 
ler by reputation. “ Lord Clarencieux — Marquis^of Clarencieux: 
— it is a fine title.” j 

“Going to the Drawing-Room P” said Treyenna, entering one 
of the morning-rooms in Park Lane to take his meditated second 
breakfast. Chandos was taking his first, the chamber scented and 
chaded, and cooled with rose-water, and his attendants, Georgian 
and Circassian girls he had bought in the East and appointed to 
his household. Tho world had been a little scandalised at those 
lovely slaves ; but Chandos had soon converted his friends to hia 
own views regarding them. “Why have men to wait on you,” 
ho had argued, “ when you can have women — soft of foot, soft of 
voice, and cha.rming to look atP To take your chocolate from 
James or Adolphe is no gratification at all; to take it from Leila or 
Zelma is a great one.” And his pretty Easterns were certainly 
irresistible living proofs of the force of his arguments. They were 
fluttering about him now with silver trays of coflee, sweetmeats, 
liqueurs, and fruit, dressed in their Oriental costume, and serving 
him with most loving obedience. A French duke and two or three 
Guardsmen werq breakfasting with him, playing a lansquenet 
at noon, from which they had just risen. Men were very fond 
of coining to take a cup of chocolate from those charming young 
odalisques. 

“ Cards at noon, Chandos ?” cried Trevenna, as he sauntered in 
the room, regardless alike of tho presence of fashionable men who 
looked coldly on him, and of the charms of tho Turkish attendants. 
“ Eie ! fie ! The only legitimate gaming before dinner is the sanc- 
tioned and sanctified swindling done upon ’Change.” 

“ Business is holier than pleasure, 1 suppose,” laughed Chandos. 
“Business ruins a host of others; pleasure only ruins yourself: 
of course the world legitimates the first. How are you to-day ? 
Yes, I am going to tho Drawing-Room; I am going to see tho 
Ctuoen of Lilies. I will endure the crush and ennui of St. James’s 
for her. Take something to eat, Trevenna ?” 

“All too light and too late for me. I’m a John Bull,” said 
Trevenna, taking a glass of cura 9 oa, nevertheless, with somo 
Strasbourg “ Have you heard tho last nows of Lady Caral- 

lynno ?” 

‘ ‘ No. Gone off with poor Bodoil ? ” 

“Precisely. Went off with him from Lillingstone House last 
night. Never missed till just now. Carallynne’s started in pursuit, 
swearing to shoot poor Bo dead. Dare say he will, too : ‘ bon sang 
ne peut mentir;’ it must break the criminal law rather than 
break its word.” 

“ Hard upon Bo,” murmured Cosmo Grenvil of the Coldstreams. 
“She made such fast running on him, and a fellow can’t always 
say no.” 

I “ WeU, the mischiefs her mother’s fault ; she made her marry a 
man she hated,” said Chandos, drawing one of the bright braids 
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of the Circassian near him through his hand. “Poor Car! he is 
quite d V antique: that sort of revenge has gone out with hair- 
powder, highwayjoien, patches, and cock-fighting/* 

“Beauty of a cpmmercial ago: we can turn damaged honour 
and broken carriage-panels into money, nowadays,*’ said Tro- 
venna. “ Oarallynne’s rococo. Liberty all, say I. If my wife runs 
away with a penniless hussar, why tho deuco am I to make a 
fuss about it ? 1 think 1 should be the gainer far and away.’* 
Noblesse ohliqe'^ said Grenvil, softly. “Car don’t like his 
name stained; Old-World prejudice; groat bosh, of course, and 
Mr. Trevenna can’t understand the weakness — very naturally.” 

“ Mr. Trevenna doesn’t understand it, Lord Cosmo. AVhy stand- 
ing up to have an ounce of lead shot into you across a handkerchief 
should bo considered to atone to you for another man’s having the 
amusement of making love to your property, is beyond my prac- 
tical comprehension. If I were a bellicose follow, now, I should 
call you out for that pretty speech.** 

“ I only go out with my equals,” yawned the handsome Guards- 
man, indolently turning to resume his flirtation in Turkish w-th a 
Georgian. 

• “Where do you ever find them — for insolence ?” said Trovoima, 
tranquilly. 

“ Clearly hit, Cos,” laughed Chandos, to arrest whatever sharper 
words might havo ensued. “ So Lady Car has gone ofi at last ! I 
declare, Trevenna, you are the most nidustrious chiffonnitr for col- 
lecting naughty stories that ever existed. You must come across 
some very toty tatters sometimes. I do behove you know evciy- 
thing haft an hour before it happens.” 

“Scandals are like dandelion- seeds,**. said Trevenna, with the 
brevity of an Ecclesiastic as. “ A breath scatters thorn to tho four 
winds of heaven; Vat they are arrow-headed, and stick, whoie 
they fall, and bring forth and multiply fourfold.” 

“ And scandals and dandelions aro both only weeds that are 
relished by nothing but donkeys.” 

“You kno^^ nothing at all about cither. You don’t want 
scandal for your pastime, nor taraxacum for your liver ; but when 
you are septuagenarian, dyspeptic, and bored, you’ll bo glad of the 
wsaistance of both.” 

“My dear fellow, what unimaginable horrors you suggest! 
Whenever I feel the days of darkness coming, I shall gently 
retire from existence in a warm bath, or breathe in chloroform 
from a bouquet of heliotrope. The world is a very pleasant club ; 
but, if once it got dull, take your name off the books. Nothing 
easier ; and your friends won’t dine tho worse.” 

“Bather tho better, if your suicide is piquant. Something to 
censure, flavours your curry better than all tho cayenne. "vVe 
never enjoy our entre-mets so thoroughly as when wo murmur .over 
it, ‘ Very sad ! terribly wrong ! * Apropos of censure, even the 
Hypercritic won’t censure you : there are three columns of superb 
laudation to Liter ece” 

** Never read critiques, mjr dear Trevenna,^ 
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* Such is otir pride, our folly, or our cr?/, 

That only those who cannot write, review !* 

1 am soiTy to hear they praise me. I fear, after all, then, I must 
write very badly. Eeviewers puff bad books, as laSlics praise plain 
women.” • 

“ To show their own superiority: very likely. However, whether 
you please it or not, Jim Jocelyn is so lavish of his milk and honey 
that the Ilypcrcritic will have to atone for his weakness by chopping 
up novels in vinegar all the rest of the season. 1 am sure he will 
expect to dine with you at Eichmond.” 

“ Indeed ! Then ho may continue to — expect it. t neither buy 
a Boswell with a houillalaisse^ nor play Mmeenas by giving a mate- 
lote, Praise hired with a pdtS / what a droll state of literature ! ” 

“Not at all. Eveiy thing’s bought and sold, from tho dust of 
the cinder-heaps to the favour of Heaven — which last little trifle is 
bid for with all sorts of things, from a piece of plate for the rector, 
to a new church for St. Paul, it being considered that the Creator 
of the Universe is peculiarly gratified by small pepper-pots in 
silver, and big pepper-pots in stucco, as propitiatory and dedicatory 
oirerings. Pooh ! eveiybody’s bribed. Tho only blunder over made 
is in the bribe not being suited to the recipient.” 

“You have suffered from that ? ” 

Trevenna, tho imperturbable, laughed as Grenvil dealt him that 
hit d la Talleyrand, murmuring tho question in his silkiest, sleepiest 
tone. The Gnardsmau was' a dead foe to tho Adventurer. 

“ I wish I had, Lord Cosmo. I should like to be bribed right 
and left. It would show I was a ‘ man of position.’ When the 
world slips douceurs into your pocket, things are going very well 
with you. I can’t fancy a more conclusive proof of your success 
than a host of bribers trying to buy you. But, to be sure, 
tho aristocratic prejudice is in favour of owing money, not of 
making it.” 

Which hit tho ball back again to his adversary, Cos Grenvil 
being in debt lor everything, from the thousands with which he 
had paid his Spring Meeting losses to tho fifty-guinea dressing« 
box ho had bought for a pretty rosicTe the day before, as he 
brought her over from Paris. 

“ Let that follow alone, Cos,” laughed Chandos, to avert tho 
stormy element which seemed to threaten tho serenity of his 
breakfast-party. “ Trevenna will beat ns all with his tongue, if 
wo tempt him to try conclusions. Ho should bo a Chancellor of 
the Exchequer or a cheap John; I am not quite clear which as 
yet.” 

“Identically the same things!” cried Trevenna. “Tho only 
difference is the scale they are on ; one talks from the bench, and 
the other from the benches; one cheapens tins, and the other 
cheapens taxes ; one has a salve for an incurable disease, and the 
other a salve for tho national debt ; one rounds his periods to put 
off a watch that won’t go, and the other to cover a deficit that 
won’t close ; but they radically drive the same trade, and both 
are isuccessful if the spavined mare trots out looking sound, and 
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the people pay iip.^ ‘ Look what I save you,’ cry Cheap John and 
Chancellor; and while they shout their economics, they pocket 
their shillings. Ah, if I were sure I could bamboozle a village, I 
should know I w^s qualified to make up a Budget.” 

“And my befief is you could do either or both,” laughed 
Chandos, as ho rose with a farewell caress of his hand to the bright 
braids of gazelle-eyed Leila. “Are you all going? To be sure I 
— the Drawing-Boom, I had forgotten it : wo shall be late as it is. 
Au revaivy then, till we meet in a crush. Nothing would take me 
to that hottest, dullest, drowsiest, frowsiest, and least courtly of 
coui’ts if it were not for our lovely — what is her name ? — Queen of 
the Lilies.” 

Ajid (Jliaudos, who glittered at tho Tuilcrios and at Vienna as 
magnificently as Yilliers ever had done before him, and who had a 
court of his own to which no courts could give splendour, went to 
dress for St. James’s as his guests left the chamber, pausing a 
moment himself beside Trovenna. 

“ Ai*e you coming ? ” 

“I? No! Mr. John Trevenna is not an elegant name for a 
court-list. It would look very hoiiryeois and bare beside the 
patrician statolinesa of Chandos of Clarencieux.*^ 

For a moment ho spoke almost with a snarl, the genuine, bright 
serenity of his mirthful good temper failing for an instant. Sur- 
prised, Chandos laid his hand on his shoulder and looked at him. 

“Nonsense ! what is tho matter with your name ? It is a very 
good one, and I would bet much that you will one day make it 
a known one. Why should yoii not attend at the palace to-day ? 
1 pi'esented you years ago.” 

“Yes, you did, man priucey^' laughed Trevenna, whose ill- 
humour could not last longer than twenty seconds. “ You took 
mo out of prison, and you introduced me to court: — what an 
antithesis I No ! I don’t want to come. I always feel so dread- 
fully like a butler in silk stockings and tights ; and 1 don’t care 
about creeping in at the tail of a list in the morning papers. It’s 
not elevating to your vanity to bring up the rear, like the spiders 
In a child’s p..oce8sion of Noah’s Ark animals.” 

“Poor fellow! Ho has braino enough to be premier, and ho 
is nothing but a penniless man-on-tho-town,” thought Chandos, 
as he entered the dressing-room and put himself in the hands of 
his body-servants to di'ess for the court. “ A better tamper never 
breathed, but it sometimes galls him, I dare say, not to occupy a 
higher place. I have been too selfish about him : giving him 
money and giving him dinners is not enough to deal fairly by 
him : he ought to be put forward. I will try and get him into the 
House. I could havo a pocket-borough fV)r him from some 0 / 
them ; and he could be trusted to make his own way there. His 
style would suit St. Stephen’s ; he would always be pungent, and 
never be metaphorical ; he is too good a scholar to ofiTend theii 
taste, and too shrewd a tactician to alarm them with genius.” 

And revolving plans for the welfare and advancement of his 
fidus AchateSy Chandos diessed and went down to his cal:riagc^ 



The Queen of Lilies* | 39 

Trevenna looked out of one of the windows, and watcnea the gay 
elegance of the equipage as it swept away. 

“Go to the palace, my brilliant courtier,” hepSaid to himself, 
while his teeth set like the teeth of a bulldog, strong, fine, whito 
teeth, that clenched close. “ Mon as graceful and as glittering 
oven as you went by tho dozens to Versailles in their lace and 
their diamonds, to end their days behind the bars of La Force or 
on tho red throne of the guillotine. My dainty gentlemen, my 
gallant aristocrats, my gilded butterflies ! ‘ Fira bien qui rira le 

dernier.* Do you think I amuse you all now not to use you all 
by-and-by ? ' VVo’ro not at the ond of the comedy yet. I am your 
Triboulet, your Chicot, whose wit must never tire and whose blood 
must never boil; but I may outwit you yet under the cap and 
bells. ^ La vengeance cst hoiteuse ; ellevi&at d paa lenta; mais — elk 
vierd ! * And what a comfort that is ! ** 

This was tho solitary weakness in his virile and energetic nature 
— a nature otherwise strong as bronze and unyielding as granite — 
this envy, intense to passion, morbid to womanishness, vivid to 
exaggeration of all these symbols, appanages, and privileges of 
rank. Chiefly, of course, he envied them for that of which they 
were the insignia and tho producer ; but, beyond this, he envied 
them themselves, envied every trifle of their distinction with as 
acute and as feminine a jealousy as ever rankled in a woman’s 
heart for tho baubles and the flatteries she cannot attain. It was 
a weakness, and one curiously and deeply graven into his tem- 
])erameiit, in all other respects so bright, so shrewd, so practical, 
and so dauntless. 

As ho turned from tho casement, the retriever, Beau Sire, stand- 
ing near, fixed his brown eyes on him and growled a fierce, short 
growl of defiance. Trevenna looked at him and laughed. 

“Curse you, dog! You needn’t be jealous of mo, Beau Sire* 
I don’t love your master.” 

Nevertheless, Trevenna rang the bell, and ordered some of tho 
best clarets of Beau Sire’s master to bo brought for his own drink- 
ing, and took his luncheon in solitude. lie offered Beau Siro the 
dog’s favourite honyie bouche, the liver- wing of a pheasant; but 
Beau Sire showed his teeth, and refused to touch it, with a superb 
canine scorn. 

“ You’ve more discrimination than your master, 0 you Lavater . 
among retrievers 1 You know his^foes : he doesn’t,” laughed Tro- 
venna, while he finished his luncheon with the finer appreciation 
of Dubose’s talent, and of tho ^ily perfections of tho hock and the 
mareschino, because of his previous asceticism over a mutton-chop. 

9 

“You are safe for the Cup, Ernest?” said his Grace of Castle - 
maine, as they encountered each other in the press of the reception- 
room at the palace. The duke was a very old man, but he was as 
superb a gentleman as any in Europe, a gallant soldier, a splendid 
noble still, with his lion-like mane of silken silver hair and his 
blue and flashing eyes, as ho stood now in his'Field-Marishal’s 
umform, with the Gkrter ribbon crossing his chest, and Btaif> tmd 
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orders innumerable on his beart> above the scars of breast-'^^ounds 
gained at Yittoria and in many a cavalry-charge in Spain. 

“ Safe ? Oh^yes. There is nothing in any of the establishments 
to be looked at» beside Galahad,” answered Chandos, between 
whom and the d&e there was always a sincere and cordial affec- 
tion. They wore alike in many things. 

“ No : at least it must be kept very dark if there be. By the 
way, there was a man — a thorough scamp, but a very good ju'dgo 
of a horse — offering very widely at Tattersairs to-day on a chestnut, 
Diadom. I know the fellow : he got into difficulties years ago, at 
the time of the White Duchess scandal : she was carted out stiff as 
a stake on tho St. Loger morning, and it was always suspected he 
poisoned her ; but he would know what ho v/as about, and ho 
offered long odds on the chestnut.” 

“Diadem?” repeated Chandos, whoso eyes were glancing over 
the many-coloured sea about him of feathers, jewels, floating trains, 
military orders, and heavy epaulets, to seek out the Queen of the 
Lilies. “Diadem ? You mean an outsider, entered by p. York- 
shire man r My dear duke, he is the most wretched animal, I 
hear. Treveniia tells me he could not win in a Consolation 
scramble.” 

“ Humph ! may-be. You never scarcely go to tho Corner 
yourself? ” 

“ Yery rarely. I like to keep up the honour of tho Claroncieux 
establishment ; but of all abominaMons tho slang of tho stable is 
the most tedious. Trevenna mairages all that for me, you know.” 

“Yes, I know. Clever fellow, very <jlever; but I never liked 
1dm. Nothing but an adventurer.” 

“ For shame, duke ! Vou should not use that word. It is the 
last resource of mediocrity when it can find nothing worse to cast 
against excellence.” 

“Believe in people, my doar Chandos ; believe in thorn ! You 
will find it BO profitable ! ” murmured his Grace, as the press of 
the crowd swept them asunder. 

From the oruardsmen, who, to their own discomfiture, had 
formed the escort, and wore drawn up with their troop outside to 
iatch but fugitive glimpses of fair faces as the carriages passed, 
|o the ministers in tho Throne-room, whose thoughts were usually 
ioo prosaically bent on questions of supply or votes of want of 
confidence to turn much to these vanities, there was one predomi- 
nant and heightened expectation — the sight of the Queen of the 
Lilies. Eumour had long floated from Eome of her extraordinary 
loveliness ; poets had sung it, sculptors immortalised it, and artists 
adored it there. Chandos now waited for it impatiently whei© he 
stood among tho circle of princes, peers, and statesmen about the 
throne. His loves had been countless, always successful, never 
embittered, intensely impassioned while they lasted, swiftly 
awakened, and often as rapidly inconstant. The very facility with 
which his vows were heard made them as easily broken : he loved 
passionately, but he loved so many ! The eyes that he had last 
looked on were always the stars that guided him. A woman 
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s^y likely have told him that he had never really loved: 
ho wonld have told her that he had loved a thousand times. Anil 
ho would have been more right than she. Lovo is j^o more eternal 
than the roses, but, like the roses, it renews with every summer 
sun in as fair a fragrance as it bloomed before. * 

Women only rebel against this truth because their season of the 
roses — their youth — is so short. 

At last the delicate white robes swept by him ; thrown out from 
the mazo of gorgeous colour, of gleaming gold, of diamonds and 
sapphires, of purples fit for Titian, of rubies fit for Kubens, of 
azure, of scarlet, of amber, filling the chamber, like a cameo from 
the deep hues of an illuminated background, the Athenian- liko 
fairness of hi'r face glanced once more on his sight : she was close 
to him as she swept towards the throne. 

“ She is fit, horsolf, for the throne of the Cmsars,” he thought, 
as he followi'd the slow soft movements of her imperial grace. 
Once again their eyes mot , she saw him 'where ho stood among 
tlie royal-and titled groups about tho dais, and a slight flush rose 
over her brow — a flush that, if it betrayed her, w’as liidden as she 
bowed her proud young head before her sovereign, yift not hidden 
so soon but that he caught it. 

“Passionless! They must wrong her; they havo not known 
how to stir her heart,” he thought, as ho followed her with his 
glance still as she passed ciiwtnd and out of the Throne-room. 
J ler romembranco haunted him in tho palace : for tho first time ho 
thrust such a remembrance away. “ Bagatelle I ” ho thought, as 
ho threw himself back among his carnage -cushions and drove to 
Flora de TOi’me’s. “ Lot me keep to beauty that I can wiri at no 
cost but a set of emeralds or a toy- villa : tho payment for hers 
'^'ould bo far too dear. Hcloise was right.” 

“ Brilliant affair ! ^foro liko a fete d la Jlegence than anything 
else. How tho money goes! Tho cost of 0110 of those nights 
would buy me a seat in tho House,” thought Troveniia that evening, 
as he passed up the staircase of Park Lane. 

Tho dinners and supjiers of the llichmond villa, in all their 
gaiety and extravagance, wero not more famous with Anonym a 
and 'her sisterhood, than the entertainments to tho aristocratic 
worlds with which Chandos, in Paris and Naples, revived all tho 
splendour of both Eegencies, and outshone in his own houses tho 
gatherings of imperial courts, wero •celebrated in that creme de la 
creme w'hich alone wero summoned to them. Tho fetes that ho 
gave abroad ho gave in England, startling society with their 
novelty and their magnificence. Chandos showed that the Art of 
Pleasirre was not dead. To-night all that was highest in both tho 
French and English aristocracies came to a costumo-ball that was 
also at pleasure a masked-ball, and professedly in imitation of 
tho Veglione of Florentine carnivals. 

Trevonna paused a moment near the entrance of the reception- 
rooms, where he could see both the constantly incr«easing throng 
that ascended the stairs and the long perspective of tho chambeiT 
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beyond, tliat ended In the dark palm-gronps, the mosses of tropic 
fiowers, and the columns and sheets of glancing water foaming in 
the light of tho winter-garden in the distance. Masked himself, 
and dressed simply in a dark violet domino, he looked down 
through the pageant of colour, fused into one rich glow by the 
lustre that streamed from a hundred chandeliers, from a thousand 
points of illumination, till his eyes found and rested on Chandos, 
who, with the famed Clarencieux diamonds glittering at every 
point of his costume, as Edward the Fourth, stood far off in an 
inner drawing-room, receiving his guests as they arrived. 

“Ah, my White Eose!” said Trevenna to himself, “how the 
women love you, and how the world loves you, and how lightly 
you wear your crown ! Edward himself had not brighter gold in his 
hair, nor fairer loves to his fancy. Well, you have some Plantagenet 
blood, they say, in that sangre azul of your gentleman’s veins, and 
the Plantagenots were always dazzling and — doomed.” 

With which historical reminiscence drifting through his thoughts, 
Trevenna drew himself a little back, farther into the shelter of an 
alcove filled with broad-leaved Mexican plants, and studied the 
scone at his leisure. There was a certain savage envy and a certahi 
luscious satisfaction mingled together in the contemplation. 

“ The fools that go to see comedies, and read novels and satires, 
while they can look on at Life!” thought Trevenna, who was 
never weary of watching that mingling of comedy and melodrama, 
though his genius was rather the lo<iuacious thdu the nunlitative. 
“I can’t picture greater fun than to have been a weather-wise 
philosopher who knew what YesuviuM was going to do, told nobody 
anything, but took a stroll through Pompeu on the last day, wliilo 
his skill waited for him in tho bay. Fancy seeing the misers 
clutch their gold, v^hilo ho know they’d ofier it all for bare life in 
an hour ,* tho lovers swear to love for eternity, while he knew their 
lips would be cold beforo night; the bakers put the loaves in the 
oven, while ho know nobody would ever take them out; the 
epicures ordor their prandium, wldle he knew their mouths would 
be chokefuli of ashes ; the throngs pour into tho circus, laugL ing 
and eager, while ho know they poured into their grave ; tho city 
gay in the sunshine, while he know that the lava-flood would 
swamp it all before sunset. That would have been a comedy 
worth seeing. Well, I can fancy it a little. My graceful Pom- 
peian, who know nothing but the rose-wroaths of Aglae and 
Astarte, how will you like tho stones and tho dust in your teeth 

And Trovenna, pausing a moment to enjoy to its fullest tho 
classical tableau ho had called up in his mind’s eye, and looking 
still at the friend whom he had alternately apostrophised as,Plan- 
tagenet and Pompeian, left his alcove and his reverie to mingle 
with the titled crowd in his dark domino and his close Venetian 
mask, casting an epigram hero, a scandal there, a suspicion in this 
place, a slander in that, blowing away a reputation as lightly as 
thistle-down, and sowing a seed of disunion between two lives that 
loved, with dexterous whispers under his disguise that could never 
bo traced, and as amused a malice in the employment as any Siamese 
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monkey when he swings himself by his tail from bough to bough 
to provoke the crocodilos to exasperation. True, as monkey may 
get eaten for his fun, so Treveniia might get foufid out for his 
pastime ; but, to both monkey and man, the minjmum of danger 
with the maximum of mischief made a temptation that was irre- 
sistible. Trevenna had been the most mischievous boy that ever 
tormented tom-cats ; he was now the most mischievous wit that 
ever tormented mankind. 

lie was a moral man ; ho had no vices ; ho had only one weak- 
ness — ho hated humanit 3 \ 

“How extravagant you are, Ernest! ” said the Duke of Castle 
iiiaino. “ Ho you think these people love you any the better lor 
All y(HL throw away on them, ehi"’' 

“ Love mo ? Well, the fairer section do, I hope.” 

I’he Diiko gave another little growl to himself as ho brushed a 
2 nolh off Jus broad blue ribbon. 

‘ Ah! women wore alw'ays tho ruin of your race and of mine: 
have tho weakness from both sides, Ernest. There was your 
ia.(bor ” 

“ W^'ho was a doucedly proud man, wasn’t ho, dukoh'" asked 
Trevouua, with ‘cant ceremony, rr ho came up by Castlemaiiie’s- 
side, witlioot bis musk now, and Laving glided into a blue domino, 
that, ins gunnowdor- whispei's might not bo traced to him. 

Tlie Hubo 1<;ol (d down on hii ' from the tower of his height, 
scarce bent moro in.-u \Yheii ho was a Colonel of cavalry at 
Salamanca, 

“ brondf so, si*\ A , venturers thought him so. lie 

)>ut do,vn irti])n b occ whei'o-' er ho mot with it. Lt is a. pity he is 
nut aiive now.” 

“To put wicdownP I nndorsland, dnko,” laughed Trovonna, 
impervious to saiico, and iinjicnolrablo cn, )n to a cut direct, who 
caught every bullet fH'ut against him, gady and courageously, and 
played wdth it unharmerl as a conjurer wuil. (What magic has the 
conj urer ? None ; but ho has ono trick more than the Avorld that he 
bafl’^s.) “ Ah! 1 can’t let myself be put down; I’m like a cork 
or an outrigger ; all my safety lies in my buoyancy. 1 have no 
ballast; I must float as 1 can. Storms sink ships of the lino, and 
spare straws.” 

“Yes, sir, rubbish floats generally, I believe,” said his Grace, 
grimly, timiing his back on him as he took out his snuff-box, 
enamelled by Eettitot and given him by Charles Dix. Trevenna 
bowed as low as though the silver-haired Wabreur had paid him a 
compliment and had not turned his back on him. 

“ Ip;Ccept your Grace’s piophecy. Rubbish floats ; I shall float. 
And when I am at tho top of tho wave, won’t every ono call my 
dirtiest pebbles fine pearls Y ” 

“ I think he will float,” murmured tho Duke, passing outward 
through the rooms to tho noiseless, shut-off, luxurious chamber 
dedicated to cards, which had an altar in Chandos’ house, as if 
they were its Penates. “ Sort of man to do well afly where ; bo a 
privileged wit in a palace, and chief demagogue in a revolution ; 
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be merry in a bagne, and give a pat answer if he were tried f'cr 
his life ; hold his own in a cabinet, and thrive in the biiih. A 
clever fellow, an audacious fellow, a most marvellous, iinpudoat 
fellow.” 

“ An insufferable fellow! I wish Chandos would not give him 
the run of the house, and the run of the town, as ho docs,” said iny 
Lord of Moreharapton, wending his way also to the card- rooms, 
“ The man has no idea of his place.” 

“I think he has only too good a one: ho imagines it to bo — 
overywhoro. But the follow will do well. IIo plays so admiralile 
a game at whist ; leads trumps in the bold French manner, which 
has a great deal to be said for it; has an astonishing recuperative 
power ; if one play will not servo, changes his attack and defence 
with amazing address, and does moro with a wretched hand than 
half the players in the clubs do with a good one. A man who can 
play whist like that could command a kingdom; he has learnt lo 
bo reatly for ovory position and for every emergency. Still, with 
you, I don’t like him,” said his Grace, entering the card-room to 
devote himself to his favourite scienco at guinea points, where, 
despite his inherent aversion to Trevenna, he would have been 
.willing to have that inimitable master of the rubber for a partner. 

The Duke was quite right, that a man who has trained his intol- 
loot to perfection in whist has trained it to be capable of achieving 
anything that tho world could offer. A campaign does not need 
more combination; a cabinet d(»os not lequiro more address; an 
astronomer- royal does not solve fiuer problems; a continental 
diplomatist does not prove greater tact. Trovenna had laid out 
tho time ho spent over its green table even more profitably for Iho 
ripening and refining of his intelligence than in the hours ho gave 
to his blue-books ; and tho Duko’s eulogy was but just. 

His rooms wer j nearly full, but Chandos still glanced every now 
wul then impatiently towards the entrance-doors that opened in 
tho dislanco to the staircase. Eyes that might well claim to be 
load-stars wooed him through coquettish Venetian masks, and 
fiices too for that euvious disguiso met his gazo wherever it 
fumed. On his ear at that moment was the silvery ring of La 
Vivarol’s gay raillery, and at his side was that bright exile of tho 
Tuileries, lluttering her sapphire-studded wings as a Filhdes Feux. 
Still ever and again his eyes turned towards the entrance as he 
moved among his guests, and suddenly a new look glanced into 
them. She who held him captive at that moment saw that look, 
n nd knew it well. Sho had seen it lighten for her in tho forests of 
Compiegne when the summer moon had streamed down through 
tho leaves on a royal hunting-party sweeping through the glades 
to the mellow music of hunting-horns, and they had lingered 
behind while the bridles dropped on their horses’ necks, and only 
tho wooing of soft words broke tho silence as tho hoofs sank noise- 
lessly in the deep thyme-tangled grasses. 

She knew the look of old, and followed it. It rested on the 
Queen of Lilies. 

If that poetic loveliness had been fair in the morning light, 
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was fa: fairer now. By a delicate flattery to her host tho Lily 
Ciiieen had chosen as her impersonation the role of his own Lucr^ce^ 
a Byzantine Greek; and her dross, half Eastern, glowed with the 
brightness of Oriental hues, while the snow-white barracan floated 
lound her like a cloud, and Byzantine jewels gleamed upon her 
bosom and her hair — ^jewels that had seen tho Court of the Oom- 
iiioni and the sack of Dandolo — jewels that had once, perhaps, 
been on tho proud, false brow of the Imperial Irene. 

La Vivarol looked, and did not underrate one in whom she 
foresaw her rival. 

“Ah, there is your living Lucreco! It must bo charming to 
sketch characters and find them come to life.” 

Chaiidos lost tho ironic and malicious contempt with which 
jealousy subtilcly tipped the tone of the words, as, leaving tho 
Countess to tho homage of tho maskers about her, he did for tho 
Queen of Jjilies what he had not done for any other — passed out 
of tho inner drawing-room, where he received his guests, and 
advanced to meet the imiiersonation of his Lucreco. 

That moment -was fatal to him — that moment in which she came 
on his sight as startling as though magic had summoned the living 
shape of his ow’ii fancies and breathed the breath of existence into 
tho thoughts of his poem. lie could never now see her as she was ; 
he would soo in her his own ideal, not asking whether she only 
resembled it as the jeweller’s lily with petals of pearl and leaves 
of emerald, which gleams equally bright in every hand, resembles 
the forcst-lily with its perfume and purity, growing fair and free 
under the suiishino of heaven, which dies under one ungentle 
and alien touch. 

Tho lilies may bo nlike, leaf for leaf, beauty for beauty, but tho 
fragrance is breathed but from one. 

“ Necromanci'i’s of old summoned tho dead; you have done 
more. Lady Yalencia, you have caught and incarnated an idler’s 
dream. 1 low can ho ever thank you?” ho said, later on, as ho 
letl her into the winter- garden, where the light was subdued after 
tlie glitter of tho salons, and the hum of the ball with the strains of 
the music were only half beard, and through tho arcliing aisles of 
palm and exotics his Circassian attendants noiselessly llittod like 
BO many bright-hued birds, 

Bho smiled, while a new lustre came into tho Ihonghtful splen- 
dour of her eyes. Her heart was moved — or her pride. 

I must rather thank you that yofi do not rebuke mo for being 
too rash. I assure you that I feared my own temerity.” 

“ Wrhat fear could you have, save out of pity for others? ]\ty 
fairest fancies of Imcreco are embodied now — perhaps only too well. 
What made you divine so entii'ely the woman I dreamt of ? Blie 
only floated dimly even through my thoughts, until I saw her 
to-night.” 

“Hush! That is tho language of compliment. 1 have heard 
how delicately and how dangerously you will flatter.” 

“Indeed, no: you have heard wrongly. I never* flatter. But 
there ai*o some — you ure cue of them — ^to whom the simplest 
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TTords ol truth must needs sound the words of an exaggerated 
homage.'* 

All love inuChandos had been quickly roused, rather from the 
senses and the fancy than the heart, and roused for those to whom 
there was a roy&l road, pursued at no heavier penalty than some 
sUght entanglement. That this royal road could not avail with 
the Queen of Lilies chilled her charm, yet heightened it, as it lay 
like a light but unyielding rein, checking the admiration she 
roused in him, yet not checking it so much but that she enchained 
his attention while she remained in his rooms, while the bright 
eyes of his neglected Fille dts Feux, kept dangerous account of the 
lese-mqjeste. 

La Vivarol fluttered her golden wings, and waltzed as though 
they really boro her, bird-like, through the air, and flirted with her 
most glittering coquetries ; but she noted every glance that was 
given to another, and treasured the trifles of each slight infidelity. 

If a Viardort, a court-coquette, a woman of the world, an 
aristocrat, could be guilty of so much weakness, she had loved 
Chandos — ^loved the brilliance of the eyes that looked into hers 
under the purple vine-shadows — loved the melody of the voice 
that had lingered on her ear in the orange- alleys of Fontainebleau 
— loved him if only because so many loved him in vain. And far 
more than her heart was involved in his allegiance ; a thing far 
dearer to her, far closer and more precious to all women — her 
vanity. 

If any one had talked to iho pretty, worldly, pampered, and 
little- scrupulous Countess of fidelity, she would have satirised him 
mercilessly for such })rovmciality, and would have asked him 
where he had lived that ho thought tho vows of the soft religion 
eteviial. She was infidelity itself, and held to the right divine of 
caprice; talk o- “for ever,*’ and she would yawn with ennui; 
appeal to her reason, and sj^e would cordially assent to the truth 
that “nous sommes bieii aises quo Ton devieiino infidelo pour 
nous degager do noire fidelite.’* But, alas for tho consistency of 
fair phii jophers ! Madamo applied her theories to all lovers except 
her own, and, while she was eloquent on the ridicule and tlio 
weariness of constancy, held inconstancy to herself as the darkest 
of treason. 

La Vivarol, whose breviary was Rochofoncanld, and whose pre- 
cursor was Montespan, philo8oj)hised inimitably on the rights of 
inconstancy, but was none the less prepared to avenge and to 
resent with aU the force of a Corsican vendetta any homage that 
should dare wander from her. 

And to-night she was openly, visibly, unmistakably neglected. 
The gleam of those antique Byzantine jewels was the light‘'that he 
followed. In this new loveliness, so rich in its colouring, so proud 
in its cast, yet delicate as the fairest thought of a sculptor when 
rendered into the purity of the marble, he saw tho portraiture of 
an ideal, half idly, half passionately cast into words in the work 
ho called Lacrece, that had been chiefly written in hot, dreamy 
days in^tho syringa and basilica-scented aii* of his summer palace 
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on the I^osphorus, and had caught in it all the voluptuous colour, 
all the mystical enchantment, all the s'plendida vitia of glow and 
of fancy, that still belong to tho mere name of the East. She was 
no longer tho beauty of the season to him ; she was the incarnation 
Kf his own most golden and most treasured fancibs. Side by side 
in his temperament with the nature of the voluptuary was the 
heart of the poet. She appealed to, and tempted, both. Since tho 
days of his first loves, felt and whispered under Oriental stars to 
antelope-eyed Georgians, none had had so vivid a charm as this 
soft yet imperial beauty, who came to him in tho guise of his 
heroine. And he let the world see it. 

“ If Madame live twenty years, Chandos, she will never forgive 
you to-night,” whispered Trevenna, in passing, as his host ascended 
t]io staircase, having escorted tho Lady Valencia to her carriage, 
while a crowd of glittering costumes and maskers followed her 
ibotsteps, — a ceremonial ho never showed except to those of blood 
royal. 

“Forgive me ! What have I done ? ” 

“What ! O most innocent Lovelace, what serene sublimity of 
ignorance! You have piqued a jealous woman, trhs-’cher; and 
ho who does that might as well have sat down upon a barrel of 
gunpowder : it is much tho less fatal combustible of tho two.” 

“ Nonsense ! Wo are none of us jealous now : everybody is too 
languid and too well bred.” 

Chandos laughed, and passed on into tho throng of bis courtly 
maskers to seek tho golden wings and falcon eyes of his liogo lady, 
and make his peaco with her, as far as it could bo made without 
offending her moro deeply by showing her a suspicion that tho 
peaco had over been broken. 

Trevenna looked after him, watching the flash of the jewels on 
his (b’css, and the careless grace of his movements as ho passed 
through the groups of his drflwing^-rooms ; and Trevenna’s eyes 
wandered downward through the blaze of light, and the wilderness 
of clustered flowers, along tho whole line of tho marble stairs with 
their broad scarlet carpeting into tho depths of tho hall, whevo 
at tho farthest end, with the lustre from two giant candelabi;ia 
full upon it, was the statue of the great minister, Philip Chandos. 

His glance wandered from the living man, with tho living llasli 
of the rose-diamonds about him like so many points of sunlight, to 
rest upon tho cold, haughty serenity of power that v^as spoken in 
tho attitude of the marble limbs and tho traits of the marble 
features in that likeness of the dead. 

And ho smiled a little. 

Breaux seigneurs f ho said, softly and low to himself, “there 
may be games at which you will not win. Ah, my great Chandos, 
how you stand there in your marble pride as if you could lord it over 
us all still I and a stone-mason’s hammer could knock you to pieces 
now I Sic transit gloria mundi. Your darling Ernest is a brilliant 
man; you have your wish; but wo may sing the old see-saw 
over him too, before very long. And what will tho world care for 
him then ? ” 



Chandos. 


4S 

Witli -which mquirjr, mutely addressed in solf-conmnmion to tho 
fltatuo -where it stood in the Hood of light and maze of exotics in 
the great hallfhelow, Trevenna went down-stairs and out to his 
night-cal) as the spring morning broke in its earliest hours. 

lie looked badk as ho waited a second in the portico for the cab 
to make its way up to him. The music came on his oar from the 
distant ball-room, and as he glanced backward at the hall and 
staircase, with its bronzes, marbles, malachites, jasper, gold and 
silver candelabra, and clusters of blossom and of broad-leaved 
South(}rn shrubs, while the scarlet of the laced liveries gleamed 
through the boughs and made it like one of the palace-antechamber 
scenes of Paul Veronese’s canvas, the statue rose white, calm, regal 
in its attitude of command, haughty as had been the life of -which 
it was the muto and breathless sjonbol. 

“ Curse you ! ” ho niutlcu’cd in liis teeth, while the laugh passed 
off his face and the inirtli out of his eyes. ‘ ‘ Curso you living, 
and curse you dead ! I will b(^ paid, like Shylock, with a pound of 
llesli cut from the heart, — ^from the heart of your brilliant darling. 
And your ])ower cannot plav the part of Portia and stop 7ae ; for 
you are dead, mon ministre ” 

• And with that valediction to the dwelling across whose threshold 
he was ever welcomed and to whose board he was over bidden, 
Trevenna passed do-wn the steps and drove away in the grey of the 
morning. 


CHAPTEE Y. 

**THE MAKY YEAES OF VAIN THAT TAUGHT ME AET.” 

When Ids guests ad left, and aU the costumes that had glit- 
tered through his jalo7is had dispersed, some half-dozen men, his 
most especial friends, remained, and in a cabinet de peinture, hung 
chiefly with Erench pictures of the eighteenth century, while the 
Circassians h^ ought them wines and liqueurs, sat do-wn to Trente 
et Quarante, half of them taking the bank and half the table. It 
was a customary termination of Chandos’ parties, and was at least 
an admirable stimulant for swooping away too lingering memories 
of beauty that might have appeared there. 

The Ciiandos of Clarencieux had always been famed fortheie 
love of play, from the days that they shook the dice with 
Charles the .Second, or threw a main before sujiper at Ohoisy with 
Louis and Eichelieu and Soubise. But his love of cards, however 
great it might be, had not cost their present representative so much 
as another trait in his nature, i,e, that he loved men and trusted 
them with an absolute and undoabting &.ith. 

The Trente ct Qua7'onte in thelittle picture-cabinet was too beguil- 
ing to be quickly left ; the gold changed bands like lightning, not 
going less quickly for the iced hock and the claret and seltzer that 
washed it dojvn, and the gay passages with the pretty Easterns 
tliat interrupted it. It was past six in the morning when the Duo 
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i) Orvalo broke up the bank and gave the signal for departure, he 
with Chandos haying been the chief losers. The latter cared only 
for the gay excitement of hazard; when the g3ime was over, 
whether it had been favourable to him or not, he cared not one 
sti aw. Generous to great excess, he never heeded loss of money, 
as, it is true, he had never learned the value of it. 

As he wont through the conidors to his own chamber, after his 
guests had at last left him, to [take a few houi’s’ sleep in the opening 
day, the deep, rich, melancholy roll of organ-notes, hushed by closed 
doors, but pealing the Tantum ErgOy caught his ear in the silence. 
Music had been a passion with him from his infancy ; wealth had 
enabled him to indulge the passion to the fuU, and its strains drew 
him towards it now. 

“Lulli is beginning a new day while we are going to bed,” 
lie thought, as ho turned down a short passage and opened the door 
that shut in the melody. The daylight in the chamber looked 
strangely white and pure and subdued after the glare of the myriad 
gas and wax liglits ; and his form, with the rich silks, laces, and 
velvets of the Edward-tho-Pourth dress, and the sparkle of the 
Clarencioux diamonds, looked as strange upon the threshold of this 
quiet and antique room, — a room almost like an oratory in the- 
midst of the luxurious palatial Park Lane house, with its splendoui’, 
its crowds, its dissipations, and its unending gaieties. The apart- 
ment was long, lighted by two windows, through which the 
just-arisen sun poured in, and the antic^ue shape of the walnut- 
wood furniture, the ebony music and reading-desks, and the carved 
ivory Christ above a table in a recess, gave it the look of a religious 
retreat, especially as at the farther end stood an organ, with its 
gilded tubes glistening against the dark walnut of its case, while 
from its chords there swelled the harmony of the great Sacramental 
Hymn. 

The musician was a man of five or six-and-twenty, whose head 
had the spiritual beauty of Shelley’s ; the features fair and delicate 
to attenuation ; the eyes large, dark, and lustrous ; the mouth 
very perfect, both in form and expression ; the whole face of 
singular patience and singular exaltation. His lower limbs wore 
all-but useless, they were slightly paralysed and much crippled, 
and his shoulders were bowed with a marked but in no way repul- 
sive deformity. Music grand as Beethoven ever dreamed or Pasta 
ever sang woke from his genius into life. But in the ways of 
the world Guido Lulli was unlearned* as a child ; for the labours of 
earth he was as helpless as any bird whose wings are broken. 
Men would have called him a half-witted fool; in the days of 
Alcuin or of Hildebrand he would have been held a saint ; simply, 
he was* but a crip})lo and an enthusiast, whom nature had cruelly 
maltreated, but whom genius had divinely recompensed. 

At the opening of the door ho turned, and a radiation of pleasure 
broke like sunlight over his face, while into his eyes came the 
glorious look of love and of fidelity that beams for us in {he clear 
brown noble eyes of a dog. 

He strove to rise, — to him a matter of so slow ftnd painful an 

r. 
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effort. Before' he could do so, Chandos crossed the room. lip:htly 
and swiftly, and laid his hands on the musician's shoulders with a 
kind and aimoj?t caressing gesture. 

“ Ah, LuUi ! you are awake and employed before I have yet been 
in bod. You shsime me here with youi* flood of sunlight. No ! do 
not rise ; do not leave off ; go on with the Tantum Ergo while 1 
listen. It is a grand hymn to the day.” 

Lulli looked at him still with that loving, reverent, grateful look 
of a dog’s deathless fidelity. 

‘‘ Monseigneur, the sound of your voice to me is like tlio sound 
of water to the thirsty in a desert place,” ho said, simply, in sweet, 
soft, Southern French, giving, in earnest veneration to his host and 
master, the title that Trevenna often gave in jest. 

Chandos smiled on him, — a sunlit, generous smile, gentle as a 
woman’s. 

“ And so is your music to me ’ so there is no debt on either side. 
Go OP.” 

“My life is ono long debt to you God will pay it to you ; 1 
iio^cr can.” 

The words were heartfelt, and his eyes, looking ui)ward, still 
•uttered them w^th still moro oloquenco. Contrast more forcible 
than these, as they were now together, could scarcely Lave been 
found in the width of the world. The attenuated and enfeebled 
cripple, with his useless limbs, his bowed shoulders, and his life 
yorn with physical suffering that bound him like a captive and 
robbed him of all the power and the joy of existence, beside 
the splendid grace of the man who stood above him, in a strength 
too perfect for dissipation to leave the slightest trace of weariness 
upon it, and with a beauty dazzling as a woman’s, fresh from every 
pleasure of the sight or sense, and full of all the proudest ambitions, 
the richest enjoyments, and tho most careless insouciance of a 
superb manhood and a cloudless fortune. A contrast moro start- 
ling or, for one, more bitter could not have been placed side by 
side. But there was no envy here, Tho loyal gratitude of Lulli 
had no jeab ’^s taint upon it that could have made him, even for 
one moment, see anything save gladness and gentleness in tho 
gracious presence of tho man to whom he owed moro than 
existence. lie could no more have felt envy to his benefactor than 
ho could have taken up a knife and stabbed him. 

Six years before, travelling through southern Spain, an accident 
to his carriage had detained 6handos at a waysid(3 inn in the very 
heart of tho Yega. Whiling away tho tedium of such detention 
by sketching an old Moorish bridge that spanned a torrent, high in 
y.ir, he heard .some music that fixed his attention, — the music of a 
vioUn played with an exquisite pathos. He inquired far tho musi- 
cian. A handsome gitana, with a basket of melons on her head, 
gladly answered his inquiries. Tho violinist was a youth dying, 
as she thought, in a chalet near. He was alone, very poor, and a 
stranger. The words were sufiicient to arrest Chandos : he sought 
out the chdlet and found the musician, lying on a straw pallet, and 
dying, as the girl had said, rathor hunger than any other 
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illness, but with his large burning eyes fixed on the* sun that was 
setting beyond tho screen of tangled vine-leaves that hung over 
the hut door, and his hands still drawing from the chords, in wild 
and mournful strains, the music for which hfo alone lingered in 
him. Ho was a mere lad of twenty years, andP' was a cripple, 
Chandos only saw to rescue him. b'ood, hope, and tho sound of a 
voice that spoke gently and xjityingly to liim, fused fresh existenoo 
into the dying boy : ho lived, and ms life from that moment was 
sheltered by tho man who had found him perishing on the Spanish 
hills. 

Guido Liilli had lived in Chandos’ household, never treated as a 
dependant, but siuronndcd by all that could alleviate or make him 
forgot his calamity, out of the world by liis own choice as utterly 
as though he were in a monastery, spending his days and nights 
over his organ and his music-score, and never having harder task 
than to organise the music of those concerts and operas in tho pri- 
vate theatre at Clarencieiix for which his patron’s entertainments 
were noted. 

Guido Lulli’s was far from tho ojily life that the pleasure-seeker 
and tho voluptuary had redeemed, defended, and saved. 

Obedient to his wish, the medody of tho Catholic chant rolled . 
through tho .stillness of tho early morning, succeeding strangely to 
the wit. the laughtciv, the revelry, and the hazard of a few moments 
previous. It- was precisely such a succession of contrasts of which 
his life v/as made up, and which gave it its vivid and unfading 
colour : closely interwoven, and ever trenching one upon another, 
tho meditative charm of art and of thought succeeded with him to 
tho pleasui’es of tho world. Ho would jiass from all the intoxica- 
tion and indulgence of an Alcibiades to all tho thoughtful solitude 
of an Augustine ; and it was this change, so complete and so per- 
petually variable, which, while it was produced by tho mutability 
of his tomporamoiit, made in a large degree the utter absence 
in his life of all knowledge of satiety, all touch of weariness. 

Ho listened now, loaning his aim on tho sill of the open window 
that looked out upon tho gardens below, fresh, even in town, with 
tho breath of the spring on their limes and acacias, and tlic waking 
song of the nest-birds greeting tho day. Tho rolling notes of the 
organ pealed out in all their solemnity, tho cathedi'al rhytlim s^wcll- 
ing out upon tho silence of the dawn, that had been heard by him 
so often in the splendour of St. Peter’s at Easter-time, in tho hush 
> of Notre Dame at midnight mass, and in the stillness of Benc- 
\ dictine and Cistercian chapels in tho chestnut-woods of Tuscany 
i*aud the lonely mountain-sides of hill-locked Austrian lakes. A 
*)' housand momorics of ^yeign air were in the deep-drawn and 
lolodibus chords ; a thoirSmd echoes of tho dead glories of mediseva 
’-ome rose with tho ' < 

“ Tnntum erejo Sacramentum 
Veneremur cernui,*' 

A. helpiess and fragile cripple in tho world, no stforiger than c 

)d, and ignorant of all things save his art, once before his organ. 
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once in tho moment of his inspiration, Guido LuUi had the 
grandeur of a master, tho force and the omnipotence of a king. I» 
his realm he j.’oigned supreme, and Chandos not seldom left his 
titled associates and his cai-elcss pleasures to come and listen to 
these melodies in' his ])roteye'8 still, monastical chamber, as he heard 
them now. 

He leaned against the embrasure, looking out on to tho mass of 
leaves beneath, and letting his thoughts float dreamily down the 
stream of sound, blent with tho lustre of the smiling eyes and tho 
gleam of the imj)erial beauty that had newly caught his memory 
and his fancy. Entangled with tho imaginations of his own 
Byzantine poem, she haunted him with that early careless whispe.r, 
soft, idle, and painless, of love in its first moments,— love that is 
but a mere momentary, passionate impulse, and may never ripen to 
more. 

Tlio lull of early morning, tho measure of tho music passing 
onward without pause into tho masses of Mozart and Mendelssohn, 
foil gently and mellowly on him after tho crowded hours of the 
past night and day. As the chords thrilled through tho silenco of 
the breaking day, joining the clear notes of tho awakening birds 
beneath amidst the loaves, his thoughts wandered away, dreamy 
and disconnected, ranging over tho cloudless years of a successful 
life, in which all the memories were painted as with an Elizabethan 
pencU, without shadow. In them ho had never known one grey 
touch of disappointment, far less still one dark taint of calamity ; 
in thorn woman’s lips had novc'r betrayed him, nor man’s hand 
been raised against him. Foriimo had favom’ed and the world had 
loved him. No regret lay on him, and no uiifullilled desire left its 
trail. There was nothing in his career he wished undone; thci’o 
were no memories in it that it would have been pain to open ; there 
were no pages of it that were not bright with soft, rich, living 
colour. He hac passed thimigh Life having escaped singularly all 
the shadows that Ho on it for most men ; and he had, far more than 
most, what may bo toioncd tho faculty for happiness, a gift, in fuiy 
temperament, whoso wisdom and whoso beauty tho world too little 
recognise^. 

His thoughts, floating on Vv ith tho melodious chords that swelled 
in wave on wave of sound tliroiightho quiet of the morning, diifted 
back by some unfullowcd chain of association to tho reinemhrauco 
of the not autumn sunset at Clarcncieux, when, as a child, ho ban 
dreamt his chivalric fancies over tho story of Arthur, and had told 
his father what Lis future should be. 

“ Have I kept my word?” ho mused, as he leaned his arms oil 
tho embrasure of the vdndow, whilo tho early light fell on the gold ' 
and the jewels of his Plantagenet masquerade-dress. 

The lofty, ideal ic, impossible dreams, so glorious in their imprac- 
ticabilit}^ so fair in their sublime folly, in which boyhood bar t 
aspired to a- soilless fame and an heroic sovereignty such as thi { 
earth h?*s never seen and never can see, recurred to him with some 
thing that wts almost, for tho moment, a passing sadness, — tl 
same sadness which, iu Uit* w’^rds of Jeau Paul, lies in musi 
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“ because it speaks to us of things that in all our life we find not, 
and never shall find.” . 

‘ ‘ Have I kept my word ? ” he thought. ‘ * I rule the world of plea- 
sure ; hut I meant thm a wider world than that.! They follow me 
because I lead the fashion ; because I amuse them hotter than any 
other ; because they gain some distinction by cutting tluur coats 
and wearing their wrist-hands like mine ; but that is not the fame 
cither ho or I meant in thoso years. Thej’- tallc of mo ; they imitate 
me ; they obey mo ; they quote me ; they adoro my works, and 
Ihoy coui’t my approbation. But am I very much moro, after all, 
than a more idler ?” 

The genius latent in him, which in his present life only found 
careless expression in glittering bagatelles and poems, half Ijuorc- 
tian, half CatuUan, stirred in him now with that restlessness for 
higher goals, than refusal to bo satisfied with actual and ])rcson^ 
ac^ovoment, which charactoriso genius in all its forms, — that un 
ceasing and irrepressible “ striving towards tho light ” which pur- 
sued Goethe throughout hfo, and was upon his lips in death. 
Hissatisfation in no shape ev(U’ touched Ohandos ; his years were 
too cloudless, and too full of fairest llavour, for discontent over to 
be known in them. It was but rarely, now and then, when, in the* 
pauses of his pleasures and his fame, the rcmcinbraiico of his child- 
Iiood’s grand, visionary, impalpablo ambitions carrio back to him, 
that tho thought swept across him of having insuificiontly realised 
them, of having been in some sort untrue to them, of losing in a 
dazzling celebrity the; loflicr purity of thoso early and impossible 
dreams. 

It was not wholly true, nor wholly just towai’ds himself. Egotism 
had little place in liis life : full though it was of a Greck-liko soft- 
ness and Groek-liko idolatry of beauty and of pleasure, of an. 
Epicureanism that shunned all pain and abhorred all roughness 
and all harshness, tho calamities of otliers wero widely succoured by 
him, and tho bead-roll was long of those who owed him tho most 
generous gifts that man can owe to man. 

llo enjoyed, but he never forgot that others suffered. He loved 
tho case, the beauty, and the serenity of existence ; but Lo also 
did his uttermost that others should know tlicm too. 

“ I enjoy," he thought now, as ho leaned out into the morning 
sunshine. “ It is the supremo wisdom of life, and the best git't of 
the gods is to know it ! The Greeks wore right, and in this ago 
men remember it too little. Old Guy Patiii was a million times 
wiser than all tho Erondours, sitting under tlie summer-shade of 
his Cormeille cherry-tree with Lucretius and Lucilius and An- 
tonini:^, while his friends killed each other with fret and fume. 
Bonaparte said, * I have comiuerod Cairo, ^lil.an, and Paris in loss 
than two years, and yet if I died to-morrow 1 should only get half a 
page iu any biographical dictionary ; ’ hut to get a line, or even only 
to get an obituary notice and oblivion, men toil a life away and 
consume their years in thankless, grinding, ccasoloss. labour. Tho 
benighted opticism of vanity ! * Tho succession of tho nations is 

but as 0 torcn-race.’ "What is it to feed the flame of one of th 3 
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torches for a passing second, — a spark that flares and dies ? Th<^ 
Greek ideal of "Dionysus, ■with tho ivy on his brow and tho thyrsus 
in his hand, bringing joy wherever he moved, while the wino 
flowed and natute bloomed wherever tho god’s foot fell, is tho 
ideal of tho real happy life, tho lifo that knows how to enjoy.” 

The thoughts drifted through his mind lightly, dreamily, as tho 
swell of tho organ-notos poured on. It was true he enjoyed, 
and his temper, liko tho temper of the Greeks, asked only this of 
life. 

Chandos was not only famous, not only gifted, not only steeped 
to the lips in delicate and sensuous delight ; he was much more 
than all these : ho was happy. 

How many lives can say that ? 

Tho music paused suddenly, dropping down in its gorgeous 
festival of sound as a lark suddenly drops to the grass in tho midst 
of its flood of song. Chandos turned as it ceased, and broke his 
idle thread of musing reverie, while ho laid his hand gently on the 
musician’s shoulder. 

‘‘DoarLuUi, while ono hears your music, one is m Avillion. 
You make mo dream of tho old serene and sacred litipara yahjg. 
TeU me, have you everything you wish ? Is tlioro nothing that 
can bring you more pleasure i"” 

Guido Lulli shook liis liead. 

“ I should bo little worthy all 3 owe to you, if I could And ono 
want imsatisficd.” 

“ Owe ! You owe mo nothing. Who would give me such music 
as you can give ? It is not cveryono who is fortunate enough to 
have a Mozart in his house. I wish I could serve you bettor in 
the search that is nearest your heart. Wo have done all wo could, 
Guido.” 

His voice was very gentle, and had a certain hesitation. Ho 
approached a subject that had a bitterness both of grief and of 
shamo to his listener; and Chiindos, carelessly disdainful of a 
prince swishes, was careful of the slightest jar that oould wound 
the sensitiveness of tho man who was dcpciulcnt on him. 

- Lulli’s head sank, and a dark shadow passed over his face, — a 
flush of shamo and of anger, as heavy and as passionate as could 
arise in a temperament so visionary and tender to femiiiino soft- 
ness, mingled, too,, with a sorrow far deeper than wi’ath can 
reach. 

“It is enough,” ho said, simply, words hushed, low, and 
bitter in his throat. “We are certain of her shame.” 

“Not certain,” said Chandos, compassionately, while his hand 
still lay lightly on tho musician’s shoulder. “Where there is 
doubt there is always hope ; and judgment should nover bo passed 
till everything is known. Do not bo harsh to her, even in 
thought.” 

‘ ‘ ilarsh ? ^ Am I harsh ? ” 

“ Not in your heart ever, I know.” 

** Not to her, not to her, — no ! ” murmured the iprovcn^al, while 
his face was stiU sunk on his hands ; “ but to hwi. Not oven to 
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know hiB name ; not even to know whore he harbours ,• not to tell 
whore she is, that when she is deserted and wretch^ she might be 
saved from lower depths still !” * 

A terrible pain shook and stifled his voice, jxnd Chandos was 
silent. The musician’s soitow was one to which no consolation 
could bo offered and no hope suggested. 

“I have had all done to trace her that is possible,” ho said, at 
last; “ but two years have passed, and there seems no chance of 
over succeeding; all clue appears lost. Do you think that she 
may have gone by another name at tho time that her lovor, who- 
Wer he may be, first saw her ? ” 

“ It is possible, monseigneur ; I cannot tell,” said Lulli, slowly, 
^ith a pathos of weariness more touching than all complaint and 
lament. ‘‘Be it as it will, she is dead to mo; but — but— if wo 
could know hirriy helpless cripple as I am, I would find strength 
enough to avenge my wrong and hers.” 

lie raised himself as he said it, his slight, bent form quivering 
and instinct with sudden force, his pale and hollow cheek flushed, 
his eyes kindling. It was like electric vitality flashing for one 
brief moment into a dead man’s limbs. 

Chandos looked at him with a profound pity. To him, a man 
of the world, Ji courtier, a lover of pleasure, the untutored, 
chivalrous simplicity of this idealist roused infinite compassion. 
Tie saw brought homo to Guido Lulli, as a tcniblo and heart- 
burning angirish, those amours which in his own world and his 
own life were but the caprice and amusement of idle hours, tho 
subject of a gay, indiiTerent jest. lio had never before reflected 
how much those careless toys may chance to cost in their recoil to 
others. 

He leaned his hand with a warmer pressure on the musician’s 
shoulder. 

“I wish I could aid you more, Guido; but there is nothing 
that I know of that has been left untried. Strive to forgot both ; 
neither is worth enough to give you pain. You beliove at least 
that I have had every effort used for you, although it has been in 
vain ? ” 

Lulli looked at him with a slight smile, — a smile that passed over 
llie suffering and the momentary passion on his face like an irra- 
diation of light. It wds so full of sublimo and entire faith. 

“ Believo yoii^ monseigneur? Yes, as I believe in God.” 

It was tho simple truth, and paid back to Chandos his own lovo 
for men, and faith in th^, in his own coin. 

“ I thank you. I am your debtor, then, Lulli,” he said, gently. 
“ I must leave you now, or I shall havo no sleep before the day 
is fairly up ; but I will see you again some timo during the morn- 
ing. If you think of anytiiing that has not been done, or might 
bo" done again, with any hope to find Valeria, teU me, and I will 
give directions for it. Adieu i . 

He left the chamber, the flash of his diamonds and the imperial 
bluo of his dress glancing bright in the beams of 'the young day. 
Lulli turned his head, and followed him with tho wistful gaze that 
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seemed to conie from so far a distance, — followed him as the eyes 
of a dog follow the shadow of its master. 

“So generous so pitiful, so gentle, so noble! If I could only 
live to repay him 1 ” he murmured, half aloud, as the door closed 
upon the kingly ^race and splendid manhood of his saviour and his 
solitary friend. Vast as was the contrast, hopelessly wide as was 
the disparity between them, there was not one pang of jealousy in 
the loyal heart of the crippled musician. 

Then, with the last echo of his patron’s stop, his head drooped 
again, and the listless, lifeless passiveness, the weary and suffering 
indifference, which always lay so heavily upon him, save at such 
times when his affections or his art struck new vitality through 
him, returned once more, while his fingers lay motionless upon liio 
ivory keys. Although happy (as far as happiness coulJ bo in 
common with his shattered and stricken life), in the artibiic seclu- 
sion in which he was allowed to dwell, and in the unbroken pursuit 
of his art which Chandos enabled him to enjoy, there was one 
sorrow on him weightier than any of his personal afflictions. 

The only thing that had ever loved him was a child, several years 
younger than himself, his cousin, orphaned and penniless like him- 
self, to keep whom in some poor shape of comfort, in their old homo 
of Arles, Lulli had beggared liis own poverty till — sending to her 
every coin that he possessed — he had been near his grave from 
sheer famine when Chandos had found him among the liills of the 
Vega, i’or some time ho had never mentioned the name of Valeria 
to his patron, from the shjiuldng and sensitive delicacy of his 
nature, which dreaded to i)rcss anothor supplicant and dependant 
on his patron’s charity. All ho could give he sent to Arles fur 
A'aleria Lulli, who was lodged with an old cunoncss of the city, and 
began to be noted, as sh(^ grow older, as the most perfect contralto 
in the girls’ clioir in all Southern hVance. See her he could not; 
a sense of ducy to the man by whom he had been redeemed fiom 
death, and the infirmities of his own health, which tliat nigh 
approach of death had more utterly enfeeffled, prevented him iV' -ni 
returin’’‘g to Provence. But he heard of her ; ho heard from In r ; 
ho know that she was drawing near womanhood in safe shollor, 
and a happy, if obscure, home, through him ; and it suffleed for 
him. His affection for her was the tender solicitude of a i^rothcr, 
shut out from any tinge of a warmer emotion, both through liis own 
sense of how utterly banned from him by his calainiLy "was ail 
thought of woman’s love, and through his own memory of Valeria, 
wliich was hut of a fair and loving child, n 

Two years before this morning in whiS Chandos listened lo the 
Tantnm Ergo, a hoavj’’ blow fell on the musician, smiting down all 
the fond, vague thoughts with which he had associated Valeria's 
dawning womanhood with the dawning success of his own ambi- 
tion in his art. A long silence had passed by, bringing no tidings 
of her, when his anxiety grew uncontrollable and knew itself 
powerless ; he had passionately repented of the silence he had pre- 
served on her name to his only friend. He inquired tiding of 4;h0 
caiioness, but received none. Chandos was away, yachtiiig m«tho 
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Mediterranean, and spending the late summer and the autumn in 
the East; the winter also ho spent in .Paris. "Whon, with the 
spring, LuUi saw him once more, ho told him at length of Valeria, 
and entreated his aid to learn the cause of the silcnco that had 
fallen between him and Aides. Chandos gave ^t willingly ; ho 
sent his courier abroad to inquire for tho young choral singer. 
All answer with which ho returned was that the cauoiicss had di(^d 
in the course of that summer, that Valeria Lulli had disappeared 
from the city, and that neither priest nor layman could tell more, 
save that it was the general supposition that she had fled with a 
handsome milord, who had visited tho cathedral, hoard her singing, 
learned her residence, and visited her often during tho summer 
months. Ho too had left Arles without any one romemboring his 
name or knowing where ho had gone. The gossips of the still 
solemn old Eoman city had noted him often with Valeria at vesper- 
time, and underneath the vino-hung, grey stone coiling of her 
casement in tho canoness’s little Umrelle. 

So tho history ran, — brief, but tolling a world. To Guido Lulli 
there was room noithor for doubt nor hope ; it was plain as the 
daylight to him, and ncedcid not another line added to it. It cut 
him to tho heart. Shame for the honour of his name, which,- 
though sunk into poverty, claimed descent from him whoso divine 
strains once floated down tho rose-aisles of Versailles ; passionate 
hitterness against the unknown si ranger who had robbed him; 
grief for the loss and dishonour of tho one whom he had cherish(‘d 
from her childhood, — all those were terrible to him ; but they were 
sciii’ccly so cruel as the sting of ingratitudo from a lifo that ha 
alone had supported, and for whicli ho had endured, through many 
years, deprivations uncounted and solicitude unweaiying. Ho 
taid but little, but the iron went down deep into his gentle suffer- 
ing nature, and left a wound there that was never closed. 

No more had been learned of the fate of Valeria ; it sank into 
silence, and all tho efforts exerted by his patron’s wealth and by 
the ingenuity of his hirelings failed to bring one light on the sur- 
face of the darkness that covered her lost life. As Lulli has said, 
she was dead to him. Put the pain she had dealt was living, and 
Yv^ould live long. Natures like Lulli’s suffer silently, but suffer 
greatly; and now, when the monastical silenco closed in again 
around him as the sound of Chandos’ steps died off the morning 
silliness, and the early rays only strayed on the ivory whiteness of 
the carved Passion above tho little shrine of his antique chamber, 
ho sat there, listless and in thought, his head sunk, his hands 
resting immovable upon tne keys with which he could givo out lit 
music for the gods, tho sadness on him which over oppressed him 
when te came back from his own best-beloved world of melodious 
sound into the coarse, harsh, weary world of fact and of existence. 

He thought of the bright child whose desolate life he had suc- 
coured, as he had used to see her, with the sunlight on her hair, 
while she gathered bowing crowns of summer lilies, and featheiy 
wealth of seeding grasses, among the giant ruins <Jf tho Eoman 
Amphitheatre, where the Gaul and the Frank, the Latin and the 
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Greek, lay mouldering in. the community of death, while the 
arrowy Bhone. flashed its azure in tho ligh#, and' the purple grapes 
grow mellow in tho golden languor of a Southern noon. 


CHAPTEB VI. 

LATET ANGUIS IN HERBA. 

'• Lots of news ! ” said Trcyenna, crushing up a pile of journals as 
ho sat at breakfast in Park Lane — his second breakfast, of course, 
for which ho commonly dropped in as Chandos was taking his 
flvst. “Queer thing, a paper is; sort of prosaic phoenix, oh? 
Kings die, ministers die, editors go to pot, its staff drops under 
the sod, governments smash, nations swamp, actors change; but 
on goes tho paper, coming out imperturbably every morning. 
Nothing disturbs it ; deaths enrich it ; wars enlarge it ; if a royal 
Load goes into the grave, it politely prints itself with a black 
border by way of gratifying his soul, and soils itself to oxtremo 
.advantage with a neat and dovetailing of ‘ Lo roi est mort,’ and 
* Vivo lo roi.’ Queer thing, a paper ! ” 

“ A melancholy thing in that light. To think of the swarm of 
striving life pressed into a single copy of the Times is as mournful 
as Xerxes’ crowds under Mount Ida, though certainly not so 
poehc.” 

“ Mournful ? Don’t seo it,” responded Trevonna, who never did 
see anything mournful in life, except the miserable mistake by 
which he had not boon born a millionuairo. “ It’s rather amusing 
t ) see all the pother and bother, and know that they’ll all bo dead, 
e^'ory man o^. ’em, fifty years hence ; because one always has an 
unuttered conviction that some miracle will happen by which one 
won’t die oneself. Howj thoroughly right Lucretius is ! it is so 
nleasant to see other men in a storm while one’s high and dry 
l)oyon.l reach of a drop ; and to watch them all rushing and scuttling 
tln ongh life in tho Times^ columns is uncommonly like watcliiiig 
lliem rush through a tempest. You know they’ll all of them get 
splashed to the skin, and not one in ten thousand reach thoir goal.” 
Chandos laughed. 

“ But when you are in the tempest, my friend, I fancy you 
would bo very glad of a little more sympathy than you give, and 
would be very grateful for an umbrellsyi” 

“Oh, the devil take sjunpathy ! GiW mo success.” 

“ Tho selection is not new. But in defeat ” 

“ In defeat ? let it go ten leagues farther to tho deuce ! Sym- 
pathy in success might bo genuine ; people would scramble for the 
lonhons I dropped; but sympathy in defeat was never anything 
bettor yet than a sneer delicately veiled.” 

“ Poor humanity ! You will allow nothing good^to come out of 
Nazareth ; a sweeping verdict, when by Nazareth you mean man- 
kind. Well, 1 would rather give twenty rogues credit for being 
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honest men, than wrong one honest man by thinking him a rogue. 
To think evil unjustly is to create evil ; to think toO|Well of a man 
may end in making hinr what you have called him.’’' 

Trevenna smiled— his arch, humorous smile, that danced in the 
mirth of his eyes, and twinkled so joyously and mischievously 
about the corners of his mouth. 

“If it bo your preference to think too well of men, trea-cher, 
you can hardly miss gratifying it. Eogues grow thick as black- 
berries. Only when Turcaret, whom you think the mirror of 
honour, makes you bankrupt, and OingillinOy whom you believe 
the soul of probity, makes off with your plato, and Tartuffe, whom 
you have deemed a saint of the first water, forges a little bill on 
your name, blame nobody but your own delightful and expensive 
optimism; that’s all! Don’t you know you think too well bf 

There was a shade of earnestness and, for the instant, of regret 
in his bold, bright eyes, as they fastened themselves on Chandos’ ; 
there was, for the moment, one faint impulse of compunction and 
of conscienco in his heart. He knew that the man before him 
trusted him so utterly, so loyally; he knew that the witness of 
tho world to sink and shamo him would only have made the hand 
of Ernest Chandos close firmer on his own. That band was 
stretched out now in a gesture of generous frank grace, of true 
and gallant friendship. 

“You know I have no fear of that. Our friendship is of too old 
a date.” 

Trevenna hesitated a moment, one slight, impalpable second of 
time, not to be counted, not to be noted; then his hand closed on 
that held out him. 

The momentary better thought had gone from him. When he 
took tho hand of Chandos thus, few criminals had ever fallen lower 
than he. Were Catholic fancies true, and “ guardian angels with 
us as wo walk,” his guardian spirit would have left Trevenna then 
for ever. 

“Well,” ho said, with his mirthful and ringing laugh, liko hia 
voice, clear and resonant as a clarion, “ you found me in no irre- 
proachable place, mm. at any rate ; so you can’t complain 

if I turn out a scamp. A debtor’s prison wasn’t precisely the place 
for the lord of Clarencieux to choose an ally.” 

“ Many a ‘ lord of Clarencieux ’ has gamed away his wit and his 
wealth — which w^as your only sin then, my dear follow. I am not 
afraid of the consequenc#. So many people who speak well of 
themselves are worth nothing, that by inverse ratio, Trevenna, 
you, who speak so ill of yourself, must be worth a great deal. 
You look at some things from too low a standing-point, to my 
fancy, to be sure ; but you see as high as your stature will let 
yon, I suppose.” 

“ Of course, literally and metaphorically, you’re a very tall man, 
and I’m a v^ry short; and, literally and metaphorically , if you 
see stars I don’t, I see puddles you don’t ; if you watch for planets 
I forget, I watch for quicksands you forgot. My stature will bo 
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tlie more uscftl of the two in tho end. Apiopos of quicksands, 
the first architect of thorn in the country was magnificent on the 
Cat Tax last night.” 

' ‘ Who ? Milverton ? ” 

Yes, Milvertbn. As if you^d forgotten who was Exchequer ! 
If he were a handsome coryphee^ now you’d be eager to hear every 
syllable about tho (Uhut. The speech was superb. To hoar him ! 
he drew tho lino so admirably between tho necessary and humble 
mousor, helpmate of the housewife, and the pampered, idle Angora, 
fed on panada, and kept from caprice ; ho touched so inimitably 
on tho cat in Ijgypt and Cyprus, tracing the steps by which a deity 
had become a drudge, and tho onco-sacred life been set to preserve 
the pantries from mice ; he throw so choice a sop to the Exeter Hall 
party by alluding to its fall as a meet judgment on a heathen 
deity, and richly merited by a creature that was mentioned in 
Herodotns, and not in the Bible ; ho sprinkled tho whole so classi- 
cally with Greek quotations that greatly imposed tho House, and 
greatly posed it, its members having derived hazy Attic notions from 
the Greek cribs at the Universities, and Grote on rainy after- 
noons in tho country. By Jove, tho whole thing was masterly ! 
The Budget will pass both Chambers.” 

Chandos laughed as ho ate tke mellowest of poaches. 

“And that you call public life ? a slavery to send straws down 
tho "wind, and twist cables of sand ! The other evening I drove 
Milverton to Claire Bahers. Just at her door a hansom tore after 
us, his Whip dashed up ; tho House was about to divide; Milver- 
ton must go down directly. And he went. There is an existence 
to spend ! Fancy the empty platitudes of tho benches, instead of 
the bright wots at Kahcl’s; the empty froth of placemen patriots, 
instead of tho tasteful foam of sparkling Moselle ! ” 

“ Fie, fie, Chandos ! You shouldn’t satirise St. Stephen’s, out 
of filial respect.” 

“The St. Stephen’s of my father’s days was a very ditforent 
affair They are not politicians now, they are only, placemen ; 
they don’t dictate to the press, the press ’dictates to them ; they 
don’t care how the country is lowered, they only caro to keep in 
office. When there is an Euroj)ean simoom blowing through the 
House, I may come and look on : so long as they brew storms in 
the saucer, I have no imdination for the tea-party. Would 
like public life, Trevenna 't ” 

“I? What’s tho good of my liking anything? I’m a Pariah 
of tho pave, a Chicot to the clubs; l^^ian only floiJt myself fi? 
dinner-stories and gossip.” 

“Gossip! You inherit the souls of Pepys and Grimm. Thaf 
such a clever follow as you can ” 

‘ ‘ Precisely because I am a clover fellow do I collect what every- 
body loves, except raj/ineurs like yourself. I am never so welcome 
as when I take about a charmingly chosen bundle of characters to 
be crushed and reputations to be cracked. To slander his neigh- 
bour is indir^Jctly to flatter your listener; of course, slander 
is welcome. Every one likes to hear something bad of 
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body else; it enhances his comfort when ho ia comfortable, and 
makes him think ‘ somebody’s worse off than I lim * when ho 
isn^t/* 

“I wonder if there were ever such a combinativi of Theophras- 
tus’ bitterness and Plautus’ g^ood humour in any living being 
before you, Trevenna ? You judge humanity like Eochefoucauld, 
and laugh with it liko Falstalf; and you toll men that they aro 
all rascals as merrily as if you said they were all angels.” 

“A great deal more merrily, I suspect. One can get a good 
deal of merriment out of rogues ; there is no better company under 
the sun ; but augcls would be uncommonly heavy work. ISin’s tho 
best salt.” 

“ Mr. Paul Leslie is waiting, sir,’ said the groom of the cham- 
bers, approacliing his master. 

Quito right ; I will sco him in tho library.” 

“ Paul Leslie ? That’s a new namo ; I don’t know it,” said 
Trevenna, who made a point of knowing every one who came to 
his host, no matter how insignificant. 

“ Very likely. Ho novor gives dinners, and could not lend you 
a sou.” 

There was a certain careless, disdainful irony in the words, half 
unconscious to Ohandos himself. He had all the manner of tho 
vieille couvy all its stately grace, and all its delicate disdain; and 
cordial as his logard was for Trevenna, and sincere as was his 
belief that the bluntncss and professed egotism of the man covered 
a thousand good qualities and proclaimed a candour bright and 
open as the day, ho was not, ho could not be, blind to the fact 
that Trevenna never sought or heeded any living soul except those 
who could benefit him. 

1 understnnd,” laughed Tievenna; with a riding- whip about 
his shoulders he would still have laughed good-naturedly. “ One 
of your 2>roteges, of course; some Giotto who was drawing sheep 
when the Clarencieux Cimabuo saw him; some staiwiug Chat- 
terton who has plucked u'p heart of grace to write and ask the 
author of ‘ Lucrcco ’ to give him the magna nominia umhra. Tell 
him to turn navvy or corn-chandler, Chandos, before he worships 
tho Muses without having five thousand a year to support those 
dissipated ladies upon; and twenty years hence he’ll thank you 
while ho eats his fat bacon with a roh’sh in the pot-house, or 
weighs out his pottles of barley in sensible contentment.” 

“ You are a thorough Englishman, Trevenna; you would make 
a poet an exciseman, andf expect him to be serenely grateful for 
the patronage ! Pray, how many of those who honour ‘ tho 
Muses,’ as you call them, have Jbad five thousand a year, or had 
even their daily bread when they started, for that m,atter ? I must 
give this boy his audience, so I may not see you till wo meet in 
tho park or the clubs. You dine with mo to-night ? There are a 
triad of Serene Highnesses coming, and German royalty is terribly 
oppressive society.” i 

• ‘ Oh, I will be here, monseigneur ; I obey orders. You want 
me at your dinners as Valois wanted Triboulet, eh h The jester is 
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welcomed for *“the nonsense he talks, and may be more familiar 
than guests ofjhighor degree.” 

“ Ti'iboulet r What are you thinking of? Men of your talent 
bring their own welcome, and are far more creditor than debtor to 
society. Surely Trovonna, you never misdoubt the sincerity of my 
friendship ?” 

The other looked up with his bright honhomie. 

“ You are a Sir Caladore of courtesy. No ; lam as sure of the 
(quality of your friendship as I am of the quality of your clarets. 
1 can’t say more ; and, as the world bows down before you, the dis- 
tinction of it is very gratifying. Besides, you have the best chej 
in town ; and I dearly love a friend that gives good dinners.” 

Chandos laughed. Trovenna alwaj^s amused him; the utter 
absence of flattery rtifreshed him, and ho know the world too well 
not to know that sincerity and warmth of feeling were full as 
likely to lie under the frankly confessed egotism as under the 
suaver protestations of other men. Yet tho answer chilled him 
ever so slightly, jarred on him ever so faintly. A temperament 
that is never earnest is at times well-nigh as wearisome as a tem- 
perament that is never gay ; there comes a time when, if' you can 
never touch to any depth, the ceaseless froth and brightness of the 
surface will create a certain sense of imiiatience, a certain sense o'" 
want. He felt this for the moment with Trovenna. 

No wonder the women are so fond of tho caresses of those 
mains blanches, they are as white, and as soft, and as delicate as a 
girl’fih^urse him ! ” thought Trovenna, whilo his eyes glanced 
from Cbandos’ hand, as it fell from his shoulder, and on to hi.^ 
own; which was bioad, strong, and coarse, both in shape and in 
fibre, though tenacious in hold, and characteristic in form. The 
band of Chandos was the hand of the aristocrat and of tho artist 
moulded in ono ; Trevenna’s that of the working-man, of the agile 
gymnast, of the hardy mountaiu-climbor. 

The thought was petty and passionate as any woman’s — ihe 
envy ^faerile and angered to a fominmo and childish littloiios^n 
But this was Trevenna’s one weakness, this jealousy of all these 
differences of caste and of breeding, as his sonnets wore Kichelicu’s 
as his paintings were Goethe’s, as his deformed limb was Byron’s. 

The warm friendship offered him and proved to him was for- 
gotten in the smart of a small, wounded vanity. A straw mis- 
placed will make us enemies ; a millstone of benefits hung about 
his nock may fail to anchor down by us a single friend. We may 
lavish what we will — kindly thought, Iqyal service, untiring aid, 
and enerous deed — and they are all but as oil to the burning, as 
fuel to the flame, when spent upon those who are jealous of us. 

Despite, however, his hearty curse upon his host, Trevenna went 
on witli his breakfast complacently, while Chandos left him to givo 
audience ^and something more) to the young artist, a clever boy 
without a sou, with the talent of a Scheffbr and the poverty of a 
Chatter ton, whom he was about to enable to study in peace in 
Rome. Trevehna was a sagacious man, a practical man, and did 
not allow his own personal enmities, or the slight circumstance 
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of his having mentally damned the man whose hospitality he 
enjoyed to interfere jvith his appreciation of his lobster cutlets, 
liqueurs, pdtes^ and amontillado. * | 

Then, when he had fairly finished a breakfast that would have 
done honour to the inventions of a Tide, ho went put to the clubs, 
— it was two o’clock in the day, — to keep up his reputation as a 
public talker, with a variety of charming, damaging stories, and 
inimitable specimens of inventive ingenuity, such as made him 
welcome at all the best tables, and w^ell received oven in the smok- 
ing sanctum of the Guards’ Club. Trevenna had not dined at 
his own expense for ton years ; ho knew so well how to amuse 
society. Ills manufactiiros wore matchless; they w'cro the most 
adroit and lasting slanders of all,- — slandeis that had a foundation 
of truth. 

“ "Wliat’s up, Charlie ? You look rather blue,” said that easiest 
and most familiar of “ diners-out,” 'whom no jn’esenco could awo 
and no coolness could ice, as ho sauntered now down Pall Mall 
with a young dandy of tla^ Porejgn Olliee, who had played so much 
chicken-hazard, aud planiu^d so many Crown and Seeptro and Star 
and Garter f(Hvs in the mornings which ho devoted to the State, 
that ho had (jomo to coiisidorahlo grief over ‘‘floating paper.” 

Charlie nodded silently, pulling his auihor moustaches. 

“ Tight f eh ? Dal won’t bleed!''” asked Trevenna, with a good- 
nitured, almost affectitmato interest. “Pal” was Lord Daller- 
stono, Charlie’s older bj othor. 

“ Bleed ? No. He’s up a tree liiinsdf,” nninnurcd the victim. 
“It’s those confoiind'jd T’iudall & Co. peojile; tliey’vo got bills of 
mine, — bought them in, — and they put Iho screw on no end.” 

“ Tindall & Co. ! Ah ! Hard peoulo, ain’t they 

“Devils!” murmured Charlie, still in the sleopio.st of tones. 
“It’s that vile old Jew Mathias, you Imows he’s the firm, no 

doubt of it, though he kcejis it so dark. ‘Payor ’ That’s 

all they say; and I’ve no more idea -udiero to got any money 
than that pug.” 

“ Bought your paper up ? that is awkward w’ork,” said Trevenna, 
musingly. “ I hardly see what you can do. I know the Tindall 
people are very sharp, — old Hebrew beggar is, as you say, at least. 
How much br('athing-tirao do they give you h” 

“ Only till Thur.^day.” 

“Humph! only forty-eight hours ; close shave!” said Trevenna. 
“ Of coui'se you can’t do anything if you’re not able to get the 
money. They’ve the law on. their side.” 

“ you think of anything? You’re such a clever fellow, 

Trevenna!” asked the embryo diplomatist, whose personal diplo- 
macy .was at its wits’ end. 

“ Thanks for the compliment, bon gargoriy but I’m not clover 
enough to make money out of nothing. How people would rusli 
to my laboratory, if 1 were ! I should cutout all the pet preacher tj 
with the women. I really haven’t an idea what advice to give you. 
I’d see these Tindall rascals with pleasui’e for yoi^ ; but I don’t 
suppose that "would do any good.” 
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“Try! thei;o’s a good fellow ! ” said tho boy, with more 
ness than he had ever thrown into his sleepy ,, silky voice in all the 
days of his dafidyism. 

“ rU ask them to let yon have longer time, at any rate. Perhaps 
they’ll be persuaded to renew the bills. Anyway, I’m more up to 
City tricks than you are. Let’s see, what^s their place of business ? 
I remember — that wretched, dirty place in Piffler’s Court, isn’t it ? 
m go down there to-morrow morning.” 

Charlie’s languid eyes brightened with delighted hope, and ho 
thanked his friend over and over again with all that cordial but 
embarrassed eagerness which characterises Young England when it 
IS warmly touched and does not like to make a fool of itself. 
Charlie’s heart was a very kind, a very honest one, under the shell 
of dandy apathy, and it hold Trovenna from that moment in tho 
closest gratitude. 

“ Such a brick of a follow, to go bothering himself into that 
beastly City after my affairs ! ” he thought, as he turned into Pratt’s 
for a game at billiards, while Trevenna sauntered on down the 
shady side of tho street. 

“ It’s as well to oblige him, we should got nothing by putting 
the screw on him ; ho is only worth tho tobacco-pots and art-trash 
he’s heaped together in his rooms, and that chestnut hack that he’s 
never paid for. It’s as well to oblige him. Dal will kill himself 
sooner or later at the rate ho goes, and tho next brother’s an in- 
valid ; Charlie’s sure to have the title, I fancy, some day or other,'' 
thought Trovenna, as he went along, encountering acquaintances 
at every yard, and receiving a dozen invitations to luncheon in as 
many feet of tho trottoir. This was Trovenna’s special statesman- 
ship,— to cast his nets so far forward that they took in not only the 
present but tho fiitaro. Ho sought the society and tho friendship 
of young mon : who know what use they might not be some day ? 

Mon thought him “a pushing follow, but thou so deucedly 
amusing,’' and liked him. He was almost everywhere welcome to 
them , for he was not only a popular wit and a gossiiper, but he was 
a surpa.- mg whist- and a capital billiard- player, an excellent shot, 
a splendid salmon-fisher, and as unerring a judge of all matters 
“horsy” as over pronounced on a set of llawclitfe yearlings and 
picked out the winner from tho cracks at Danebury. They thought 
him “nobody,” and looked on him as only Chandos’ homme 
<V affaires, but they liked him. Women alone never favoured him, 
and held him invariably at an icy distance, partly, of course, fron.. 
the fact that women never smile upon a man wh^has nothing. 
Ladies are your only thorough Optimaies. You like ti man if ho 
be a good shot, a good rider, a good talker — they must hrst know 
“ all about him you laugh if tho wit be hen frowafo— they must 
loam, before they smile, if the speaker bo worth applauding; you 
will listen if the brain bo well filled — they must know that tho 
purse is so also. Women, therefore, gave no sort of attention to 
Trovenna, but only spoke of him as “ a little man, — odious littlo 
man, so brusq^ie ; he keeps a cab, and lives no one knows how , 
bangs on to gr eat mon, and rich men, like Chandos.’* 
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Bosidos, Trcvcnna offended ladies in other ways. If not a great 
disciple of truth in 'proyrid 'persona, ho scattered a good many truths 
about in tho world, though ho lied with an onchanfing readiness 
and tact when occasion needed. IIo nevertheless satirised hypo- 
crisy and humbug with a genuine relish in tho WQrk ; his natural 
candour relieved itself in the llagellations ho gave humanity. Ho 
had a rich Hudibrastic vein in him, and ho was not tho less sinccro 
in his ironies on tho world’s many masks because his sagacity led 
him to borrow them to serve his own ends. 

Truth is a rough, honest, helter-skelter terrier, that none like to 
see brought into their drawing-rooms, throwing over all thoir 
dainty little ornaments, upsetting their choicest Dresden, that 
nobody guessed wat3 cracked till it fell with tho mended side upper- 
most, and keeping every one in incessant tremor lest tho next snap 
should bo at their braids or their boots, of which neither tho var- 
nish nor tho luxuriance will stand rough usage. Trovenna took 
this unmuzzled bruto about with him into precincts where there 
were delicacies a touch would soil, frailties a brush would crack, 
and smooth carpets of brilliant bloom and velvet gloss that, 
scratched up, showed the bare boards underneath, and let in the 
stench of rats rotting below. Of course, he and the terrier too 
were detested by ladies. Such a gaucherie would have been 
almost unbearable in a duke ! They would have had difficulty to 
control the grimace into a smile had the coarse and ciiiel pastime 
been a prince’s : for a penniless man-about-town it was scarcely 
likely they would open their boudoir-doors to such a master and 
to such an animal. Women abominated him, and Trevonna was 
too shrewd to underrate tho danger of his enemies. He knew 
that women make nine-tenths of all the mischief of this world, 
and that thoir delicate hands demolish the character and the 
success of any ono whom they dislike; but to have given ‘himself 
to conciliate them would have been task of such in Unite weari- 
ness to him that he lot things go as they would, and sot himself 
to achieve what ho purposed without roferenco to them. Ho was 
quite siu-e that if success shono on him tho fair sox would smile 
too, and would soon find out that he was the most “delightful 
original in tho world ! ” 

“Ohandos,” said Trevenna, an hour or tw’o later, “I want to 
tell you something. That young brother of Dallerstone’s has come 
to grief, — fallen in Jews’ hands, — got up a tree altogether. Dal 
can’t help him ; he’s as bad himself ; and they’ll be down upoa 
Charlie on Thujsday.” 

“ Poor boy ! Cannot we stop that ?’* 

“Well, you could, of course; but it is asking a great deal 
you. I have promised him to see Tindall’s people.” 

“ Who are they ?” 

“Jew film in tho City; hold a good many of your aristocrati*' 
friends in their teeth, too. But I ^as going to say I can’t do any - 
thing for him unless I take them eume security that they will have 
their money. Now, if I could use your name, though there is 
' Qasop in life why you should give it— — 



“ My nam^ P Oh, I will serve him, certainly, if he be in dif- 
ficulties.” 

“Merely vpur name to get the bills renewed. They’ll trust 
that.” ^ 

“But I suppQse his debts are not very great ? — ^he is such a lad. 
Would it not be better to buy his paper out of these Hebrews* 
hands ?” 


“ Mercy on us, monseigneur ! ” cried Trevenna. “ If you don’t 
talk as coolly of buying up any unltnown quantity of bills as of 
buying a cigar-case ! No : there is no necessity for doing any- 
thing of the kind. If you will just give your name to renew the 
acceptances, it will sorvo him admirably. Mind, this is entirely 
my idea ; ho doesn’t dream of it ; but I know you are always so 
willing to aid any one.” 

“1 shall be moat happy to do him any good, — poor young 
fellow! You can have my signature when you like, though I 
think I might as well buy the bills at once ; for most likely it will 
end in my paying the money,” laughed OJiandos. Trevenna’ s 
eyes smiled with self-contented amusement as he stood a moment 
watching the roll of the carriages down St, James’s Street. 

“That was a very good thought,” he mused to himself. “I 
shall oblige Charlie, — ^what an angel ho will think me ! — and wo 
shall get another of the Prince of Clarencioux’s signatures into 
Tindall & Co.’s hands. Ah! there is nothing like combination 
and management.” 

“ llow does that man live, Ernest ?” asked Cos Grenvil, as 
Trevenna di’ove from the doors of White’s in his very dashing little 
tilbury, 

“ Live, my dear fellow ? I don’t know. What do you mean ?” 

“ How docs ho get the money to keep that trap? The mare’s 
worth five hundred guineas. He always vows he hasn’t a sou'* 

“A man must drive something,” said Chandos, who knew that 
the mare had come out of his own stables. “Trevenna always 
dines out, you know ; and rooms in a quiet street cost nothing.” 

“ Y/’.ore was it you first met him ?” 

“ I ? At Baden, years and years ago.” 

“Ah!” yawned Grenvil; “plenty of scounclrels to bo picked 
up there.” 

Chandos laughed. 

“ Thanks for the information, Cos. You are prejudiced against 
Trevenna. Don’t believe all the nonsense ho talks against him- 
self: there is not a better fellow living. Ah, there is the Lennox ! 
How splendidly that woman wears ! she must bo thirty, but she is 
lovely as she was ton years ago. I always liked Mrs. Lennox’; 
she is really perfect style, and, besides ’ 

Chandos did not conclude his sentence as to bis regard for the 
subject of it, but looked after her a moment. A lovely woman, as 
he had said, with hazel eyes and hair, and a half- disdainful, half- 
melancholy glance from under her drooping lids, who was driving 
a team of qi’eam Circassian ponies, “ UEmjnre, e'est mot," was 
written in every liho of her classic features, Queen of’ the Free 
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Lances as she was, daring and unscrupulotis Bohlmian as the 
world notoriously declared ner. | 

“ This note came for you, sir, during the morning,” said Alexis, 
his head valet, as Ohandos went into his chamber to dress for dinner 
at the French Embassy. 

“ Who brought it ?” 

“I really don’t know who, sir; a commissionnairc. He could 
not tell who tho servant was that gave it him, but said he was to 
beg mo to see it personally shown you,” said Alexis, to whom the 
cojrtmissionnairc had brought a considerable douceur to induce bim 
to perform this office, all the letters that were sent to Chandos in 
unknown hands passing to his secretary. 

lie took it as he went into his dressing-room, and glanced at it 
indifferently. Like all well-known men, he received so many 
communications from strangers that ho never looked at any letters 
save those he especially cared to open. We are all more or loss 
martyrs to letters, and get a salutary dread of them as years roll 
onward. But this little note was so delicate, so porfumy, so pretty, 
and looked so like a love-missive, "that Chandos for once broke 
both his rule and its seal. Little of love repaid him: tho note 
was of most unfeminino brevity, though of thoroughly feminine- 
mystery, 

CHAlfDOS,— 

“ Believe in evil for once in your life if you can. The man you 
took out of a debtors’ prison hates you, if ever there were hate in 
this world. Under his bright good humour there lies a purpose 
very fatal to you. What purpose ? I cannot tell you. Watch, 
and you may unmask it. All I entreat of you is, be on your 
guard; and do not let your own heedless generosity, your own 
loyal and gallant faith, betray you into the hands of a traitor, 
(jive no trust, give no friendship, to Trovonna : ‘ latet anguis in 
herb&.* 

“ Your most sincere WoU- wisher.’* 

Chandos read tho note, then crushed it up and flung it from him. 

A certain chilliness had passed over him at tho words that 
attacked in tho dark tho man whom he had so long trusted and 
befriended. Belief in it, even for a second, had not power to touch 
him. An anonymous note of course brought its own condemna- 
tion with it ; but suspicion in any shape was so utterly alien and 
abhorrent to him that its mere suggestion repelled him. Suspicion, 
to frank and generous tempers, is a cowardice, a treachery, a vile 
and creeping thing that dares not brave the daylight. Tho attack, 
the iniiueiido, the iiiiauthenticated charge, only rallied him nearer 
him whom they impugned, not from obstinacy or from wayward- 
ness, — his nature was too gentle to have a touch of either, — but 
simply from the chivalry 111 his temperament that drew him to 
Ithoso ,who were slandered, and the loyalty in his friendship that 
|clung closer to his fiiend when in need. 

“Poor Trevenna! Some lady’s vengeance, I suppose. If she 
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wove not toolclovor for any such folly, and too genorous for any 
such slander/1 should say the writing was Beatrix Lennox’s : it is 
very like, though disguised,*’ he thought, as he glanced at the note 
where it lay among the azure silk and laces of his bed, whore it 
had fallen. 

It left a transient pain, impatience, and depression on him for 
ton minutes after its reception. To have read the mere suggestior- 
of j)ertidy in the man he trusted made Ohandos feel himself ^ 
traitor ; and to his careless, insouciant, serenity-loving temper, any 
jar of a harsher world, any breath of doubt or of treacheiy, was 8 • 
lopellent to his mind as the cast wind was to his senses. 


CHAPTEE VII. 

A JESTEIl WHO HATED BOTH PRINCE AND PALACE. 

“ Lady Chesterton is vowing Cherubino is divine. "What queer 
divinity 1 What would Michael Angelo have said to an archangel 
in a tail-coat, a lace cravat, and a pair of whito kid gloves, holding 
a roll of music, and looking a cross between a brigand, a waiter, 
and a parson?” said Trevenna to the Countess de la Vivai-ol. 
Madame do la Vivarol was the only woman who in any way coun- 
tenanced and liked Trevenna, the only one of the exclusive leaders 
of ton who ever deigned to notice his existence; and she was 
amused by his iin2)udenco, his sang-froid^ and his oddity, and paid 
liim only just \s much attention as M ntespan and other great 
ladies of Versailles paid their Barbary m» ikey or their little negro 
dwarf, according the pet liberties because :>f its strangeness and its 
insignificance. 

“ Dici ' lifo, a public singer’s,” went on Trevenna, who could not 
keep his tongue quiet even through a morning concert, and who, 
moreover, hated music heartily, and could not have told “ Mose in 
Egitto'' from “ Yankee Doodle.” “Subsists on his cl/iviclo, and 
keeps his bank-balance in his thorax; knows his funds will go 
down if ho hatches up a sore throat, and loses all his capital if no 
catches a cough ; lunches off cutlets and claret to come and sing 
‘ The moon rides high,’ in broad daylight ; and cries ‘ lo son ricco 
e ta sei whilo he’s wondering how ho shall pay his debts, and 
thinking what an ugly woman the singer with him in the duo is. 
Ah, by-the-by, madame, — apropos of plain women, — the Marchesa 
ili Santiago has given some superb malachite candelabra a& a votivo 
offering to Moortields, for the same reason, they do say, as the 
Princess de Soubise gave gold lamps to Bossuot, ‘ pour le pouvoir 
de pecker d Vdme tranquilled ” 

“ Chut I I detest scandal,” smiled Madame do la Vivarol , “ and ; 
license has^ts limits, M. Trevenna. Madame di Santiago is my 
most particular friend.” 

“ Exactly ; of your enemy, madame, I know a dotrimontal Blory 
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would not bo half so piquant I To hear ill of our fool is tho salt oi 
life, but to hear ill of our friends is the sauce hlaniilie itself,’* re- 
sponded Trevenna the Imperturbable. 

The countess laughed, and gave him a dainty blgw with her satin 
programme. 

“ Most impudent of men ! When will you learn the first lesson 
of society, and decently and discreetly ajpprendre d voua efface P *’ 

“ A m'effacer t Tho advice Lady Harriet Vandelour gave Cecil. 
Very good for mediocre people, I dare say ; but it would’nt suit me, 
■There are some people, you know, that won’t iron down for tlie 
hardest rollers. M'effacer P No ! I’d rather any day be an ill-bred 
originality than a well-bred nonentity.” 

“ Then you succeed perfectly in being what you wish! Don’t 
you know, monsieur, that to set yourself against conventionalities 
IS like talking too loud ? — an impertinence and an under-breeding 
that society resents by exclusion ?” 

“ Yes, I know it. But a duke may bawl, and nobody shuts out 
him; a prince might hop on one leg, and everybody would begin to 
hop too. Now, what tho ducal lungs and the princely logs might 
do with impunity, I declare I’ve a right to do, if I like.” 

**Beca8ae! no one can declare his rights till ho can do muc!i’ 
more, and— -purchase them. Have a million, and we may perhaps 
give you a little license to be unlike other persons ; without the 
million it is an ill-bred gaucherie,** 

“Ah, I know! Only a nobleman may be original; a poor 
penniless wretch ^on town must be humbly and insignificantly 
commonplace. What a pity for the success of the aristocratic 
monopohsts that nature puts clever fellows and fools just in tho 
reverse order ! But then nature’s a shocking socialist.” 

“ And so are you.” 

Trevenna laughed. 

“ Hush, madame. Pray don’t destroy me with such a whisper.” 

“ And be silent yourself,” said Madamo la Comlesse. “ You are 
tho most incorrigible chatterer out of a monkey-house ; and one 
cannot silence you with a few nuts to crack, for tho only thing you 
relish is mischief. Chut ! I want to hear the concerto, 

“ Appreiidre d m'efacer'^ meditated Trevenna. “ Life has wanted 
to teach me that lesson over since I opened my eyes to it. ‘ Pall 
in with the ruck ; never thi^k of winning the race ; never dare to 
start for the gold cups or enter yourself for tho aristocratic stakes : 
plod on between the cart-shafts ; toil over the beaten tracks ; lot 
them beat you, and gall you, and tear your mouth with the curb, 
and never turn against them ; but, though you hate your existence 
with all your might and main, bless the Lord for your creation, 
preservation, and salvation.* ^ That was the lesson they tried to 
teach me. I said I’d be shot if I’d learn it ; all the teachers and 
lawgivers couldn’t force it down my throat. I am a rank outsider , 
nobody knows my stable or my trainer, my sire or my dam ; nobody 
would bet a tenner on my chances. N^importe ! a :|ank outsider 
has carried the Derby away from the favourite before now.” 

With which consolatory metaphor of tho turf, Trevenna leaned 
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“ Pretty landscape, that Hobbema ? Nothing but a hovel among 
birch-trees. Why on earth is a tumble-down cottage so much 
prettier on canvas than a marble mansion ? One likes crookod 
lines better than straight ones, I suppose, in art and out of it. 
Humanity has a natursd weakness for the zigzag.” 

Lady Chesterton made him a distant bow, and a stare of such 
unutterable insolence as only a great lady can command. 

“ That insufferable person ! Such an odious ton de garnison ! I 
cannot think how Chandos can countenance him,” said her lady- 
ship, without deigning to murmur any lower than usual, to the 
Marchioness of Sangroyal beside her. 

The concert at which Trevenna was solacing himself for the 
martyrdom of melody by watching with his bright eyes for waifs 
and strays, for hints and grounds of future scandalous and enter- 
taining[ hiatoriettes, was one of the musical mornings for which the 
house in Park Lane was famous ; concerts of the choicest, under 
the organisation of Guido LtQli, most delicate, most masterly of 
musical geniuses, with the rSpertoire as full of artistic light and 
shade as any Titian, and the performance, by the first singers of 
Europe, just sufficienlly, and only sufficiently, long to^ charm 
without over detaining the ear. These concerts were invariably in 
the moture-galleries, so that while the glories of Gluck and Handel 
and^ssini and Mej^orbeer floated on the air, the companion- art 
was always before the eyes of the audience, while beyond, aislo 
upon aisle of colour and blossom opened from the conservatories. 
The softest of south winds blew gently in now from the paradise of 
flowers glowin ' there; the sunlight fell into some deep-huod 
Giorgione, some historical gathering of Veronese, or somo fair 
martyr-head of Delaroche ; the dikitanti murmured praise of a fugue 
in D or a violin ohli^to ; the gold-corniced, purple-hung shadowy 
gallery ». as filled with a maze of bright hues and perfumy laces and 
the fair faces of women ; and Chandos, lying back in his fauUuil 
near an open window, listened dreamily to the harmonics of 
Beethoven, and let his eyes dwell on the Queen of Lilies. 

In the high-pressure whirl and incessant amusement of his life, 
it was difficult for any one impression to be made so indelibly upon 
him that it could not be chased away and surpassed by fifty others 
as fascinating; but, as far as he could be haunted by one exclusive 
thought, fhat thought, since the night of his ball, had been the 
young Lily Queen. 

" In many mortal forms I rashly sought 
The shadow of that idol of my thought 

he mused to himself, with a smile. ** Have I found it at last, I 
wonder ? Surely.” 

He did not think that to seek it here might be to the full as rash, 
and to the full as vain, as any other phantom -search that had before 
beguiled him. Who ever does think so in the first sweetness of t^ 
aei[ial vision P 
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*rhe moment when ho had seen her as Lucrece ha{ been fatal to 
him ; he had from that moment lost the power of judging or of 
reading her with truth and calmness ; for from that moment she 
had become the mortal form of his ideal among women. The shell 
was so perfect, he never doubted that the pearl within was as fair. 

His glance met hers now as he sat beside her just within the 
shade of one of the purple curtains, where she was framed in a 
setting of South American flowers, with one faint tint of the sun- 
light straying, rose-hued and mellow, acioss them and her. 

The softness of a beautiful warmth passed over her face as she 
mot his glance, wavering, delicate, the flush of unconscious love 
I'liid half- startled pleasure; he did not ask if it were but from the 
rays of the sun, or if it were from the rays of a sun brighter and 
more precious to us than the sun of the heavens, — that God of Light 
we call Gratified Vanity. 

He bent to her with an almost caressing homage, though he only 
spoke commonplace words. 

“ I had the whole selection classical music to-day, Lady Valencia. 
1 remembered you had said Mendelssohn was your favourite master.” 

She smiled, — a sweet glad smile, full of pleased surprise. 

“You remembered my idle words P” 

“No words can be idle to me that you have spoken.” 

No one heard the answer as tho serene, sublime harmonies of tho 
great Israelite floated through the air, and Ohandos leaned forward 
towards her chair, thinlfing how like to one another were the pure 
music that thrilled his oar and the proud yet soft loveliness that 
charmed his heart. It was his way to say gentle things to all women, 
and to mean them indeed while he uttered them ; but hero he meaiit 
them more deeply than in the mere gallantries of a courtly society. 

She looked at him under the shadow of her long eyelashes. 

“ You will make me bold enough,” she said, with a smile, “ to 
venture to ask you a favour that I have been hopelessly meditating 
for the last half-hour.” 

“ It is granted unasked. And now ?” 

“ And now — how strange you will think' it !” 

“ Have no fear of that, g If I can please you in.any thing, I shall 
be honoured enough. Your wish is ?” 

“ Well,” she answered, with a low laugh that scarcely disturbed, 
or was told from, the music, “ I want you to show me tho room 
where Lucrece was written. You do not let the world in there, they 
tell me ; but I fancy you will not refuse me my entreaty to enter 
the sacred precincts.” 

**Who could refuse you anything?” he asked her in turn. 

Where I wrote Litcrece was chiefly in the East; but I will gladly 
let you honour my sanctum^ though the thoughts that have been 
Buflficient for mo there will scarcely be so any longer when once you 
have left the memory of your presence to haunt it.” 

They spoke no more,, as the richest melody of the selection rolled 
in all its grandeur down the air, bearing with if all tne life and soul 
of the Provencal musician. To those who were gathered here — 
save to Chandos, indeed, who never hoard a perfect rhythm of 
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harmony, buti that ho glided on its chords through dreamy Shelley 
fancies — the music was but a pastime of the hour, a fashionable 
distraction to amuse a languid moment, a cover to flirtation ; but 
to LuUi it was the very breath of existence. Shrinking from every 
strange glance and voice, and shunning all publicity as ho did at 
all other times, he was now — now that he was absorbed in his art — 
as sublimely unconscious of the gaze or presence of that aristocratic 
and indifferent crowd as though they wore peasant-children listen- 
ing to his notes. Ho was as insensible to them as though they had 
no existence. What were they to him, — those cold dilettanti y those 
airy coquettes, those critical dandies, those beautiful idiots, who 
talked art-j argon without a throb of art within their souls P They 
had no part nor share with^him. He lived in the world ho created, 
ho lived in the heaven of melody that was around him ; and any 
other world was forgotten. And in that oblivion the man grow 
grand, the timid, si3fering, helpless cripple became a king in his 
own right, a sovereign in his own domain, — an empire that lay far 
away from the fret and fume of men, far away from the unworthi- 
ness of life. His head was proudly borne ; his haggard cheek was 
bright with the youth that, save in dreams, he had never known ; 
his eyes were alit with the light of the conqueror; and those among 
the guests who thought to notice this lame creature with the heart 
of a Beethoven would put up their glasses and givo him a curious 
look as though he were a medium or a piece of china, and say to 
each other, to forget it the next moment— 

** That poor mad cripple ! — quite a genius I Odd fancy of Chandos 
to keep him, but certainly ho conducts wonderfully well 

“ What a beautiful place I’’ cried the Queen of Lilies, as she 
entered, at the <'lose of the concert, that room which simply a desire 
to be able to cr mmand perfect solitude, if he desired it, had made 
him deny to all guests, and even to all servants, unsummonod. 

“Too beautiful to dedicate to solitude,” she said, as he led her 
in with words of complimentary welcome. “How connoisseurs 
would envy all the Ooustous and Canovas, all the pictures and 
bronzes, buried in this single room ! Why your very choicest art- 
treasuics are hidden hero !” 

“ I believe they are. But the envy of the virtuosi would not 
enhance their beauty or my pleasure in it.” 

“ No ?” she did not understand him. To her a diamonU was no 
more worth than a stone, unless it wore seen and coveted of others. 
“ This room is like a vision of Yathck. No wonder they call you 
a sybarite.” 

He laughed. 

“ Do they call me so ? And yet I would have rather lived on a 
date in Pericles’ Athens than have been king in Sybaris. Ah ! I 
told you it was cruel kindness to come here. Lady Valencia; my 
Daphne will have no smile, and my Danae no bloom, any longer. 
My art-idols will have no charm beside one memory.” 

He looked down on her with a glance that made his words no 
empty flatteiy, as they stood besido a writing- cabinet that had 
belonged to Tullia d’Arragona. She laid her hands on the manu- 
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scripts and papers that strewed it, and laughed, haif-gaily, half- 
moum*fully, as she touched them. ' 

“But those papers contain what no woman will riyal. Ad 
author always has one sovereign that no one can dethrone, — in his 
own dreams.” 

She must have known that it would have been hard for even a 
poet’s imagining to conjure any fancy more fair than her own 
reality, where she stood leaning slightly down over tho old ebony- 
and-gold cabinet of Strozzi’s mistress, alone with tho art which 
had no other story to toll than tho love it embodied, no other 
thought to create than the eternal history of human passion, — 
alone with tho golden lingering light of the sunset playing about 
her feet and shming in tho deep-brown lustre of her glance. 

He stooped towards her, made captive without reflection, with- 
out heed. 

“But doubly happy the author who finds his fairest dream 
made real ! ” 

At that moment through the open doorway floated Madame 
de la Yivarol, followed by Cos Grenvil and tho Duke of Crown- 
diamonds. 

“ Ah, monsieur ! so you liavo thrown this sacred and mystical 
chamber at last open to profane feet ? How charming it is ! — like 
apiece of description out of Monte Christo I she cried, with a 
charming carelessness, as she fluttered, butterfly-like, about the 
room, criticising a tazza, glancing at a manuscript, admiring a 
miniature, trying an ivory pistol, commenting on a statuette. 
“ So this is your solitude I” she went on, remorselessly ; “ really, 
mon ami, it is more agreeable than most men’s entertainments. 
We shall know now how pleasant your retreat is when you are 
occupied — in solitude — with jouv paperasses and your palette !” 

“ Ah, raadame,” said Chandos, laughingly, though ho knew 
very well what was concealed under that airy challenge, “ fair 
memories will be left to my room, but its spell and its peace will 
bo broken for over. As I was saying to Lady Valencia, 1 can nover 
summon shapes to paper or canvas now that its loneliness will be 
haunted with such recollections.” 

“ Mon ami” said La Vivarol, with tho prettiest mocking grace iu 
the world, “ are you so very constant to tho absent ?” 

And while she floated hither and thither, fluttering over a Vita 
Nnova, rich in Attavante miniatures, lifting her eyeglass at a little 
Wouverman, murmuring, “ Que deat joU ! que deat joli /” before a 
grand scone of David, and slightly shrugging her shoulders at a 
bewitching Greuze, because it was a different stylo of beauty from 
her own, none could have dreamed that madame had a trace of 
pique on her. Yet, as they left for their carriages a few moments 
later, it would have been hard to say which had the most bitter 
pang against her rival treasured in silence, — the fair Lily Queen, 
who had lost the one moment when warm words had so nearly been 
won on his lips, or the French countess, who had found another 
given the entrance to that writing-room, to which admittance had 
been so often, and so steadily, though gaily, denied her. 
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As for Chatjjdos, he consoled himself easily with the happy in- 
souciance of ms nature, and went down to dine at his honoonniere 
at Eichmond. Among his party was Beatrix Lennox, a clevor 
woman and^ a brilliant, — a woman with the talent of Chevreuse and 
the fascination of a L’Enclos ; a woman whose wit was never weary, 
and whose voice charmed like the sound of a flute through a still, 
aromatic, tropical night ; a woman in whose splendid eyes there 
came now and then, when she ceased to speak, a look of unutter- 
able pain, a look that passed very quickly, too quickly to be ever 
soon by those around her. 

Chandos — amused by those nearest to him, who laid themselves 
out to so amuse him with all the brightness of their ready esprit, 
all the gravity of their airy laughter, all the infectious mirth of 
vivacious chansons — ^was too well distracted to notice or perceive that 
Trevonna studiously, though with all his customary tact, prevented 
any opportunity occurring for Mrs. Lennox to approach her host, 
or be able to address him in any way apart. He did not notice, 
either, though she was a favourite with him, that the haughty, 
resistless, victorious lionne^ usually so disdainful and so despotic m 
her imperious grace, allowed Trevenna to use an almost insolent 
oll'-hand hrusqiierie to her unreproved, and once or twice took tho 
cue of her words from him, and obeyed his glance as a proud forest- 
born deer tamed by captivity might obey the hand of its keeper, 
compulsorily but rebelliousl3^ 

Chandos had the too ready trustfulness of a woman ; but he had 
nothing of that subtle power at the perception of trifles, and the 
clairvoyant divination of their meaning, which atone to women for 
the risks of their over-faith. 

The world amused him so well, what need had he to probe 
beneath its surface or ask its complex springs ? That work was 
Trevenna’s business, and to Trevonna’s taste. 

As a boy, that alert humorist had never seen a conjurer’s loger- 
demain but to buy the trick of it, a piece of machinery but to 
investigate • its principle, a stage but to go behind the scenes, a 
watch but to break it in trying to find out its manufacture ; he 
did the same now with human life. All its weaknesses, all its 
crimes, all its secrets, all its intricacies and conspiracies and veiled 
motives and plausible pretexts, it was his delight to pierce and 
learn and uncover and hold in abject subjection. To walk as it 
were in the underground sewers of the moral nature, and to watch 
all the wheels within wheels of the world’s rotation, was an exqui- 
site amusement to Trevenna. Nor did ho ever get cynical with it. 
He thought very badly of humanity, to be sure ; but it tickled his 
fancy that men should be such rascals as he thought them ; it 
never for an instant made him sour at it. He was, as Chandos 
had said, an odd mixture of Theophrastio bitterness and Plautus- 
like good Humour. He never condemned anything; he only found 
everything out. He had not tho slightest objection that men 
should bo scoundrels ; on the whole, it was more convenient that 
they should be soj he cored was that he should be up to their 
moves. 
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Not was it a brief or a light labour by which he fcecame so. A 
marvellously unerring memory, an acumen of the finest intelli- 
gence, a universality that could adapt itself pliably to all forms, a 
penetration that never erred, a logic that could never be betrayed 
into the ignoratio elenchi^ and, above all, a light, oif-hand, perfect 
tact that could successfully cover all these from view, were the 
severe acquirements that were necessities for his success ; and by a 
perseverance as intense as ever scholar brought to his science, or 
warrior to his struggle, he had gained them in such proportion 
at least as any man can ever hope to attain them all. There 
was strong stuff, there was great stuff, in the man who could 
put himself voluntarily through such a course of training aa 
Trevenna had now pursued through long years, — to the world’s 
view of him an adventuror, an idler, a diner-out, a hanger-on to 
men of rank and riches, in real truth a man whom not ono trifle of 
the passing hour escaped, by whom the slightest thread that might 
bo useful in the future was never neglected, and who, after pleasures 
and affronts in turn that would have alternately enervated and 
heart-sickened any other less sturdily in earnest than himself, could 
como back to his cheap lodgings to plunge into intellectual labour, 
and to grind political knowledge as arduously and as steadily as 
though ho were a lad studying lor his Greats at a university. 

The qualities he brought to his career were admirable beyond all 
average of ordinary power; the purpose of his career was more 
questionable. Ho would have said, and so far with fair justice, 
that it was, at any rate, the same which sent Alexander into the 
heart of tho East, which placed Mahomet at the head of the won- 
-drous legions of El- Islam, which sent William of Orange to tho 
throne of Great Britain, and the young Corsican to the dais and 
diadem of Louis Quatorze, — the motive of self-aggrandisement. 

And, in truth, there was in this good-humoured, impudent, 
imperturbable, brusque, amusing man-about-town, who jested to 
get a dinner and put up with slights to purchase a day’s shooting, 
the same element of indomitability as there was in Caosar, the same 
power of concentration as there was in Columbus, and the same 
strength of self- training as there was in Julian. Only his Home 
was the House of Commons, his Terra Nuova was tho table-land 
where adventurers were denied to mount, and his deities wore 
Money, Success, and Vengeance, — gods, it must bo confessed, in 
all ages fair to men as Venus IPandemos, and more potent with 
them than all the creeds from Cybcle’s to Chrysostom’s. 
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chapteh I. 

imDEU THE WATERS OP NILE. 

It was nig^t in tlio low, crooked, dirty, unsavoury court in wliicii 
stood the little rickety door, with its yellow panes of opaque glass, 
that was lettered Tindall & Co. An unpretentious place, un- 
tempting, dusty, and boasting in no way of itself, — its shop or 
counting-house suggestive of no particular trade, but chiefly filled 
with a few old pictures, a few old blackened bronzes, a piece or 
two of quaint armour, a littlo china, and much lumber. Those 
things, however, remained there week after week. The brown 
pictures, the cracked china, the old pair of Modenese carvings, the 
helmet, or the fiddle, were only trifles on the surface, immaterial 
garnishings to answer the curious eyes of the multitude when 
those eyes, in passing, peered in and wondered what was traded in 
behind the opaque panes of glass. Underneath them, as the 
crocodile sits hidden with the sullen, reddish waters and the broad, 
fan-like leaves .f the Nile above his scaly head and opened jaws, 
BO might be said to sit Tindall & Co., eating all manner of strange 
things that dropped between their fangs, — youth and age, broad 
estates and ancient halls, wooded acres and gallant names, boyhood 
with the ;^-old on its hair, and manhood with the shot of the suicide 
through its heart, eating them all, and mashing them together 
impartially, and churning them all down without distinction into 
one vast, even, impotent, shapeless mass of ruin. 

This was what Tindall & Co. did under the flowing mud-hued 
Nile-tido of London life, and then lay basking, alligator-like, 
waiting for more. This is what Tindall & Co., and such-like 
^awn of Nile, can do under the beneficent laws which, by restrict- 
ing usury with a penalty, compel despair to pay double for the 
straw it grasps at, — ^laws which forget that, despite them all, the 
supply will always continue to meet the demand, and that their 
only issue is to make the one who supplies insist on treble payment 
as indemnity for the risk he runs through them. Ah ! wise, calm 
voice of Political Economy, will it ever bo heard? will its true 
justice ever outweigh the gushing impulses of cruel sentiment? 
will it ever be known that its immutable partiality is as truly 
gentle as the world at present calls it hard r When it shall be, 
the crocodiles will be crushed in turn, and crocodile- tears flow no 
more ; but the millennium is very far away. 
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Tke promises of Tindall & Co. were cut up intolyorious small 
rooms ; privacy was an essential of their pursuits, tt would warn 
away the antelope that steals down to the treacherous edge to 
slake its thirst within fatal distance of the alligator's jaws, if it 
were to see signs of the bones and skin of a lately- devoured brother 
lying near. They were all dingy, dull, smoke-dried little chambers, 
with a musty, repellent odour that involuntarily brought remem- 
brance of the Morgue. In ono of them to-night, the poorest of 
the lot, which bore traces of constant occupation in its poor furni- 
ture, was the old Castilian Jew, standing in the tawny light of a 
hand-lamp burning near him. Before him, in the shadow, was a 
young boy, of seventeen or eighteen years, beautiful as a Murillo 
head, the appealing softness of an extreme youth blent in him with 
the fixed misery of a shameful grief. There were heavy tears on 
his dropped lashes, and his lips were slightly apart like those of 
one who is worn out and faint with pain. Between the two stood 
Trevenna, with his bright, open, pleasant face and its shrewd blue 
English eyes, dressed for the evening, as he leaned in comfortable 
indifference, like one who is master of the house and master of the 
situation, against the wooden ledge of the painted mantelpiece. 

“ Much more sensible to come back, little Benjamin,” he said, 
with a shrug of his shoulders. “ Never try dodging with me; it 
isn’t the least bit of use. Only riles me, as the Yankees say, and 
can’t servo you in the slightest. Bless your heart, my little felon, 
do you suppose if you were to hide yourself in the African sands, 
or bury yourself in the Arctic ice, I shouldn’t ferret you out when 
I wanted you?” 

His laughing, merry eyes flashed a single glance into the lad’s 
drooped face ; and the boy shuddered and trembled, and turned 
pale as though ho were an accused between the irons, wrenched 
with another turn of the rack. 

“ Not the smallest use m dodging,” pursued Trevonna, as good- 
naturedly and agreeably a<s though he oflered him a glass of sherry. 
“ Shows great inexperienv.^e to try it. World’s made up of flies 
and spiders ; you’re a fly, aiia all the world’s a net for you ; glide 
through one web, another’ll ^^atch you. Listen ; you’d better 
understand it once for all, ]>o what you like with yourself, go 
where you like, burn yourseK' up in the tropics, bury yourself 
down in the mines, grow old, marry, grow grey, get children, 
make money ; but don’t think to escape me. When I want you, 
or when you forfeit lonioncy, I shall have you. Just think ! 
twenty years hence perhaps you may be fancying the thing blown 
over, you may be living in luxury, even, — ^who knows ? — yonder 
there among your precious Spanish vines ; you may bo in love and 
have some soft Andalusian for your wife ; you may have friends 
who think you a mirror of probity, brats who will own your name, 
all sorts 01 stakes in life, all sorts of lies to it ; and just then, if I 
want you — Presto ! I shall be down upon you. So never feel sure, 
that’s all ; and never try dodging.” . . # 

He watched the boy as ho spoko, winding up all those fancies, 
so foreign to his natural speech, that he mi^ht turn with each one 
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of them^anotl.er grind of the rack to the soft and helpless nature 
before him. lit amused him to see the agony they caused. The 
boy shrank farther and farther, like a hunted, stricken creature, 
trembling and paralyzed, his eyes fascinated on his tormentor as 
though by a spell. The old man stood mute and motionless, but 
an anguish greater even than the youth’s was on him in his 
silence ; and, as his eyes turned with piteous entreaty, his dry lips 
murmured, unconsciously — 

“ Sir, sir ! as you are merciful ! — ^he is so young.” 

“'Precisely because he is so young, my good Ignatius, must wo 
have him know that, live as long as he may, he’ll never be free,” 
retorted Trevenna, pleasantly. “ He has a long life before him, 
and he might got fancying that all this would wear out ; but it 
won't. Paper isn’t sand, and that little document of his will 
always stand.” 

The boy, Agostino, as he was called, the only living thing of the 
old man’s blood and name, looked up with a low. gasping cry. 
This merciless seizure of all his future, this damning denial of all 
earthly hope, this chain that wound about all years to come ere yet 
they had dawned on him, this desparing eternity of bondage, were 
^eater than he could bear. He threw up his arms with a pas- 
sionate moan, and flung himself at Trevenna’s feet, his bright 
brow bent down on the dust, his hands clasping the hem of his 
tyrant’s coat. 

“ Kill me I 0 God of Israel ! kill me at one blow. I cannot live 
like this.” 

Trevenna moved his foot a little, as chough ho pushed away a 
whining spaniel, and laughed as he looked down on him. 

• ‘ Cl^ Agosi ino, you would make a capital actor. I think 111 
put you on th<i stage ; you’d be a flrst-rato llomeo, or Jon.” 

The ,kick, the laugh, the words, in the moment of his intense 
torture, stimg and lashed the submissivt spirit of the Israelite race, 
and the terror-stricken bondage of th^ boy, into a passionate life 
that broke all bonds. He sprang his feet, standing there where 
the tawny circle of tho oil-light felb i?ko a young Daiid, his rich 
lips quivering, his curls flung bach’, his check with its ^ glowing 
Murillo tint deepened to a scarlet Are. 

“What have I done?” ho cried aloud, while his voice rang 
piteously through tho chamber. “ What have I done, to bo tor- 
tured like this ? Not a tithe of what is done here every day, every 
hour ! If I 6e a thief, where is the wonder ? Is there not robbeiy 
round me from noon to night ? Is not every breath of air in this 
accursed den charged with some lie, some theft, some black iniquity ? 
Hundreds come here in their ruin ; is one ever spared ? Is^not a 
trade in men’s necessities driven herefrom year’s end to year’s" end ? 
Is not poverty betrayed, and ignorance tempted, and hoL our bought 
nnd sold here every week ? How could I learn honesty where all 
is fraud and sin ? how could I keep stainless whore everything is 
corruption P I am a thief and a felon, what are .2 ” 

The bold words poured out in anguish, their j^glish speech 
tinged and mellowed with the Costiliaii accent. Suffering had 
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made him desperate ; he writhed and turned and struck his bond- 
master. The old man heard him, trembling and aghfist; his brown 
face blanched, his teeth shook ; he looked up at Trevonna with a 
piteous supplication. 

“ Oh, sir I oh, my master, forgive him ! Ho is but a child, and 
he knows not what he says ” 

“ He will know what ho has to pay for it. Out of my way, you 
^oung hound.” 

The answer was not even angered, not even jarred from his 
customary bantering honhomie ; but at the glance of the keen blue 
eye that accompanied it, all the sudden fire, all the momentary 
rebellion, of the boy died out ; ho felt his own utter powerlessncss 
igainst the master ho contended with : he cowered hko a beaten 
log, di’opped his head on his breast, and burst into a] passion of 
tears. 

“Shut up that,” said Trevenna, carelessly, while, as much 
anmoved as though the young Jew’s fiery words had never scathed 
bis ear, ho took out some papers from his inner coat-pocket and 
bossed them to Ignatius Mathias. “ Hero, look alive. Take these ; 
ind don’t do anything [to little Dallerstone yet awhilo. If he 
come here, mind he doesn’t know anything about those signatures ; 
[ct him understand that, quite as a matter of kindness, I looked in 
to see if you could be induced to take the screw off him ; let him 
Ihink that I’d inlinite trouble to get you to do anything of the 
kind ; and leave him to fool that you’ll very likely be down on him, 
and that his only safety’s in mo. Look sharp ; you understand ?” 

The Hebrew oent bis head, holding the papers [in his withered 
hands ; they were the bills of young Charlio Dallerstone, freshly 
renewed on Chandos’ acceptation. 

“ One thing more, ’’.went on Trevenna, looking at his watch; for 
ho was going to dino in Park Lane, and it was 'nearly nine. “ I 
find Sir 1 ’hilip looks booked to make a very 'sure thing at the 
Ducal. His French horso is sure to win, and ho may strike a vein 
of luck again. Catch him while he’s down ; call in his ‘ stiff’ to- 
morrow. He must sell up ; ho can’t help himself. As for Lady 
Vaiityro, — ono doesn’t deal with women usually ; but sho’s been 
going it very fast in Venezuelan bonds and Cahfornia scrip. She 
wants some ready, and she’s quite safe ; she’ll come into no end of 
mongr by-and-by. I buy and sell for her in the City, so I know 
to a T what sho’s worth. That’s all, I think. You may come to 
mo the day after to-morrow, if you’ve anything to say. Good- 
bye, young one ; and just remember, if you don’t want to see the 
hulks, — don’t dodge ! ” 

With which valediction, Trevenna sauntered out of the room, 
drawing on his gloves, to get into his night-cab and drive to 
one of those charming dinners of princes, peers, wits, authors, and 
artists, all chosen for some social gift of brilliance, for which the 
house of Chandos was celebrated. 

“What an angel Charlio will think mo! ’’thought Trevenna, 
with a laugh, as his dashing cab clattered his way from Tindall & 
Co.’s, where he had stopped openly and left his thorough-bred 
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high stopper ib dance impatiently before the door in full view ol 
any passer-by > ‘Ho only went on Charlie’s business. 

Those whom ho had left in the little, close, and ill-illumined 
chamber were silent many moments. That laughing, frank, clover 
face of their tyrant had left a shadow there dark as night. Tho 
two forms were in strange contrast with tho meagre commonplace 
of their surroundings, — two figures of Giorgione and of Rubens 
painted in upon tho drab-hued dusty panels of the miserable City 
otfice-room. The youth Agostino sat motionless, his head bowed 
down upon his arms. Tho old man watched him, his eyes, with 
all the yearning tenderness of a woman in them, filling with tho 
slow, salt tears of age. Ho was a hard man, a cunning man 
may-be, a man chilled by a long life of opprobrium, of struggle, of 
persecution, of pain ; but ho was soft in his heart as a mother to 
that beautiful lad, the last fiower of a doomed and died-out house. 
He loved him^with a great love, this only living son of his young, 
dead wife, — this Benoni, who had come to him, as it seemed, with 
all the perfume and tho poetry of his lost Spain shed on his vivid 
beauty and seeming to revive in his happy grace. ^ 

Therefore in his sin he had clung to him, in his shame he had 
no reproach to deal him ; and through him, for him, by him, tho 
grand old Israelite became weak as water, facile as a reed, in tho 
hands of an inexorable taskmaster, who was as exacting as an 
B^ptian of old. 

He laid his hand on the boy’s bowed head, and moved the thick 
onrls tenderly. 

“ You were too rash, my Agostino; it is not for the helpless to 
incense the strong. I trembled as I hoard. My child, my child, 
your sole hope is in his sparing you.” 

Agostino b'-ted his head, the tears heavy on his lids, his lips 
swollen and parted. 

h’orgive me, father, I was mad ! And I only said the truth to 
him, though the God of Truth is my witness that I had no thought 
to wound you^ or to mean youy by my words. If what I soo here be 
evil, what I learn from you is good : so lofty that it should out- 
weigh it a thousand-fold. My guilt is my own; I meant no 
reproach to you.” 

“I know, I know,” said the old man, wearily. “But you 
angered him, my child ; I saw it by his eye, and — and— we are in 
his power. Ho has been good to us, — good to us. We are bound 
to bear the stripes that he may deal.” 

It was said patiently, firmly, and in sincerity. Trovenna had 
bought his invaluable tool by a few arts which were on the surface 
benevolent and lenient, and were in literal fact far-sighted plans 
to purchase a fine instrument at a small price. But the perception 
of this, even where it dawned on him, did not avail to shake the 
old Israelite’s sense of grateful bondage ; nor would it have done so 
even had it not been accompanied with the auxiliaries of necessiti 
and fear whidfi through Agostino he was moved by as well. 

“Good!” the youth’s eyes fiashed, and his mouth quivered. 

I would tc Heaven, but for the shamo on you, that he would 
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givo mo \ip to justice, and send me out to any fajo, rather than 
force me to live in this yoke an hour longer. It kills mo ! it kill** 
me ! Under his eye I have no will ; under his law iny very breath 
seems his. What is it to bo spared, to bo dogged by such a doom 
as he told out to me ? — a never-ending dread ! ” 

The old man shuddered, and on his face there deepened that 
terrible, haunted look of fear for one dearer than himself, which 
had gleamed out from the light of his sunken eyes throughout 
Trevenna’s presence. 

* ‘ Agostino, the life of a convict for you ! The irons on your 
young limbs, the brutal work for your delicate strength, tho 

captivity, the travaj^ tho shame, the miseiy ” 

His voice failed ijm, ho could not think of the near approach of 
such a doom for the only thing left to him on earth without his 
anguish mastering him. Agostino trembled and shrank back, 
ciouching, bowed, and prostrate, in tho same paralysis of horror 
which had subdued him when Trovenna had spoken. Ilo could 
not have faced his fate. There was on the Spanish splendour of 
his boyish loveliness a wavering, womanish weakness, a cowardice, 
tho result, not of selfishness, but of changing and painful sensitive- 
ness ; it was this instability, this cowardice, which had drawn liim 
into a crime wholly at variance with the candid tenderness of his 
regard, and which made him, through his fear, ductile as wax to 
mould oven into tho very thing he loathed. He might say that he 
longed for justice iii the stead of being spared by one who played 
with him in his sufFering as a cat with a bird ; but he would have 
clung to exemption at all cost had ho been put really to tho tost, 
and accepted life on any terms to escaiio tho horror and tho igno- 
miny of public retribution. 

The old Israelite looked down on him, and, as he saw that pitiful, 
tremulous abasement before the mere conjured vision of a felon’s 
life, lifted his withered hands upward in a grand, unconscious 
gesture of imprecation and of prayer. 

“ May the God of Israel forsake me in my last extremity, if I 
over forsake him by whom you have been spared your doom 1” 

The vow was uttered in all tho dignity and in all tho simplicity 
of truth. No matter what his taskmaster might bo to others, no 
matter how cruel tho tasks he set, no matter how hard the lashes 
he gave, no matter how weary tho labour he imposed, to Ignatius 
Mathias he was sacred ; he had spared Agostino. 

In that moment of his oath of fidelity, tho Castilian Jew, tho 
white-haired usurer, the world-worn toiler in many cities, tho 
despised and reviled Hebrew, reached a moral height of which 
John Trevenna never had a glimpse. 

He paused a while, gazing down upon tho boy. For many weeks 
they had been parted, for the first time in their lives, and severed 
in the tortures of suspense ; and the sight of him, even in their 
present anguish, even in the bitterness of tho guilt which had 
stained this opening life with its blot, was sweet as water in a dry 
land to the sear and aching heart of the old man. 'With his own 
hands he brought him wine and bread, and bade him eat, breaking 
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throuj?h all th^ custom and ceremomefl of Jns people, and ton din" 
him with woman-like gentleness. It was thus that he had made Agos- 
tino dependent and fragile as a girl, and powerless to guide lam- 
self through the rough winds and subtle temptations of the worid. 
Amidst the deprivation and misery that had fallen to the lot of 
the Israelite, the child who had the eyes of his lost darling had 
never needed warmth and light, and the sight of flowers, and the 
song of birds, and the bloom of summer fruits. Starving on a 
morsel of dried fish himself, ho had bought the purple grapes of 
their own sierras for Agostino. And there was something caressing, 
vivid, engaging, appealing in the boy, which had repaid this fully 
in affection, oven whilst he had gone farthest from straight paths. 

He drank the Montopiilciano wine that was brought him now, 
and with it youth and hope recovered their unstrung powers, and 
the dread despair that had pressed on him in Trevenna’s presence 
relaxed. Eat he could not ; but as he loaned there, resting his 
Murillo head upon his arm, and absently gazing at the red flicker 
of the lamp-flame in the wdno, something of light flashed ©"ver his 
face ; he raised his head with an eager gesture. 

** Father, I have a thought ! Listen. Last year, when I was in 
the Vega, I met an Englishman; it ^yas in the autumn morning, 
and I was lying, doing nothing, amv ng the grass as he rode by. 
Ho rode slowly, and I saw him well. I never saw a face like his ; 
to look at it was like hearing music. He caught my eyes, and 
stopped his hotse and asked the way towards Granada ; lie had 
fallen on a by-path through the vines. 1 could scarcely answer 
him for looking at hi.s face; it was so beautiful. He noticed it, 
perhaps, for he asked me what I thought of, that I was so absent ; 
jind I told him tnfly, ‘ I was thinking you look like David,— a 
poet-king.’ He V ughed, and said none ever paid him a more 
graceful flattery ; but it was not flattery : I vms thinking so. Then 
he smiled, and looked more closely at me. ‘ You are of the pure 
Sephardim race, are you not?’ he asked me, and I wondered how 
he knew ; for he was not one of us, but an azure-eyed, golden- 
haired Gentile. I never saw him again in Spain ; but this year I 
saw a gentleman coming down the steps of one of the great man • 
sions to go to his carriage in the gaslight, and I know him again ; 
he was in court dress, and I asked who he was of the people. They 
said he was veiy famous, very generous, very high in all distinc- 
tions, and that none over asked him a kindness in vain. He is 
groat— you can tell that by hi.s glance ; ho is gentle — you can tell 
that by his smile. I know hi.s worst foe might trust to his honour 
and trust to his pity. I w'ill go to him and toll him all, and 
see if ho can free me. Ho knows /tim, for he was with him that 
night.” 

“ And his name, the crowds told you P” 

“is Chandos.” 

The old ilobrow, who had listened, half beguiled as by a poetic 
tale, started, flis hands clenched on the papers that had been left 
with him: a change of alarm and of eagerness flashed over the 
dark olive of his inscrutable face ; his voice rose harsh and iraperativf 
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in his anxiety, while a pang of shame and of disqpiietnde shook 
its tone. 

“You dream like a child, Agostinol CKandos! yos, knows 
him, and by that very reason you must never approach him. You 
have no choice bnt obodienoe ; you aro in his power, and his first 
law is silenco on all that connects him with us. Break it by a 
whisper, and he will spare you not one moment more. Besides, 
this Ohandos, this fine gentleman, this delicate aristocrat, — ^he 
would shut his doors to a beggared Jew !” 

“ Ho would not,” murmured the boy in a soft whisper. 

“ No matter whether he would or no ! Go near him, and the 
worst fate you dread will teach you the cost of disobedience. All, 
Agostino, listen. Bo patient, be docile ; bear the yoke yet a while, 
and I will buy your safety with my labour; I will earn your 
liberation with my service. Only bo patient, and you shall not 
sulfer.” 

The first words had been spokon with the stern authority of the 
Mosaic code ; the latter closed in the yearning tenderness of his 
infinite devotion to his only son. 

Agostino bowed his head in silence ; it was not in him to resist ; 
it was greatly in him to fear. Ilis head sank down upon his arms- 
oiico more in the abandonment of a dejection the more bitter and 
more prostrated bocanso the gleam of a youth’s romantic hope had 
flickered over it and had died out ; ho thought still that the stranger, 
who had seemed to him like the poet- king of his own Israel when 
the crown was first set on his proud, sunlit, unworn brow, could 
raise him from his despair and loose his fetters. The yellow lauip 
bui’ned sullenly on, its thin smoke curled up in the leaden, noivsoino 
air of the pent city alley ; the night passed on, and the boy still 
sat listless and heart-broken there, while Ignatius Mathias, bent 
above his desk, passed back to the world of hard acumen, of mer- 
ciless exaction, of unerring requisition, of grinding tribute : with 
those exact figures, with those names so fair in the world’s account, 
so fouled in his, with those passages which wrote out the ruin of 
those in whom tho world saw no flaw, the evil entered into his soufi 
and the higher nature perished. He laboured to free his darling . 
what cared ho how many living hearts might have the life-blood 
pressed out of them under the weights ho was employed to pile, 
80 that with that crimson wine ius taskmaster was pleased and 
satiated P 

And the church-clocks of the empty city tolled dully through the 
misty night the quarters and hours one by one ; and bs the lad 
Agostino sat dreaming of that autumn morning in the Yega, with 
the hot light on the bronze leaves and purple clusters of the vines, 
and the joyous song of a muleteer echoing from tho distance, whiio 
the Moorish ruins of mosque and castle rose clear against tho 
cloudless skies, the grand, bent form of tho old Israelite, once 
majestic as any prophet’s of Palestine, stooped oyer crumpled 
papers that boro tho siguature— ^ 

“ Ernest Chandos. 
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CHAPTER n. 

THE DARK DIADEM. 

Ascot week came, and at the cottage which Chandos nsnatly tcwk 
for the races, Trevonna, with five or six others, spent the pleasantest 
days in the calendar. The gayest and most fashionable racing- 
timo in the world, with its crowds of dainty beauties and its aris- 
tocratic throngs, was nowhere more fully enjoyed than at that pretty 
Ascot lodge, with its merry breakfasts before the drags came round, 
and its witty dinners after the day was over. Dubose, the great 
chef of Park "Lane, went thither daily in his little brown brougham 
to superintend the meals of his master and his guests, and throw in 
that finishing artistic touch which made them unsurpassable. The 
party was perfectly chosen, and perfectly attuned to each other : it 
amused Chandos admirably, as he was used to bo amused by life. 
Prom the time ho was three years old, when princesses had played 
ball with him and ambassadresses bribed him with honhovs to give 
them a kiss, he had been accustomed to live among those who 
beguiled his time for him without effort ; and the world seemed 
naturally to group itself round him in changing tableaux that 
never loft him a dull moment. ITo had no need to exert himself 
to seek pleasure ; pleasure came unbidden in every varjdng form 
to him, seductive and protean as a coquette. 

ChnTulos loved horses, rode them superbly, and had all the lore of 
tho desert; but the slang and the society of the turf ho abhorred. 
He hated tho roai- of a ring, the uproar of a betting-room, the 
jargon nf a trainer, the intrigues of the flat. But the Claroncieux 
establishment had long before his time been famous for good 
things ; his horses had carried off all the best stakes in various 
years at Newmarket, Doncaster, Epsom, and Goodwood. And now 
at Ascot, fai and away at the head of the field stood, almost un- 
touched by any rival for the Cup, his famous four-year- old Sir 
Galahad. 

It caused him no uneasiness that in certain quarters there was 
a disposition to offer against the favourite, and that this was done 
with a regularity and a caution which might have suggested tlio 
fact of a commission being out to lay against him. He noticed it, 
indeed, but with that carelessness which made him too facilely 
persuaded ; and was content to believe the explanation Trevenna 
offered him, that a rumour had got abroad of Sir Galahad having a 
touch of cough. , 

“ Yery good thing for us, too,” said Trevenna, shrugmng his 
shoulders. “ Galahad’s right as a trivet; and if we can heighten 
the whisper to influenza, and take all the odds against him, there’ll 
be a pot of money to show ” • 

He stopped'’: ho perceived that for once his acumen had been 
faulty, and had overreached itself; ho saw that he had tried a 
dangerous pcith with a man who, in all other ways, was so pliant 
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to his hand through the weaknesses of insouciance and of indolence, 
Chandos turned to him with a look on his face thaf he had never 
seen there. “ Eoguery makes a poor jest,” he said, coldly. “ If 
any one win a shilling by the rumour, knowing its falsity, he may 
take his name off my visiting-list. I will see that the horse is 
given his next morning gallop over the Heath as publicly as pos- 
sible, so that it may be known he is in perfect condition.” 

And he did so. Trevonna the Astute had made a false step for 
the solo time in their intercourse, and thought to himself : “ Chi- 
valry on the flat ! If it over come into fashion, we may sow wheat 
on the Beacon Course and grow tares by Tattenham Corner. Mercy ! 
what a fool he is, with all his talents ! ” 

Ho did seem a vor3»’ great fool to Trevenna ; but then, as Tre- 
venna reflected, there was not much wonder in that, after all, for 
the man was a poet — in his view synonymous with saying a man 
was a lunatic. 

“Looks well, Ernest,” said the Duke of Castlemaine, where he 
stood, among other members of the Jockey Club, eyeing Sir Galahad 
as he came on the Heath on the morning of the CSup day. 

“ Ho can’t bo more fit,” answered Chandos, with his race-glass 
up ; “ and I don’t see what there is to beat him.” 

“Nothing,” said John Trevenna, who was always pleasantly 
positive to men about their own successes : there is not a more 
agreeablo social quality. “ I think the field’s hardly strong enough 
to do him full credit ; there is scarce a good thing in it. Lotus- 
Lily’s pretty, no doubt — very taking-looking, and her arms and 
knees are good ; but she won’t stay.” 

With which Trevenna, after his general trenchant fashion, 
clenched the matter, his authoritativeness being usually forgiven 
for its exceeding accuracy: ho was never found wrong. But it 
highly displeased the grand old duke, the longest-lived and highest- 
born of all the dons of the Jockey Club, to have this audacious 
dictator dealing out his oi)inions unbidden at his elbow. Ho hated 
the fellow, and hated to see him there — so much, indeed, that he 
would have found means to turn him out of the stand, had he not 
been brought thither by and through his grandson. Ho pointed 
with his glass to a long, low, rakish-looking chestnut that, with 
hood and quarter-piece on, was being walked quietly and unnoticed 
about, forgotten among the ruck, while Sir Galahad, Lotus-Lily, 
and the rest of the cracks, drew the eyes and awoke the admiration 
of the Heath. 

“ You are false to your order, sir,” he said, grimly. “ There’s 
the horse you should back, if you were true to your form — a ‘ rank 
outsider,* entered under an alias, came from nobody-knows- where, 
and f'' '^ted into running for a cup while he should bo standing in 
a cal You should have sympathy, sir ! ” ^ 

Trevenna could have hurled a curse at his white hairs, with the 
snarl of a furious dog, so bitterly the arrow rankle^ so keenly he 
felt that this man alone read him as he was. But ne had trained 
himself better ; he laughed without a sign of temper. 

“ An awkward brute I I don’t fancy him* Who likes their owo 
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ordeit, duke ? You find youra so dull sometimes that you oome to 
the brains of Nobodies to amuse you ! ” 

“ Fellow can always hit you back again,” thought his Grace, 
“and never shows when he’s struck. But that overdone good 
humour means mischief: if a man smile under an affront, he may 
be above, but he’s much more likely to be beneath, resenting it. 
Now, I’d have respected the fellow if he had showed fight in hard 
earnest ; but he laughs at too much not to mean to take his measuie 
out for it some day.” 

The saddling-bell rang, the telegram-board was hoisted up, the 
start was given ; the field swept out like a fan, disentangling one 
from another, a confused mass, for a moment, of bright and various 
hues. Then from the press there launched forward, with the well- 
known, light, stretching stride that covered distance so marvel- 
lously, the Clarencieux favourite, shaking himself clear of all the 
running, and leading at a canter, which, unoxtended and easy as 
it was, left even Lotus-Lily and Uueeii of tho Fairies behind by two 
lengths. All eyes on the course and tho stands were faster- ed on 
the match between the cracks. Scarce any one noted among tho 
ruck one chestnut outsider, ugly, awkward, but with great girth 
of barrel and power of action, which, ridden, with singulaiiy lino 
judgment by a York-shire jock of a little known and merely local 
reputation, was quietly singling out from the rest, and warily 
waiting on, the two favourites — so warily, that imperceptibly, yet 
suredy, ho quickened his pace, passed tho Quooii of the Fairies, and 
gained upon Lotus-Lily till he struggled with her neck by neck. 
§0 littlo lino wn was he, so dark had he been kept, that as he ran 
even with the mare, two lengths behind the Clarencieux crack, half 
the multitude upon the Heath knew neither his name nor owner, 
and the fashionao] 3 gatherings on the stands looked at their cards 
bewildei’ed as to whom this outsider belonged to, with his feather- 
weight in the unrecognised grey-and-yollow, that was almost even 
with the famous bluo-and-gold of Chandos’s popular colours. 

Fleet as -ne lightning the three swept on, no other near them 
even by a bad third, their jocks becoming but mere specks of 
colour, whose course was watched with breathless, strained anxiety. 
Extended now to tho uttermost of his splendid pace, Sir Galahad, 
conscious for tho first time of a rival not to be disdained, and per- 
haps scarcely to be beaten, ran like the wind, the Diadem chestnut 
gaining on him at every yai’d, the mare behind by hopeless lengths. 
Chandos leaned forward, and his breath came and went quickly. 
The Duke muttered in the depths of his snow-white board — 

“ The dark one wins, by God ! ” 

The dark one did win. Nearer and nearer, faster and faster, the 
ungainly and massive limbs of the Yorkshire horse brought him 
alongside the graceful and perfect shape of the Ascot favourite ; 
and from the vast crowds upon the purple heather of the Heath 
the shouts echoed the old Duke’s words, “The outsider wins!” 
“ The outsideL’ has it ! ” A moment, and they ran neck to neck ; 
the gallant cra(*k of the Clarencieux stable, with all the metal in 
him roused to tiro, strove for a second manfully wdtb this unknown 
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and unexpected foe ; then, with a single forward spring, like magic, 
the outsider outstripped him by a head, and ran in at the distance, 
winner of the Ascot cup. 

“A very clever horse, ”3 said Chandos, calmly, as he dropped his 
race -glass. 

“ D — n you ! ” thought one who stood next him. “ There is no 
fun in beating you ; you never will show when you’re down.” 

“ Owned by some very clever rascals,” said the Duke, as he shut 
Tip his lorgnon with a clash, while his eyes filled with tho hot fiery 
wrath that in his youth had been swift and terrible as a tempest. 
“ The chestnut has been kept dark as night. Mr. Tievenna, why 
did you not take my advice and back your own order Y Tho out- 
sider wins you see ! ” 

“ 13ut I did not believe in him, sir ; nor do I now. I shall hope 
you will have inquiries made, for there must be something very 
dark hero. Galahad looked well ridden; and if well ridden, there 
was nothing, I should have thought, on the turf could have beaten 
him.” 

“ This is no case for the Jockey Club — you know that, sir, as 
well as I do,” said his Grace, sharply, with peremptory hauteur. 
“ Tho chestnut’s won fairly, so far as the running goes ; the roguery 
has been beforehand.” 

Trevenna shrugged his shoulders. 

“ It must have taken a deuced deal of roguery to have kept 
such a flier as that ugly brute dark all the three years of his life. 
Chandos, how cool you are I If I owned Sir Galahad, I should 
tear that Diadem’s jock out of saddle.’^’ 

Chandos lifted his eyebrows. 

“ My bay is beaten ; there is no more to be said. The best thing 
to do is to forget it as soon as possible. I will go and talk to the 
ladies : they always gild the bitter pills of one’s adversities.” 

“ Ernest, do you know I have a strong belief that your friend is 
a most co7?summate scoundrel ?” said the Duko of Castlemaine, 
with emphasis, as he took him aside a moment before dinner in 
the drawing-room of the Ascot cottage. 

Chandos looked at him in excessive surprise. “ My dear Duko, 
that is not the way I can hear any friend spoken of, oven by 
you.” 

“Pshaw!” said his Grace, with his fiery wrath lighting again 
those leonine eyes that had flashed over the ranks of Soult’s and 
Junot’s armies as he led his dragoons down on to the serried 
square. “ I suppose, if I see your friends forging your name, then 
I am to be delicate to warn you ? iSTou are as blind as a woman, 
Ernest. I will stake you ten thousand to nothing that that 
fellow Trevenna is at the bottom of this affair with the dark 
horse.” 

“Trevenna!” echoed Chandos, in amazement, yet amusedly. 

‘ “ What should he gain by doing or knowing of such^a thing ? He 
has all the confidence of my trainer. If he wants to make money 
on the turf, he wordd have made it scores of times ere this on my 
cracks. Besides, think what a honible imputation I 
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** His shoulders are broad enough to bear it,** said tho Dufee, 
grimly : “ they havo borne worso before now, I dare say. Where 
did you pick the fellow up ? ** 

I met him abroad.** Chandos would no more have told 
lioiu they met at rouge et mir^ and how he rescued the young 
Eaghsh traveller from a debtors* prison, than he would have 
^X)unted tho glasses of wine Trevenna drank at his table. 

‘ ‘ Humph ! — without introduction ? *’ 

Well, one makes many acquaintances so on the Continent.” 
He smiled as he thought that their only introduction had been 
through tho 13adon baiik and Baden prison. 

“Certainly; but we don’t often bring them homo with us,** 
rejoined his Grace, with a stiU grim significance. “ What account 
did you have from him of himself ? ** 

“ feeally, I havo forgotten , I was only a boy, — eighteen or nine- 
teen, I think.” 

The Duke tapped his Louis Quatorze snuff-box with an ominous 
dissatisfaction. 

“You are a very clever man, Ernest; but you are too easily 
fooled, if you will pardon my saying so. You can believe it or 
disbelieve it, as you please ; but 1 am as certain as that 1 stand 
on this hearth-rug that the fellow you defend knows more than he 
ought about the history and the running of that d — d Yorkshire 
chestnut.” 

“ It is your over-kindness for me, my dear Duke, that makes you 
so unusually suspicious. I wish I wore as satisfied of every one’s 
good will to mo as I am of poor Trevenna*s. Good heavens ! I 
would as soon believe that my butler plans to poison me in my 
champagne, and that my valet means to assassinate me as I dress 
for dinner I ** 

He laughed lightly as he spoke, and turned to his other guests, 
who just then entered tho drawing-room, — among them Trevenna 
himself. 

Tho dini^or was of the choicest. Dubose, with a touch of kindly 
feeling that this great master was never without, having heard of 
tho turf disappointments of an employer who seldom failed to 
appreciate his genius, tendered consolation in delicate thoughtful- 
ness, by a sudden and marvellous inspiration of artistic invention, 
producing results with a turbot such as Europe had never heard or 
conceived, and to which he positively attended with his own hands 
throughout the critical moments of preparation, watched breath- 
lessly by his satellites and subordinates. Chandos and his guests 
were connoisseurs, on w'hom such an Sprouvette positive^ to use 
Brillat-Savarin’s term, could not bo tried but with fullest success. 
Chandos sent a message of appreciation to the groat c/te/ himself ; 
and Dubose was conscious that the employer who could have 
remembered a horse’s running ill, while he was consoled with such 
a triumph as the new turbot au ClarencieuXy would have been a 
man whoso sdul was dead indeed. 

“ He felt it ? ** asked the master of the kitchen of tho stately 
fellow-functionary in black, with tho silver chain of office round 
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ills nock, who brought him the message of recognition. “ You 
think he felt it ! There is so much in soul ! ” 

“ I am sure ho felt it,” replied the other solemnly. “ He has 
ilwoys proper feeling on those matters.” 

“Yes,” sighed Dubose, “but he has not the devotion that one 
30uld wish ; a fine taste, but careless. Ho thinks loo much of 
pictures and statues, and all those trifies, to bring his mind rightly 
to the great science.”^ 

“ There is something in that,” assented Silver-Chain, rogrot- 
fully. “ To see it really felt, you should have seen that Little 
v’ulgar creature, that Trevenna, taste it. There was an eprouvette! ” 

“ Ah,” sighed Dubose, still, “ but it is sad when the good taste 
?oos out of the great orders ! He felt it, did he ? That man will 
tiavo a career ! ” 

Dubose’s Sprouvette did not fail to restore the life and wit to the 
party which it had in some degree lost by the losing of Galahad ; 
ibr all had laid more or less heavy sums on the favourite. Gaiety 
ind bon mots resumed their customary reign. Chandos always 
lent himself quickly with the easiest will to be consoled ; and the 
lours sparkled along on swift feet and to pleasant cadence, despite 
the disaster of the Cup- day. Trevenna was in the highest spirits, 
tvhich^he checked slightly when he caught the azure flash of the 
Duke’s eyes, but not enough to prevent liis being the salt and 
savour of the dinner-party, as was his custom everywhere. They 
ingered long over their pine-apples and poaches, their Lafitte and 
Tohannisborger ; and after coffee they played ^hist in the pretty 
little Ascot drawing-room till the sun looked in through the grape - 
"iendrils and vine-leaves about the casements ; and by the dawn 
Jhandos had forgot his first contretemps, his first annoyance, as 
hough it had never been. 

In the sunny summer morning, as Trevenna sauntered into his 
bed-room, he tossed thirty sovereigns he had won from his host at 
wrhist down on his dressing-table, and, throwing himself into his 
irm-chair, indulged in a hearty peal of laughter, that rang out 
through the open window towards the quiet solitary heather- 
purpled expanse of the Heath. 

“Sold the whole turf, by Jove!” he murmured; ^‘and forty 
thousand netted by commission, as I live, if there’s a farthing J 
What a day’s work I Trevenna, bon enfant, really you are a clover 
fellow.” 

He admired himself with a cordial, almost wondering, admiration 
that was very difibrent from vanity, and more like the self- content 
and self-applause with which a man who has been up every col 
and peak in the Alpine range regards the names of his hazardous 
and ^ccessfiil feats burnt in on the shaft of his Alpenstock. Ho 
laughed again, at himself, when he lay back in the cosy depths of 
bis chair, with his hands plunged into his trousers-pockets, and 
a;enuin0 self-satisfaction brightly set on every line of his face. 

There is an exhilaration to the heart of the successful engineer 
who sees every morass drained, every ravine bridged, every girder 
(uode strong, every obstacle overcome, by his own indomitable 
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energy, and watches the viaduct of his own rearing and planning 
Bj)an the mighty distance that seemed at first to laugh his puny 
efforts to conquer it to scorn. This was the exhilaration Trevenna 
felt now. That he was reaching his success by dark, by crooked, 
by unscrupulous ways, took nothing from his enjoyment. They 
were to him what the morass, the ravine, and the quicksands arc 
to the engineer. Had his road been straight and smooth, where 
would have been this joyous excitement in his own victories, 
this triumphant zest in his own engineering science P 

As ho took off his dress-coat, undid his nock-tie, and lighted a 
cigar, he pulled the curtains aside and leaned out of the window 
into the soft summer-dawn air. Not that he cared a whit for the 
heliotrope and mignonette odours rising from the garden beneath, 
for the dews on the blossoming lindens, for the sunrise on the 
bloom of the heather ; those things wore to Chandos’s taste, not to 
his ,* but he liked to look at that quiet deserted Heath, where the 
dark Diadem had borne off the cup from the favourite. It had 
put forty thousand in his pocket, or, rather, in those far-away 
American and Indian markets whore the poimiloss man-about-town 
put every penny even that he won at whist or loo, in sure aud 
secret speculations ; but it had a still sweeter pleasure than lay in 
tho money for him. 

“ So the outsider beat the Claroncieux crack ! ”■ he thought, with 
a smile. prophecy! Duke, I won’t quarrel with you: I’ll 
back my order to win.” 


CHAPTEE III. 

BUri'ERFLlES ON THE PIN. 

EiiNEfisT, aro you going to marry ? ” asked his Grace, dryly, in 
the bay-window of White’s. 

“ Marry Heaven forbid I ” 

“Then don’t go after that beautiful daughter of Ivors, Sh<y 
will marry you in a month or two more, if you do, whether you 
wish it or not.” 

Ohandos moved restlessly ; he did not like tho introduction of 
painful topics, and marriage was a very painful one in his view. 

“If you do marry,” pursued the Duke, remorselessly, “take 
1 ho Princess Louise ; she is lovelier than anything else the sun 
shines on, and has the only rank from which a woman can lo\Tb you 
without a suspicion of interested motives.”, 

“ My dear Duke, I am totally innocent of the faintest intentions 
to many anybody I ” 

Nevertheless, the subject was not acceptable to and ho 
looked a little absently out into St. James’s Street with a certain 
shade of uncertainty and of restlessness on him ; whereas the mo- 
ment previous'-ho had been watching the women in their carriages 
through his eye-glass, with the idlest and easiest languor of a 
warm day towards tho close of the season* 
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“Marry! No; not for a universe,” mused Chandos. A few 
horns afterwards he entered his house in Park Lane, to make his 
toilette for a dinner at Buckingham Palace, and turned with a 
sudden thought to his maitre d'hotel^ as he passed him in the hall. 

' “Telegraph to Ryde, Wentwood, for them to have the yacht ready ; 

I and tell Alexis to prepare to start with me to-morrow morning. I 
' shall go to the East.” 

I His yacht was always kept in sailing-order, and his servants were 
i accustomed to travel into Asia Minor or to Mexico at a moment’s 
I notice. Chandos was used to say, very justly, that the chief 
^ privilege of money was that it made you quit of the obligation to 
meditate a thing five minutes before you did it. Looking long at 
anything, whether travel or what not, always brushes the bloom 
off it. He liked to wake in the morning and, if the fancy took 
him, be away without a second’s consideration to the glow of the 
now Westem world or the patriarchal poetry of the East ; and so 
, well were his wishes always provided for that he w'ent to sleep in 
I one place and unclosed his eyes in another, almost as though he 
, possessed the magic floating carpet of Prince llassan . 

! The next morning the A^^hrodite steamed out of Ryde harbour 
on the way to Italy, the Levant, and Constantinople, while its. 
owner lay undef an awning, with great lumps of ice in his golden 
cool Rhine wine, and the handsome eyes of Elora de I’Orme flash- 
ing laughter down on him while she leaned above, fanning his hair 
w'ith an Indian feather-screen. The Duke’s words had acted bke 
a spell ,* but in his abrupt departure there was one person he had 
not forgotten. On his dressing-table lay a note to Trovonna, 
bidding him make use of his moors in Inverness-shire with the 
Twelfth as he i)leased, or, if he preferred it, give the Scottish 
shootings to any friend he preferred, and take any guests he liked 
down to Clarencieux for tho magnificent preserves of that ancient 
place. 

These reversions and donations of windfalls and of pleasant 
places to lend or to invite to were fast making Trevenna very 
popular among that largo class of men-on-the-town — dandies, do- 
nothings, authors, artists, and club-loungers — who have a certain 
reputation that floats them in the world, but no certainty of entree 
to the good houses, and no means to purchase for themselves the 
pleasures of the moors and coverts. It began to get him courted 
among them; and ho was a very* genial host, royally lavish with 
Chandos’s wines, most good-naturedly ready with offers of hospi- 
tality to Chandos’s empty houses, so much so that men almost 
forgot, while they stayed with him, that wines and houses were 
not both his own. 

“ Gone to tho East ! By Jove, ITl go and find tho Chesterton,” 
thought Trevenna, with all tho relish of a schoolboy for sowing 
mischief, as he read the note and heard of his patron’s departure. 

' He was a little sorry Chandos had gone ; he never liked losmg him 
from under his eyes ; but he was fully consoled by the prospect of 
feigning as viceroy at Clarencieux, and of seeing the mortification 
of the two daughters of Ivors. They v oro as poor os rats ; they 
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could never do him any good. Trevenna felt at liberty to teasd 
^em just as ho liked. A restriction was too often put on his 
inerry malicious mousing by a prudential recollection of the social 
status of his mice» and of the use they mi^t bo to him in nibbling 
a way for him into patrician pantries. Here the mice were very 
poor : so he tracked Lady Chesterton and her sister to a garden- 
party, and ate his pine-apple in most admirably feigned carelessness 
and unconsciousness close to the two ladies under a Lebanon cedar. 
He knew the coustornation he should scatter through society by 
his nows. 

“I don’t see Mr. Chandos here this morning,” said Lady Ches- 
terton, turning to him with a bland smile, condescending to bo 
civil because she was curious. She was also a little uneasy ; other- 
wise, be sure, she would never have had recourse to that “vulgar 
little toady,” as her ladyship designated the acute outsider. 

“No, he isn’t here,” assented Trevenna, indiflerently. He had 
now put this handsome empress butterfly on the point of his pin, 
and wont leisurely about it. 

“ He is well, I hope ? ” she pursued 

Trevenna shrugged his shoulders. “Never was ill in his life, 
.that I know of ; perfect constitution.” 

“What a rude insufferable bear I ” thought the unhappy butter- 
fly ; but she was still more uneasy than ever, and had no recourse 
so good as the bear: so she resumed her induirios. “Do you 
know where he is to-day ? I have something to tell him about 
Eose Bern china,” 

“Your ladyship must send it by post, then.” And Trevenna 
laughed to himself as he saw the first irrepressible writhe of his 
victim on the pin, 

, V By post ! Has ho left town ? ” 

Trevenna looked at his watch. 

“ By this time ho is midway across to L’Orient. He has taken 
his yacht to go tV'wn south and eastward.” 

“ So early ! ” Trained and icy woman of the world though she 
was, she could not repress the pallor that blanched her hp, the 
anxiety that loomed in her handsome eyes. The Queen of Lilies 
stood near. Hearing also, she was silent and very pale. 

“ Well, Ascot was late,” answered Trevenna, cheerfully. “He 
generally docs stay for Goodwood, to be sure ; but, you see, he 
has had so many London seasons, and there’s such hard running 
made on him, I think he gets sick of it.” 

This thrust the pins in cruelly, indeed, through the delicate 
wings of the brilliant butterflies. “ That coarse horror I ” thought 
Lady Chesterton, with a shiver of disgusted wrath ; but hoy heart 
was very heavy, and she had to conceal her chagrin as best she 
might with all the gay garden-groups fluttering around her and 
viewing her impaled. “ Will he be away long ? ” she asked of her 
tormenter. 

“Oh, dear, yes,” said Trevenna, carelessly. “Gone to hia 
summor-palaco on the Bosphorus ; takes the Morea and the Levant 
on tho way. Poetic man, you know ! likes that sort of thing ; 
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orreeco ; enjoys Corfu. I hate ’em both. Snakes and old 
jnes in the ono ; rocks, rags, and bad ragouts in the othor.' 
‘ Euins and scenery,’ they tell you. I like stucco and pant6miino 
scenes. Besides, they always fry so villanously in those hot places; 
glad to get away from the tire, perhaps. When anybody talks of 
the Acropolis and the Alhambra, I always smell oil and garlic, and 
feel myself starving in memory on a melon.” 

He glanced at his butterflies as he chattered, and saw that the 

S in was entering their souls like iron. lie thrust it down a littlo 
eeper as Lady Chesterton asked, with a voice that, despite herself, 
could not be careless — 

Mr. Chandos will bo long before he returns, then, I suppose ?” 
“ Won’t come back till next spring,” assented Trevenna. “He’ll 
winter in Paris ; always does, as you know. Delicious hotel that 
is of his, by the way, in the Champs Elysees. Clarencieux isn’t 
likely to see anything of him.” 

Which was the unkindest cut of all, seeing that Trevenna know 
very well that the baroness had persuaded her husband to take 
a little estate near Clarencieux for two years’ shooting, on purpose 
that the Queen of the Lilies might conquer in the country if sho 
failed in the town. The husband had grumbled because he could • 
ill afford it. He was terribly poor ; but he had been persuaded 
into it by tho assurance from his wife of Chandos’s admiration of his 
fair sister-in-law ; and now Chandos was not going to Clarencieux ! 

“I’ve paid you off, my lady,” thought Trevenna, finishing his 
ice. “ You’ve found what it is to call mo ‘ a vulgar little wrotch 
who lives nobody knows where.’ ” 

Not that Trevenna had any particular dislike to these two 
women, beyond his general disliko to all and any members of the 
aristocratic order ; but as the boy feels no dislike to the cockchafer 
ho spins on a string, but finds amusement in its pain, and there- 
fore sticks a crooked pin through its poor humming body and puts 
it to pain accordingly, so Trevenna felt and did with all humanity. 

Gilles do Betz enjoyed tho physical convulsions of his victims ; 
Trevenna, as became a more humoristic temper and a more refined 
age, enjoyed seeing the mental contortions of his. 

And yet the fellow had lus good points, — some very good points 
indeed. He had indomitable energy, jioroeveraiico, industry, 
patience, self-denial, — the greatest virtues in the Carlylose school, 
which deities Work. Perhaps it would havo been well if both 
Trevenna and that School had alike considered more tho worth and 
meaning of tho purpose, before they gave an apotheosis to the fact, 
^f labour. 


If tho Lily Queen hoped for remembrance from her lost lover, 
she hoped for a well-nigh hopeless thing. 

The kaleidoscope of Chandos’s life changed so incessantly that it 
was rarely indeed any picture that had been whirled past him 
retained the slightest claim on his memoiy. He was always see- 
ing one that seemed bettor than the last. Partly this was traceable 
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to his own temperament, but chiefly it was duo to the avidiiteasd 
.which all his world catered for him. 

Now, as the yacht swept on her gay way, there could be nothing 
more charming than that voyage through “ isles of otornal 
summer” and through seas laughing in an endless sunlight. 
I'siusing when he would, Italian cities on the fair sea-coast gave 
him amusciriont under their aisles of orange-boughs, blending 
fruit and blossom till golden globes and snowy flowers swayed 
logothur against the warm, bright brows of their rich Titian 
women, llccalmcd on a sunny, silent noon, he coiild lie stretched 
at ease under the dock-tent, with all the perfumes of chestnut- 
woods, and myrtle-slopes, and citron-gardens wafted to him across 
Iho water., while ice-cold wines sparkled ready to his hand, and 
light laugh lor or melodious music whiled the hours away. Land- 
ing at his fancy, ho would indolently watch the little grey aziola 
fly among tlio ivy-covcrod stones of the great Pan’s broken altars, 
or the fire-flies gleam and glisten above a contadina’s hair while 
she gathered in her harvest of the yellow gold of gourds. Sailing 
at night through silent, star-lit leagues of sea, he would think a 
poet’s thoughts in a charmed solitude, while the phosphor-light 
glistened under silvery vintage-moons, and the ceaseless swell of 
waves murmured through tho night. Or, when lighter fancies 
took him, under the shade of leaning walnut-trees and red rocks 
crowned wdth Greek or Homan ruins, where, tho vessel moored in 
some nestling ^ bay, bo wound the starry cyclamen in w’’omcn’s 
silken hair, and listened to their liquid voices laughing out 
soft Anacrconic songs over grape-clusters that might have 
brought back upon tho soil tho gay, elastic feet of banished Dio- 
nysius. 

"He was not sated, he was not wearied; he was what thousands 
pass from t>icir craiUes to their graves without truly being for an 
hour: ho was happy. Oh, golden science! too little thought of, 
too quickly abjiu'ed by men. That glorious power of enjoyment /— 
wo trample it under foot as wo press through the world, as the 
herds seeking herbage trample the violets unheeded. 

The summer months passed swift with Chandos ; by leisuroiy 
loitering, the yacht at length wound her pleasant way down to the 
JloaphoruS} and dropped anchor there opposite his summer-palace 
above Stamhoul, — a fairy-place, with its minarets rising above a 
wilderness of cactus and pomegranate, of roses and myrtle witli 
tho boughs of lemon, and orange, and fig-trees topping the marble 
garden-walls, and the showers of lofty fountains flung cool and 
fresh under the deep shadows of cedar and cypress. Here, with a 
French troop of actors for tho hijon theatre ho had some,, yearj 
lu'foro annexed to the palace, — with a ||Core or so of frionds trona 
J^Toronco, Homo, and Naples, brilliant, indolent Italians, the verj 
people fgr tho place, — with sport, when ho cared for it, ii^^the 
wild doer and otner largo game of the interior,— wdth as complete 
a soHtndo when ho wished, and as utter an absence of ever^ 
memory of the w^orld beyond, as though he wore^ a Haflz oi 
5iidouU amidst tho Eastern roses of a virgin earth, — herd Ih^ 
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* ^ ^11 months passed by, and all the indolent repose and vivid 
?JSur he loved blended in his life wore mingled to a marvel. 

The very inconsistencies of his character made the charm of his 
existence; through them, turn by turn, he enjoyed the pleasures 
of all men, of all minds, and of aU temperaments. He who walks 
straight along the beaten road, turning neither to the right nor 
left, nor loitering by the way, will reach soonest his destination ; 
but he enjoys the beauty of the earth the best who, having no 
fixed goal, no pressing end, leaves the highway for every fair nook 
and leafy resting-place that allures him, and lingers musing here 
and hastens laughing there. Consistency is excellent, and may 
bo very noble ; but the Greeks did not err when they called tho 
wisest man the man who was “versatile.” There is no such 
charm as “ maTiy-sidcdncss.” 

Chandos loved the blast ; ho had lived much there, either at his 
summer-palace, or deeper in the heart of it towards Damascus ; 
lie liked, of a summer morning, to tioat down the soft grey Dos- 
phoruB water among, tho fragrant water- weeds, with the silver 
scales and prismatic hues of the gliding fish shining through green 
swathes of sea-grass or drooped bougli of hanging gardens. Ho 
liked in the stillness of starry nights, when tho first call to praj^or . 
echoed up from tho valley below as the faint gleam of dawn 
pierced the distance, to sit alone upon tho fiat palace-roof and hit 
his lonely thoughts “wander through eternity,” as thus upon th (3 
houso-tojD under tho Asian stars, yonder afar in Palostirio, tho 
great poet-kings had thought, gazing on their Syrian skies, and 
on tho hushed, dark, sleeping Syrian world, and musing on that 
vanitas vanitatum which has pursued all lives from theirs to ours, 
lie loved the East, and ho stayed there till tho first hiss of tho 
winter storms was curling tho Marmoran waves and tho first 
white blinding mists wore rushipg over tlio sea. Then he loft that 
summer paradise, where more yet than anywhere he felt ‘ ‘ how 
good is man's life — tho mere living,” and travelled quickly across 
the continent to Paris, and wintered there in all tho utmost 
brilliance of its ceaseless gaieties. 

lie was one of tho idols of Paris; its fashie-nnblo world wel- 
comed him as one of its highest leaders, its artistic world as ono 
of its truest friends, its literary world as ono of its choicest chiefs, 
its feminine world as one of its proudest conquests. Ho was never 
more at homo than in Paris, and Paris, from tho Tuileries to tho 
atelier, alw.ays delighted to honour him, always flocked to his 
fetes as tho most magnificent since those of Soubise and Tiauragiiais, 
quoted his Ion mots, followed his fashions, jDainted him, sculp* 
tured him, combed him, made him its sovereign, and found tho wit 
of Pivarol, tho beauty of llichelieu, and the grace of Avaux, re- 
vived in this “ bel Anglais aux cheveux dores.'* 

^ IiNthis sparkling whirlpool of his Paris winter thought had 
^little entrance, remembrance little chance; ©very hour had ils own 
amusement, every moment its own seduction; ennvi could not 
approach, “ sad satiety ” could not be known. Yet, despite it .aE, 
now aind then upon hiiri, in the glittering follies of a mas- 
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qnorade or the soft shadows of some patrician coquette’s beteasd 
aa in the star-lit silence of Turkish nights and under the Asia's 
gloom of Lebanon cedars, a certain impatient depression, a certain 
vague passionate restlessness, came on him, new to his life, and 
bitter there. 

It came thus, because for the first timo he could not forget at 
his will, because for the first time a passion ho repulsed pursued 
him. 


CHArTEll IV. 

CLARENCIEUX. 

The rare red door horded in tho groat forests, and the herons 
plumed their silver wings in tho waters, down at Clarencieux. 
kestrels wheeled in the sunny skies, and the proud gerfalcon 
camo there. Tho soft owls flitted among the broken arches of the 
ruined Lady’s Chapel ; and teal and mallard crowded in tho doop 
brown pools that lay so still and cool beneath tho roofing of the 
leaves. It was a paradiso for all living things of river, earth, and 
air ; and it was beautiful enough for an Eden where it sloped 
down to tho seas on tho south-west coast, in a climate so tempered 
that the tall fuchsia-hedges grow wild as honoysucklo ana the 
myrtles blossomed as though it wei*e Sorrento. Covering leagues 
of country, stretching over miles of tawny beach, of red-ribbed 
rock, of glorious dccr-forcsi, and of heath all golden with the 
gorso, Olarcncicux was the great possession of a great House ; and 
its castle bore the 11 arks of Cromwell’s petronels, gained when 
the Cavalier-lord of “'.ho Stuart times, Evelyn Chandos, Marquis of 
Clarencieux, had held it after Marston Moor till the Ironsides 
Bworo in their tooth that Satan fought there in tho guise of that 
“ ChandoB with tho golden hair,” — the “ beautiful Belial,” as they 
called him, when, with his long light locks floating, and his velvet 
and lace as gay as for a court -hall, ho charged out on them in 
such fiery fashion that ho with his troop of eighty (all that fire and 
sword had loft him), drove six hundred steel-clad besiegers pell- 
mell, like sheep to the slaughter down through his mighty woods 
and headlong to tho sea. liaised in the days when tho media3vsU 
nobles woro 

“ Building royallio 
Their mansions enriouslio 
With turrets and with towers, 

With halls and with bowrea, 

Hanging about their walles 
Clothes of gold and p.'illes, 

Arras of rich nrrayc. 

Fresh as flowers of Maye,” 

Oiarencioux, with its tall antique louver, its massive battlomontcd 
towers, its fretted pinnacles, its superb range of Gothic windows, 
it8*foliagcd tracery, so marvellously delicate on such massive 
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stono'^ork, stood in all m^firiiificonco still, the masior-work of 
centuries. 

Between it and the great marble pilo adjoining, of the ncwly^ 
made Earl of Clydesmore, stretched a wide impassable g\ilf of 
difference, never to be bridged. Lillicsford had cost more than a 
million in erection, and Europe had been ransacked to adorn it ,* 
but the difference betwixt the two was as intense as that betwixt 
the bronze Perseus of Benvenuto and the ormolu statuotto of a 
Pall Mall goldsmith, between rich old Ehonish glowing in an 
antique Venetian gohlct and new Cliqnot hissing in a niousseline 
glass, between paint and pearls and silken skirts gathered with 
gracious grace about a nohly-born court-beauty and tinsel flung 
with heavy hand and tawdry taste around a stage- queen uneasy ir 
her robes and in her crown. 

Ijilliesford was very gorgeous; but Clarcncieux alone was grand. 

The sotting sun was reddening all the antique painted panes ot 
its innumerable lancet-windows ; the doer were leaving their 
couches in the ferns to begin their nightly wanderings ; tlio last 
light was shed on tho bold curve of the coast-rocks and the sea 
that stretched beyond ; beneath tho trees in tho dense forest night 
was already come, as a carriage swept through tho miles of avenue, 
and Chandos came back from tho East to his homo. 

Though, in the wayward love of change which would make us 
weary to wander from eternal bliss itself if wo enjoyed it with our 
present natures, he lived much abroad, now hero and now there, 
ho loved Clarencieux with a great and enduring love, — a love tha^ 
might have almost been termed passionate, so constant was it, and 
so bound up with every grey stone and hoary tree. With him, 
though hatred of pain made him sometimes seem heartless, and 
love of pleasure and carelessness of temper made him habitually 
nonchalant f tho feelings were still strong, and were not sacrificed 
either to tho intellect or tho senses. He could feel, as ho could 
enjoy, vividly; and tho most vivid sentiment in his heart was tho 
attachment to his birthplace, to his great hereditary possessions, 
not for their worth, their splendour, or their envied superiority, 
but from a fond and almost filial tenderness for all tho venerable 
beauty of tho noble place, — for tho sound of its sea, for the width 
of its woodland, for the smile of its sunlight, for tho memories of 
its past. 

Ho leaned forward as tho carriage drove swiftly through the 
great vales of oak and beech and elm, and looked at it in tho glow 
of the cloudless spring-time sunset. Before him, in tho distance, 
rose the front of tho royal pile, all golden where the sun-rays 
glisteiled and lit its glass to flame, all dark where the ivy climbed 
to the height of tho battlemented towers, and tho rolling woods of 
the inland forests stretched upward on the hill-sides beyond, an 
endless stretch of dewy April leaf. “ It is almost ungrateful ever 
to leave it,’* ho thought. “ There is nothing nobler abroad. J 
will live here more for the future.” 

And a vague, irrei^ressible melancholy, wholly unlike his tem- 
perament, stole on aim, despite himself, as he looked at the homo^ 
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of Hs race, — ^fair as it t^as in the sunset warmth, sure as it was in 
his possession. The thought crossed him how, ere long, at most, 
ho must look upon its loveHnoss no more, but lie among the dead 
leaders of his name, there yonder to the wosWard, where the 
eilont graves told the vain story of their lifeless glories. 

It was wollnigh the first time that the memento won” had 
ever crossed his gay unruffled years ; nor did it linger with him 
long. 

Ton minutes moiej and ho was within tho immense circular and 
vaulted hall of Olarcncieux, in its dim splendour of purple and 
gold, of Eonaissan(iO hues and Ilenaissance carvings, with the 
gleam of armour and tho Hash of Damascus blades irom tho walL^ , 
and with the flood of light pouring down the double llight uf 
stairs that SAVopt upward on cither side of tho far end. There was 
not such another hall as that of Clarcncioux in tho kingdom of 
England. At tlio time of the sicg(3, Evelyn Chandos had mar- 
shallcd and marched six hundred royalists at case in it under tho 
great banner that still hung there, tho azure of tho C'haudos’ 
colours, with their arras and ihoir lost coronet, and their motto 
“ Tout €st])crdHy fora Vhonneitr^^ broidored on its fuhls, 

. Ilia descendant now, as ho entered ifc and cauic into tho scarlet 
glow of the vast oak-wood fire which burned there almost all tho 
year, looked round it with the aireclioniito rcincmhrance of tho 
man who comes hack to the i)lace of his brightest childish memories. 

I will not leave it so long again,” ho thought, once inf)re, as ho 
passed through the lino of bowing servants. 

Out ol a duorwfiy on the leff:, in the warmth and tho light, and 
down tho slaircaso, as ho lioaril his host and patron’s arrival, came 
Trevenna, nurthful an(l lull of honhomie as th(3 brightness of the 
^leaping fire whoso ru aly gleams shone on his handsome white 
teeth and his jiloasant smile of welcome. 

“As your facte «r, steward, head butler, head secretary, head 
trainer, minis U t r>f tho finance, and master of the horse, let mo 
welcome you home, monseignour,” ho cried, as he took Iho liand 
Chandos hold out to him. “London’s in desperation at your 
absence. "What a delicious winter you've had in Paris! Never 
got a bit tanned in tho East, either. How do you keep your skin 
so fair ? ” 

“ By no cosmetic but cold water,” laughed Chandos. “ Charmed 
to see you, my dear Trevcima. No one makes mo laugh so well 
even in Paris, oxco})t perhaps my exquisite Eahel. Why didn’t 
you join mo there ? ” 

“ Too busy,” rejoined the other, shaking his head. lie bad had 
delightful quarters at Clarencieux through tho winter, running up 
to town most weeks at his ijicli^mtion, and asking men doWn for 
tho pheasants, the coursing, and tho deer-drives, till ho was quite 
' T^opular and courted personage. 

a* shake of the head ! I should like to bo told 

b^^isiucss is. Choosing cigars and gathering ^gossip ? ” 
CbcLitdos. “Well, you know you would have been wel- 
come, I didn't want you in the East, because yon 
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see, my dear follow, you are not preciselj'' poetic, and I like things 
to harmonize; but Paris was scarcely itself without you. I thought 
of you every timo I had your favourite ortolans d la Princesse 
Mathilde at the Maison Doree.” 

“ Ah, tho littlo angels ! ” said Trevenna, lusciously recalling 
their spiced and succulent beauties. “Dubose, even, never gets 
them quite right. I’d a long talk with him about it. I told him I 
thought they wanted a shade more lemon, and just to bo stewed 
in the Chambertin long enough to get the aroma ; but, like every 
artist, he’s as obstinate as a pig, and won’t take a hint.” 

“You might be a club-cook, Trevenna,” laughed Chandos. 
“ You would soon make a fortune. Any one hero yet ? ” 

“Only a few men; just a few to amuse you. I have taken 
infinite care in sending tho invitations. There are good talkers 
and good listeners ; thoro aro two or three who hate one another, 
— that always makes ’em sparkle out of spite ; and there is not a 
single one who talks politics. You won’t bo bored for five minutes. 
They are all your favourite set. Prince Paul Corona, the Due do 
Ncuilly, and most' of the ladies, come, I boHeve, to-morrow.” 

“Ah! Madame do la Vivarol comes also. Sho invited' herself 
and her fourgom are already crossing tho Channel.” 

He said it with a little sigh. Ho would rather she had not been 
coming: chains, however silken and sweet, were unendurable to 
Chandos. 

“And you could not say No, of course, to la Idle* Did you 
over say No, Chandos ? ” 

“I think not: why should T? Yos is so much easier and so 
much more gracious^ No tloats you into endless trouble, but Yes 
pleases everybody.” 

“ Yos is a douced compromising littlo word, though,” said Tro- 
venna. 

“ It is better to be compromised than to bo ungracious,” said 
Chandos, with a lift of his eyebrows “ I will go and have a batli, 
and then tell them to bring mo some coffee up, will you, please ? 
I shall not show to-night ; they will serve my dinner in tho littlo 
Greuze room. I have a charming novel of Eugeno do Mcisedoro’s 
I promised him to read ; and if you can leave tho other men and 
come and toll mo tho news of tho town, I shall bo pleased to seo 
you.” 

“All right,” said Trevenna, as his host passed up one of flio 
great staircases to his iirivato rooms, a suito looking over tho rose- 
gardens, and consisting of his bed-room, dressing-room, study, 
atelier, and a beautiful littlo oval cabinet chamber, called tho 
Greuze room from its being chiefly hung witlk female portraits, 
and stich bewitching pictures as “La Crucho Cassee” by that artist, 
where Chandos dined by himself or with two or three of his choicest 
gfiests, when he was not in tho mood for tho society of tho fifty or 
sixty people who generally filled Clarencieux in tho recesses and 
the shooting seasons. All these rooms opened one within another ; 
and a dainty dinner from Dubose’s genius in the soft, deep huc-s of 
the Greuze chamber, with the violet em tains drawn, and tho wmto 
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f^ax-light shining on the fair fomalo heads, Was as pleasant an 
evening as could bo needed. 

** I must see poor LuUi ; there is no welcome, after all, so true 
as his and as Beau Sire’s,** thought Chandos, after his coffee and 
his bath. “ I suppose he is hero ; of course ho is. I wish I could 
take him news of that lost Valeria.** And, acting on the thought, 
he went to the musician’s apartment. 

He never sent for Lulli. The crippled infirmity of the artist 
made the traversing of the long corridors and galleries of Claren- 
cieux very painful and tedious to him ; and Chandos, who never 
put himself out of the way for a priiico, invariably remembered the 
calamity of tho rroven9al. The chamber given to Lulli was much 
like that provided for him in Park Lane, containing everything 
that could assist or entertain him in his art ; and, at tho farther 
end, a single statuo in Carrara marble, — a Cecilia, by Canova, — 
which gleamed white out of tho unUghted gloom as Chandos entered 
Tioiselessly, unpreceded by any servant. 

“ Lulli, where are you ? ’* 

At the first sound of Iho only voico ho lovod, or had over cause to 
love, tho musician, whore he sat bent in tho twilight, lifted his head 
with a low, joyous cry, and camo forward ns quickly as his weak, 
bent Hinbs would lot him, — a man who looked as though ho had 
wandered, by some strange transplanting, out of tho dim cells of a 
Paraclete, or tho hushed antiquity of somo medireval city of Italy, 
from all his brethren who found their pale sad lives only solacotl 
by some great art-gift, and dreamt of things that they had never 
known in the monastic silence of a living grave. 

His brown, wistful eyes, so deep, so wise, so dreamy, so spaniel- 
like in their faithful loyalty, grew brilliant; tho transformation 
phanged tho weary listlessness of his face, that never failed to come 
'there at sight of the man who had rescued him and to whom he 
owed all. 

“ Ah, Lulli,” said Chandos, with caressing gentleness, “ I wish 
you had been witn mo in the East. I have heard no music from 
all the singers of Europe that has power to charm mo like yours. 
Do you think "tho voyage would have harmed you ? ** 

“ I must have seen strangers, monsoigneur.” 

“ Well, no strangers should have treated you otherwise than with 
courtesy and reverence in my presence,” said Chandos, kindly. “ I 
wish you could shake off this timidity, this groat sensitiveness; 
they do your marvellous talent injustice with the world.” 

Lulli shook his head : ho knew that even tho shield of his friend’s 
power could not ward off him tho shafts that struck him home, tho 
barbed arrow^s of contemptuous wonder, contemptuous loathing, or, 
worst of aU, contemptuous pity. 

** I would do aU in the world to please yoUy monseigneur,” he 
answered, sadly; “but I cannot change my nature. The little 
aziola loves the shade, and shrinks from noise and glare and all 
the ways of men ; I am like it. You cannot make tho aziola a bird 
for sunlight ; you cannot make me as others are.” 

Chandos looked down on him with an almost tender compassiom 
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To him, whose years were so rich in every pleasure and every de- 
light that men can enjoy, the loneliness and pain of Lulli’s life 
divorced from all the living world, mado it a marvel profoundly 
melancholy, profoundly formed to claim the utmost gentleness ana 
sympathy. 

“I would not have you as others are, Lulli,” he said, softly. 
** If in all the selfishness and pleasures of our world there wore not 
some here and there to givo their Hvos to high thoughts and to un- 
selfish things, as you givo yours, we should soon, I fear, forget that 
Kiich existed. But for such recluse devotion to an art as yours, the 
clflssics would have perished ; without the cloister-penmen, the laws 
of science would never have broken the bondage of tradition.” 

Lulli looked up eagerly ; then his head drooped again -wnth the 
inexpressible weariness of that vain longing which “ toils to reach 
the stars.” 

“Ah, what is the best that I reach? — the breath of the wind 
which passes, and sighs, and is hoard no more.” 

The words were so utterly mournful that the shadow of their own 
sadness fell on Chandos as he listened. Ho sighed half restlessly, 

“ Is there any fame that becomes more than that with a few brief 
years ? I do not know it.” 

LuUi’s eyes turned unconsciously to the music-scroll that lay on 
the desk beside him, the score of passages grand and tom])ostuou8 
as Beethoven’s. “ I do not want fame, if they might live,” ho 
murmured low to himself — too low to reach the oar of Chandos as 
he stood above him, who stooped nearer and laid his hand kindly 
on the musician’s shoulder. 

“ Dear Lulli,” ho said, hesitatingly, “ I tried to gain nows for 
you of your Valeria whilst I was in Paris. 1 had inquiries made 
In Arles ; but all was ineffectual.” 

Lulli lifted his eyes with that deep, dog-liko gratitude which 
always touched Chandos w’elluigh with pain. 

“You never forgot me, monscigneur. Take no more heed of 
her ; she is dead to me.” 

“ Hush ! that is too harsh for your gentle creed, Lulli,” said 
Chandos, whilst his hand stiU lay caressingly on the Provcn 9 ar 8 
•shoulder. “ I abhor those bitter, brutal Hebrew codes. Wait till 
at least you know her story.” 

“ There is no need to wait ; it is dishonour.” 

Out of the dreaming softness of his eyes now fire flashed, and on 
the frail delicacy of his face a sternness set. Never yet was there 
a recluse who had tolerance ; and the honour of his genius-dowered 
name was as dear to the beggared artist as to the haughtiest royal 
line,. 

“ As the world’s prejudices hold,” said Chandos. “ There is more 
real dishonour in the woman who gives herself to a base marriage 
for its gold, than in the one who gives herself to calumniation for a 
generous love. And it may bo that Valeria ” 

“ Monseigneur, I pray you, speak of her no more. I have said 
she is dead to me.” 

There was so intense a suffering in the words that Chandos for- 
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bore to press the wound still so keenly nerved, still so fresh to every 
touch, although two years had passed by since the loss of the young 
Provencal girl from Arles. 

“ Then think of her no more, Guido,” he said, kindly. ** I can- 
not bear that you should have anything to grieve you. Life is too 
short to spend its hours in sorrbw. And now, how is it with the 
Ariadne in Naxos It must have progressed lar, while I have been 
away.” 

He had recalled Lulli to a theme even dearer than Valeria had 
ever been. The Ariadne was an opera on whoso composition ho 
was lavishing all his love, Iiis time, his luxuriant fancy, and his 
singular talents. Chandos himself had written for it the Italian 
libretto, and had lent all his knowledge of music towards its per- 
fecting ; it was yet scarcely iir.ished, but it was to bo produced 
under his own auspices and at his own expense. It would bo the 
touchstone of Lulli’ s powers and success, the Jiat lux which would 
cither consign him amidst that circle of the lost, those dwellers in 
the Antenora of dead hopes, who had it in them 1o bo great and 
failed, or would placo linn amidst the names of his idolatry, Gluck, 
Handel, Mendelssohn, llos^irii, Mozart. 

They lingered over it. Chandos heard some portions new to him, 
and read the score of others, giving it thought and care and interest 
for a twofold reason, — for its own beauty ns an opera, and fov Lhe 
hopes which Lulli centred in it; then, leaving the musician to the 
solitude ho prized, ho went back to his Groiize cabinet for dinner. 

After that little chef ~d^ oeuvre of the genius of Hubosc, Oliandos 
stood leaning against tho inauMpicco, glancing 1b rough his Paris 
friend’s novel. Tho warml ^ of tho logs on tho silver andirons was 
behind him, Iho vioh^L veVot and tho glow of tho painted chamber 
a^’ound, .and tJie light fol. full on tho amused smile on his lips, the 
beauty of his face, niid tho easy, indolent grace of liis resting atti- 
tude, as Trevenna drew hack the portiere and entered. Ho looked 
at his host with IIvm. acrid oiivy which never was stilled in him, the 
potty, evil envy ol a woman, for every elegance of form, for every 
magnificence of manhood, unpossessed by himself and inherited by 
tho man ho watched. Yet ho consoled himself, looking on that 
pleasant repose in the picture-cabinet, that unconscious half-smile 
over the witticisms of tho Prench pages. 

“ Very well ! very well, my grand seigneui thought Trevenna. 
“ Smile away in Clarcncicux ; you won’t smile long.’ 

And Trevenna, after playing tho part of host in tho banquoting- 
hall at dinner to the eight or ten men already staying in the house 
for the Easter recess, went forward into tho ruddy wood-fire light 
to eat another olive or two with his host, and amuse him wiWl all 
the mirth and mischief of tho town gathered in his absence, told 
AS John Trevenna could only tell it, till its wit was as bright as 
Meisedore’s novel, and its relish as piquant as the golden liqueurs. 

“What a good follow ho is!” thought Chandos. “I am half 
afraid he would bo too clover for the Commons ; a decorous dulness 
is what passes best there, and a fellow is almost sooner pardoned 
for beincr borp than for being brilliant. They think there is some* 
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thing 80 intensely respectable about mediocrity. But still he baa 
so many qualities that might got his clovovuoss forgiven liim, even 
there. IIo is a marvellously good man of business, a financier, I 
will warrant, such as has not sat on tho Treasury Board, aiid ho 
lias an acumen that cannot he ovon-ated. I will certainly got him 
into fcjt. Stej)heu’s ; once in, ho wiU inako his own 7 iamo.” 


“ Chandos,” said tho Buko of Crowndiamonds, in tho stablo-yard, 
t'wo mornings later, whei' his Grace, with tho rest of Ohandos* 
London sot, had couu» down to Claroncioux, ^‘did you hoar wliat 
that follow of yours — your hictor, your 2)roie<jc, what is it ? — has 
boon doing while you were away ? ” 

“ 1 have no proteges, my dear Giown,” said Chandos, wilfully 
failing to ai)prehond him. I abhor tho word.” 

“Well, you havo the thing, at any rate. You know whom I 
moan, — that witty rascal Teevonna. I)o you know what he’s boon 
about ? ” 

“ No. Spending liis time to sonic purpose, I darc^ say, which 
may bo more thau can bo said of us.” 

“Doing an abominably impudent thing, to niy mind. Boon 
down somewhero by Dnrshampton (doiuocraiio place, you know), 
talking something or other out-and-out radical. Why, it was all 
ill tho papers ! ” 

“ Never r( 3 ad tho papers,” said Chandos, with a little shrug of his 
shoulders. 

“ *Vddj-ossing tho masses, you know, as they call it ; coming out 
no Olid at an institute, or a what d’ye call ’em. Tell him, Jimmy,” 
said Crowndiamonds, wearily, a])pcaliijg to a certain fashionable 
bangor-on of Ids, who jilayed the part in society of the duke’s 
imiomoinrpio. 

“Working men’s place at Darshampton,— all working men 
there,” sui)]ilemeiited Jimmy, obediently. “ Lollows that look 
awfully smutty, you know, and throw things they call clogs at 
you, if they cut up rough ; though tuhy they use women’s clogs, I 
don’t know. Troveiina been down there ; asked to lecture ; did 
lecture! Talked out-and-out liberalism,— all but Socialism, by 
Jove! Town wondered; thought it deuced odd; knew you 
couldn’t hko it ; couldn’t think what was his gamo.” 

Chandos listened surprised. 

“ Trevenna at Darshampton I ” 

“ Ah, I knew you couldn’t he awaro of it,” resumed Crown- 
diamonds. “Told them all so; know you’d have interfered, if 
youhad.” 

“ Intei-fored ! How so ? ” 

“ Why, forbidden it, you know, and all that, of course.” 

“Why? I have no more right to forbid Trovenna’s actions 
than I have to forbid yours.” 

“ Oh, hang it, Ernest, you don’t mean that. Tho fellow be- 
longs to you, — one of your people, quite ; can’t have any title to 
go dead against your political opinions.” 
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** iSTever had a political opinion,” said Chandos, with a shade of 
weariness at the mere idea; “wouldn’t keep such a thing for 
worlds. There is nothing moro annoying to your acquaintance, oi 
more destructive to your own nervous system.” 

“ Then, the deuce, Chandos ! you don’t mean that you’d lot that 
fellow go on talking radicalism all over the country without check- 
ing him, or calling him to order ? ” chorused the Duke, M. do 
Neuilly, Prince Paul, and the others in the stables, all of them 
strict monarchists, conservatives, and aristocrats. 

Chandos laughed, but with a touch of impatience. “ You talk 
as if Trevonna were my slave, instead of my friend ! Call him to 
order! What do you mean? I may think what I like of his 
actions ; but I have no shadow of right to interefere with them.” 

“ What ! not if you saw him joining a party that threatened the 
very preservation of your own j)roperty, the very cxistcnco of your 
own class ? ” 

“Still less then. Sclf-intcrcst is tho last motive that could 
excuse an aggression on personal liberty.” 

“ Good gracious ! ” ejaculated the Duke, as though foreseeing tho 
Deluge. “Thou, if you put him into tho Commons, as you intend, 
you will lot him choose liis own party, go his own ways, run 
as dead against all your interests and all your opinions, just as ho 
pleases ? ” 

“ Certainly. Do you sui)poso 1 only soli my friendship to secure 
partisanship ? ” 

“God knows what you do do I” ciiod Crowndiamonds, hope- 
lessly. “ All I do know is, that 1 should as soon have thought 
of seeing Olaronciuux turned into a hospital as of hearing you 
defend radicalism ! ” 

“My dear Crown,” laughed Chandos, “I am not defending 
‘'I’adicalism ; I am defending tho right of personal liberty. I may 
deeply regret tho way Trevonna takes in tho PIouso ; but I shall 
certainly have no business to control him there because superiori- 
ties of lu’operty ..light cnablo mo to do so. You say, ‘ You havo 
bought him, therefore you huvo a right to coerce him ; ’ I say, ‘ I 
havo aided him, therefore I am bound never to mako that accident 
a shacklo to hiin.* Tho man who puts chains on another’s limbs 
is only one shade worse than ho who puts fetters on another’s free 
thoughts and on another’s freo conscience. But, for mercy’s sake, 
drop tho subject : wo are talking like moral essayists, and growing 
polemical and dull accordingly ! ” 

Claroncieux was filled with guests on tho carefully-chosen invi- 
tations of which Treveima had spoken. He had the very social 
tactics that enabled him unerringly to mark out harmonizing tints 
and elfectivo contrasts so as to make a charming whole. His plan 
was bold and daring, but it never failed ; ho always asked special 
enemies together, that they might sparkle tho moro for being 
ground against each other’s faces, like two diamonds on a lapidary’s 
revolving wheel ; and under his directions tho visitors that met at 
Chandos^ house never were wearied, or wearied their host, for a 
single hour. Few houses can boast so much. 
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According to the seasons, thqy rode, drove, smoked, played 
baccarat or billiards, had drives of doer in tho forest, and curees 
by torchlight, French vaudevilles and Italian operettas in tho 
private theatre, spent the day each after his own fashion, free as 
air, met at dinner to have some novel amusement every evening, 
and wore tho envy -and marvel of the county, the county being 
httlo wanted in, and generally shut out from, the exclusive gather^ 
ing.s of Clarencieux. 

Yet, well amused as his guests kept him in the Easter recess, 
which fell very late in spring that year, Chandos had a certain 
restlessness ho could not conquer, a certain dissatisfaction utterly 
unlike his nature : ho could not forget the Queen of Lilies. Never 
before had a love touched him that was unwelcome to him, never 
one that ho had attempted to resist ; love had been tho most facile 
of all his pleasures, tho most poetic but also tho most changeful 
amusement of his life. For tho first time he had to resist its 
passion, and tho very effort riveted its infiuenco. Ho had always 
forgotten easily and at will; now ho could not so well command 
forgetfulness. 

Now and then all the variety of entertainments that chased one 
on another failed to interest him, all tho brilliance of his com-, 
panions to suflice for him ; tho wit and beauty of tho great ladies 
who adorned tho drawing-rooms of Choveley almost tired him ; he 
was conscious of wanting what was absent. It was a phase ol 
fooling very now to him, nor with tho nonchalance and contentment 
of his tcinporamcnt and the gaiety of his life could it havo tho 
rule over him always. But it was there, a dissatisfied passion, 
from which there was no chanco of wholly escaping. 

Moreover, recalling tho soft glanco of the Lily Queen, he won- 
dered, with a touch of self-reproach, if she had really loved him. 
Uo know many W'ho had . nor was his conscience wholly free from 
self-accusation on their score or on hers. 

The Countess do la Vivarol, radiant at Clarencieux, playing in 
Figaro to his Almaviva^ riding a little Spanish mare tiiat would 
havo thrown any other woman, always enchanting, whether she 
talked of Faience- ware or European imbroglio, lapdogs or pro- 
tocols, fashions or mesmerisms, flattered herself that her rival tho 
English Lily was wholly forgotten and deserted; but the keen 
little politician flattered herself in vain. 

Trevenna, with his habitual sagacity, made no such mistake, 
but pronounced unerringly, in his own reflections, op the cause of 
his host’s needing so much more care to rivet his attention and so 
much more novelty to amuse him than usual. “If ho meet her 
again, §hall I lot it go on?” thought that astute comptroller. 
“Yes; may as well. It will bo another complication, as tho 
diplomatists say. Nothing like fine scenic arrangements for a 
tragedy ! ” 

“Beading some unintelligible score of your ancestors, Lulli?” 
asked Chandos, as, having wandered out atone one morning, taking 
the freedom himself that he left his guests, ho came upon tho 
musiciau lying in the sun beside the river that wound through the 



io6 


Chandos. 


deer-park. The woodlands w^re in their first fresh leaf; the 
primroses, violets, anemones, and hyacinths made the moss a 
world of blossom ; nothing was stirring except when a haro darted 
through the gi’asses, or a wild pigeon stooped down from a bough 
to drink or to bathe its pretty rosy feet among the dew. It was 
peaceful and lovely here in the heart of the vast deer-forest, with 
a gleam of the sea in the dim distance at the end of a long avenue 
of chestnut- trees. “How crabbed a scroll ! ” he went on, throwing 
himself down a moment on tho thyme and grass. “ The characters 
must baffle even you ; tho years that have yellowed tho vellum 
have altered the fashion. Whose is it ? ” 

“An old Elizabethan musician’s,’* answered LuUi, as ho looked 
up. “Yes; the years take all, — oui* youth, our work, our life, 
oven our graves.” 

Something in his Provencal cadence gave a rhythm to his simplest 
speech ; the words fell sadly on his listener’s ear, though on the 
sensuous luxuriance of his own existence no shadow ever rested, 
no skeleton ever crouched. 

“Yes; tho years tako all,” ho said, with a certain sadness on 
him. “How many unporfected resolves, unachieved cai’ecrs, un- 
accomplished ambitions, iminatured discoveries, perish under tho 
rapidity of time, as unripe fruits fall before their season ! Bichat 
died at thirty-one : — if he had lived, his name would now have 
outshone ArisU'>tle’s.” 

“We live too little time to do anything oven for the art wo give 
our life to,” murmured Lulli. “When wo die, our work dies with 
us : our better self must perish witli our bodies ; the first change 
of fashion will sweep it into obKvion.” 

“Yet something m 'y last of it,” suggested Chandos, while his 
hand wandered amoi^g the blue bells of the curling hyacinths. 
“Because lew save scholars read the ^ Defensio FopulV now, tho 
work it did for fi'co thought cannot die. None the less does the 
catliedral eniich Cologne because tho namo of tho man who begot 
its beauty has passed unrecorded. None the less is tho world aided 
by the effort of every true and daring mind because the thinker 
him self has been crushed down in the rush of unthinking crowds.” 

“No, if it could live ! ” murmured Lulli, softly, with a mu^ng 
pain in tho hi'okcn words. “But look ! the scroll was as dear to 
its writer as his scoro to Beethoven, — the child of his love, cradled 
ill his thoughts night and day, cherished as never mother cherished 
her first-bom, beloved as wife or mistress, son or daughter, never 
were. PerhaiDs ho denied himself much to give his time more to 
his labour ; and when he died, lonely and in want, because ho had 
pursued that for which men called him a di’eamer, his latest 
thought was of the work which never could speak to others as it 
#^poke to him, which he must die and leave, in anguish that none 
ever felt to sever from a human thing. Yet what remains of his 
love and his toil ? It is gone, as a laugh or a sob dies off the ear, 
leaving no echo behind. His namo signed here tolls nothing to 
the men for whom he laboured, adds nothing to the art for which 
he lived. As it is with him, so will it be with me.” 
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His voico, that had risen in sudden and untutored eloquence, 
sank suddenly into the sadnesg and the wearinosg of tho man 
' whoso highest joy is but relief from pain ; and in it was a keener 
pang still, — the grief of one who strives for what incessantly 
esca])cs him. 

“ Wait,” said Chandos, gently. “ Are we sure that nothing 
lives of the music you mourn? It may live on tho lips of the 
people, in those Old-World songs whose cause wo cannot trace, yet 
which come swoot and fresh transmitted to every goneration. How 
often we hoar some nameless melody echo down a coimtry-sido ! 
the singers cannot toll you whence it came ; they only know their 
mothers sang it by their cradles, and they wdll sing it by their 
children’s. But in the past the song had its birth in genius.” 

Cbudo LuUi bent his head. 

‘*^10: such an immortality were all-sufficient : we could well 
affoi'd to have our names forgotten ” 

“ Our names will be infallibly forgotten unless wo attach them 
to a great sauce or to a groat battle ; nothing the world deifies so 
much as the men who feed it and tho men who kill it. Paradox 
in appearance, but fact in reality ! ” cried a sharp, clear, metallic 
voico, — the voice to ring over a noisy assembly, but in no way the 
voice to suit a forest solitude, — as Trevenna dashed through the 
brushwood with a couple of terriers barking right and left at hares 
and pigeons. The musician shrank back instantly and irrepressibly, 
as a sensitive plant or a dianthus shrinks at a touch, ‘‘Halloo, 
mon Prince!” pursued Trevenna, cheerily. “You are a disciple 
of the dolce, and no mistake! Easiest lounging-chaii* in-doors 
and wild thyme out ; luxurious idleness really is a science in yoiur 
hands. If over you do die, — ^which 1 think highly doubtful, you 
are such a pet of Portuno ! — tho order of your decease will surely 
be to ‘ die of a rose in aromatic pain.’ Nothing harsher could 
possibly suit you.” 

“ You antithesis of repose ! ” cried Chandos. You will scare 
all my breeding game, frighten all my song-birds, and drive me to 
a new retreat.” 

Trovenna laughed as he dashed himself down on a bed of hya- 
cinths fit for Titania’s wedding-couch, that sent out their delicious 
fragrance, bowing their delicate bells under his weight : Trevenna 
weighed a good deal, though a small man. Chandos glanced at 
them. 

“ Wanton waste, Trevenna ! You are the genius of destruction.” 

“ Well, destruction’s very pleasant, — of anybody elso’s property. 
Everybody thinks so, though nobody says so.” 

The nlan had a natural candoiu^ in him, with all his artifice of 
action. Ho hated hypocrisy with an oddly genuine hatred, seeing 
that he was as cool a liar as ever was bom. It seemed as if, like 
Madame du Deffand, he wished to render virtue by his words tho 
honour he robbed her of by his actions ; for he talked truths 
^arply, and as often hit himseK with them as other people. 

“But why can you want to kill all those poor fiowors for 
nothing?” asked Chandos, tossing him his cigar-case. 
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“ For nothing ! Sac d papi^ ! — is it for nothing when I lie al 
my ease ? To comfortable is your first requisite of life. Oacsai 
killed men by millions to lie at hia ease on purples ; why mayn’t 2 ^ 
kill flowers by millions to lie at mine on hyacinths ? Flowers, too ! 
A lot of weeds.” i 

“Oh, Peter Boll the Second!” cried Chandos, shrugging hia I 
Bhoulders. 

• A primrose on the river’s brim 
A yellow primrose was to him. 

And it was nothing more,” 

quoted Trovenna. “Now, what the deuce more should it bo? 
How that unhappy fellow has been abused for not being able to 
BOO a thing as it wasn’t,— always the thing for which poets howl 
at sano men! Why are ho and I required to rhapsodize our 
hyacinths and primroses? — nice little flowers, one blue, t’other 
yellow, with a pleasant smell, but certainly nothing remarkable. 
\Vhat is this miraculous tongue that talks to your artists iu a 
scrubby little bit of moss or a beggarly bunch of violets ?” 

“ Grimm asked Diderot the same question. You would have 
wondered, like Grimm, what there could bo to listen to from an 
ear of wheat and a little corn-fl.Gwer.” 

“ Certainly : Grim was very like me, — a regular gossip,” 
responded Trovenna, pulling a handful of hyacinths and tossing 
thorn up in tho air. “ My dear wc'eds, you must die if I choose. 
Ah 1 — it’s fun to have power over any thing groat or small, Fou- 
quior-Tinvillo enjoyed cutting off necks by a nod of his own ; I 
iindersland that; j you don’t understand it, monseignour. If we’d 
been in the TciTor, you’d have gone to the guillotine with the 
point rulHcs over yoio- hands, and a mot on your lips, and a superb 
smile of disdainful pity for the mob : and I should havo tossed up 
my red cap and spun round in the * Qa ira,’ and cheered tho 
Samsons, and gone safe through it all. 'But good-bye ; I’m going 
to your oullr’’ug farms. Did you know I was a first-rate agri- 
culturist ? Of course you don’t ; what do you know about any 
Bucolics, except the Virgihan ?” 

With which Trovenna, much too mercurial to sit still five 
minutes, went on his way, switching tho grasses right and loft, 
and with his two Httlo terriers barking in furious chorust 

LuUi looked after him. 

“ You trust that person ?” 

“Entirely,” answered Chandos, surprised. 

“ I would not.” 

“Indeed! And why?” 

Over LuUi’s face came tho troubled, bewildered look wMch made 
those who noticed him cursorily think his brain was unsettled. 
He felt, but he could not define. To a mind only used to desultory 
dreamy thoughts, it was impossible to trace out its workings by 
logic. 

“ I cannot tell,” he said, wearily : “ but I would not trust him. 
Tho eyes are bright and clear, the face looks honest ; yet there is 
craft soinowhore. Tho dogs all sb'nk from him ; and the birds, 
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that come to us, fly from him. He is your friend ; but I do not 
think he bears you any love 

He ceased, looking down, still with that bewildered pain, upon 
the clear brown river rushing, swollen and melodious, at his feet. 
Like a woman, ho had intuition, but no power of argument 
Chandos looked at him, astonished more at the words than he had 
been at the secluded dreamer’s distaste towards the busy and 
trenchant man of the world. 

“I hope you aro wi'ong, Lulli,” ho said, gently. do not 

doubt you are. You and that gentleman can have little in 

common ; but you aro both valued friends to mo ^\Yhat is the 

matter?” • 

Lulli, as ho gazed down into tho water, had started, turned, and 
looked behind him into tho groat depths of shadow, where the trees 
grew so densely that oven at noon it was twilight beneath their 
branches, which curled, and twined, and grow in ponderous growth, 
almost rather like a Mexican than an English forest. 

“I heard Valeria’s voice?” ho said, hushed and brcathlessl}’’, 
while his glance wandered in restless longing hither and thither, 
like n. listening deer’s. 

“Valeria’s!” echoed Chandos, in amazement, as ho rose to his ■ 
feet. “ You must bo dreaming, Lulli.” 

The rrovcn9al shook his head, and pointed eagerly towards tho 
recesses of tho woods. 

“ I hoard it ! Look ; pray look.” 

Willing to humour him, yet satisfied. that it could bo but a delu- 
sion of the oar, common enough with such^ minds as Lulli’s when 
one dearly loved has been lost, ho went some little way into tho 
deer-coverts, glanced right and left, hoard nothing except the 
cooing of wood-pigeons, tho note of a missel- thrush, and tho cry 
of a land-rail, and returned. 

“It must have been imagination, Guido,” he said, soothingly. 

” Some bird’s song, perhaps, sounded like a human voice. There 
is no creature ncar.’^ 

“I heard it,” said Lulli, very low to himself, while his head 
drooped, and his gazo fell again with tho old weariness upon tho 
ebb and flow of the river. Ho would never have contradicted a 
thing that Chandos had said, if ho had died through it ; but the 
superstitious and ignorant beliefs which the early training of a 
childhood spent in ultramontanist countries, joined to tho deeply 
imaginative mind of a visionary whom no intercourse with a 
broader world than his own thoughts enlightened or controlled, 
had imbued him with, made him in his own heart turn rather to 
tho wild and baseless fancy that tho voice ho believed ho had 
heard was the supernatural sign of Valeria’s death, — the farewell 
of her spirit released from earth. Lulli had been born amidst all 
the legendary mysticism and mediaeval traditions of an almost 
Spanish Catholicism. The hues of it had coloured his mind too 
deeply ever to be whoUy altered. It made his grandeur as a musi- 
cian ; but equally it made his utter weakness as a man. 

That night, when Chandos went to his own chambers from the 
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smoking-room, tke laugliter of somo of the men echoing pleasantly 
from tho disUint corridors as they bade each other good-night, he 
opened first tho door of his atelier and went up to a Spanish 
picture hanging near his easel. It was a picture, without any 
master’s name, that ho had picked up in ono of the dark, winding 
streets of Granada, pleased with its Murillo colouring, and yet 
more with its subject, — a young Granadiiio leaning from a moon- 
lit balcony in tho cociuettish duty jpdar la There was 

more of proud, melancholy grace than of coquetry in tho noble, 
moonlit face ; and it was strangely like the Uueen of Lilies, — so 
like, that ono of her first charms for him had been her resemblance 
to his favouiite {Spanish portrait. Ho stood and looked at it some 
moments. 

“I must see her to-morrow again, come what will of it,” he 
thought. 

As he moved away, wiih all the unrest of an eager and repressed 
passion come tenfold on him with the knowledge of her presence 
near, his lamp shed its light fuU on a scarcely-finished painting 
of his own upon a rest ; it was a Ksoft and deoj^-hued oil-pictui’e of 
the Amphilhc'atro of Arles, with a cloudless sky above, and tho 
lustre of a Provence sunset pouring from the west It had been 
sketched in Arles itself, two years before. As be glanced at it, a 
sudden recollection crossed him, a sudden thought sent a flush 
over his forehead, a pang of anxiety to b’s heart; he paused 
before the painting. “/SVze cannot be Luili’s Valeria f*” ho said, 
half aloud. “ feho never spoke of him ; she never seemed to have 
bad a living thing to capo for excejit her own vain beauty. And 
yet sbo u.(S an Arlcsieune ; she was of tho ago Valeria would bo ; 
she was very poor.” 

Ilis memory travehed back to tho past, far away, as it scorned, 
even by two ^(‘ard’ spaco, and covered wiih a thousand other 
memories in his swift and brightly-coloured life, — travelled b.'ick 
to a time when he bad loitered, in the vintage-month, in the 
old Eoman cuy, passing on his way with the swallows to spend 
an Italian winter. 

“ I hope to Heaven not ho thought, with a keener pang than 
ho had ever before known. “Even a thing as Avorlhless us she 
should havo been sacred to mo if that great heart of LuUi’s had 
centred in her. They havo never met ; but it would be cruel work, 
for him and for me, to ask him. Sho was shameless before I saw 
her. It ^jould bo but worse anguish for him to And his lost Valeria 
in such ayElora do I’Ormo.” 

And ho went slowly out, leaving tho darkness to fall over th® ' 
Spanish portrait and the glow of tho Provence sun. 
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CHAPTER V, 

THE POEM AMOI^a THE TIOLETS. 

The portrait-gallery at Clarencieux was ono of the noblest 
1‘ealui’cs of the wholo castle. With its coiling of cedar, its gold 
panels, its lofty arched windows, twenty in numhor, and its land- 
scape beyond them of tlio home-park and hanging w'oods that 
stretched away to tho sea, it would have boon remarkable without 
its Vandykes, Holbeins, Lclys, Mignards, and Lawrences; with 
thorn, it was tho idolatry of tho virtuosi. Up and down it Tre- 
voniia, who certayily v/as no virtuoso, and could baredy liavo 
told a Gainsborough from a Spagnalotto, sauntered tho next 
morning, with his hands in his pockets, humming a Chaumiero 
dance- iuno, and reading his letters. Ho was very prudent, and 
did lujt trust tho post with much of his business ; what was 
iinjiortant ho generally ditl vird voca\ and tho man would havo 
been astute indeed who could over have trapped liim into any- 
thing that compromised him by the amount of a fourponny bit. 
Ho had a very wholesome reliictanco for signing his name, and any 
lelt''‘rs ho over wrote were of Spartan brevity. Yet tliis morning 
ho had had a good many, and they all j)h'ased him. Some were 
from tho firm of Tindall & Co., written by Igniitius Mathias in 
Hebrew. TrevonTia was a clever linguist, and had some half- 
dozen languages at his tongue’s end, tjiough ho never confessed to 
knowing more than a very Anglicized, Palais-Royal, cafe-loarnt 
Flench, which he would jabber villanously. 

“Makes you look un-hlnglish to speak Parisian well,” reflected 
this aspirant to be a roprosontativo of tho British nation ; and ho 
would only lot men And out by degrees even that ho had a most 
scholarly culture in classics, making tho concession for tho sako 
of collogo-mcn’s prejudices, though at Uarshampton ho would not 
Inve had the truth whispered for worlds that he could pen quito 
peifect Ciceronian Latin. 

From Uarshampton, too, a mighty mamifactuiing town, where 
faces might bo grimy but heads wore very clear, letters came that 
gratified him. Ho was beginning to be known there in their 
Unions and their Institutes, — talked of there as a rising man and 
as a rarely quick-witted one. He had' felt his way there veiy 
cautiously ; for he could not serve two masters, and lie the Chicot 
of fashion and the Uemosthenos of labour, very well, in a breath. 
Roth his masters would have given him his conge. But he was 
equal to greater difficulties, oven, than those of playing tho part of 
amuse to, his aristocratic patrons and that of pupil to his domocratio 
inviters at tho same time. Ho could make a club-lounger smile, 
andjio could make a north-countty operative grin ; and he had not 

E ach fear of ultimately turning both to his purpose. For Napo- 
en himself had never more intense volition, Robert Bruce himself 
^Jver more patient perseverance, than this inercmial flaneur of 
Pall MaU. ^ ^ ^ 

He had come here to read his letters, because no ono ever 
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wandered in to tlio portrait-gallery eayo at such times as it was 
turned into a second ball-room, and, having finished them, ho 
sauntered up and down, revolving their contents in his mind, — a 
mind into which nothing ever entered but to bo fertilized to its 
widest extent. Just above him, as ho reached the end, was an 
alcove in which hung alone one Knoller picture, answering at tho 
other end a Vandyke Charles tho First, as grand a picture as tho 
Petworth, given to Evelyn Chandos by his king himself. The 
Knellor was the portrait of the last Marquis, who had joined the 
standard at Preston, and fought; with Perth in tho fatal wdng at 
Culloden, breaking his sword at tho prince’s foot when tho stall 
dissuaded him from a final charge for victory or death. Tho Mar- 
quis had been offered life and honours if ho would have divulged 
certain Stuart secrets known to be in his hands, and, rejecting tho 
offer with a calm disdain, had died on Tower Ilill with his grand, 
mournful, moqueur smile on his lips to tho last, and bowed his 
graceful head upon tho block with the motto of his race, “ Tout 
€st ‘perdu^ fors Vhonneur,'* 

Trait by trait, look for look, tho Knoller portrait was reproduced 
in tho features of his last descendant. Tlie picture of tho last 
Marquis might have been tho likeness of tho present Chandos. 
Trevenna looked up at it. 

“Well, my lord,” ho murmured, a little aloud, in that innato 
loquacity which talked to inanimate things rather lhan not talk at 
all, “ there you are, with your d—d proud smile, that ho has got 
just like you to-day. So you began life tho most magnificent man 
of your time, and ended on Tower Hill ? That, sort of cliffcrcnco 
between the opening and tho finale is rather characteristic of your 
race. Perhaps you”! see something like it again.” 

The calm eyes of Ihe portrait seemed to glance downward with a 
serene disdain. Trevenna turned on his heel, singing a chanson of 
tho Closerie, and only wheeling round when ho came opposite a 
portrait of u man in tho gold robes of Exchequer : it was that of 
tJie famous minister, Philip Chandos, who had died like Chatham. 
“ Ahy mon ministre ! '' apostrophized Trevenna, “your son is a very 
brilliant personage ; and yet 

Lord Timon shall be left a naked gull, 

Who flashes now a phoenix. 

You were a great man ; but you and I shall be quits for all that.” 

At that moment tho door opened. Chandos entered the gallery. 

“ What on earth are you doing here, Trevenna ? I have looked 
for you everywhere. Are you turned connoisseur P ” 

^ "^ere he stood — under the Vandyke Stuart picture — in a velvet 
riding-dress, he looked so like the Knoller portrait of tho last 
IVferquis that even Trevenna almost started, though ho was ready 
with his answer, 

“ I was reading my letters. This house is so full of people that 
the library is as bad as a club-room. The betting’s quite steady ia 
town on tne colt ” 

** Certain to be. 1 came to speak to you of a note I have had 
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this morning, among others, from Sir Jasper Lyle, lie tells md 
the state of his health will compel his retirement from the borough. 
He acquaints me with it first, but he will resign immediately ; his 
disease is wnfirmed, — ^poor fellow ! Now, as you know, the borough 
is almost wholly at my disposal ; to my nominoo there wiU bo no 
sort of opposition, — not because the people are not free to act, but 
because they are a quiet, thin population, who for generations have 
been used to receive their representative from my family ” 

“ Free and enlightened electors,” put in Trovenna, with a cer- 
tain gi’im humour in the parenthesis ; and yet his heart was beating 
quicker than it had over beat. Ho divined what was coming. 

‘‘They have at least been better represented than moiropolitan 
boroughs,” said Chandos, with a touch of annoyance. “ We have 
never supported a more puppet or a mere partisan. Wo have 
given the httle town to the cleverest man wo could find; and my 
father represented it himself, if I remember, for ten years or 
more. "V^at I came to ask you was, will you like to be retuimed 
for it?” 

Looking at him, he saw the eager and exultant light flash into 
Trevonna’s eyes, the sudden lightning-like upleaping of a long- 
smouldering ambition. The daring, aspiring, indomitable nature . 
of the man seemed instantaneously revealed before him, from 
under the surface of social gaieties and jaunty bonhomie, 

“Like it!” 

In that moment Trovenna felt too genuinely to have words 
ready to his facile lips. Political life had been the goal for which 
through years, when men would have called him a madman for 
such audacious follies, he had “scorned delight, and loved labo- 
rious days,” with its set purpose before him, none the less 
steadily stormed because the golden gates seemed hopeless ada- 
mant to force. Of late ho had said to himself that come it would, 
come it should. But now that it did come, — the thin edge 
of the wedge which, once inserted, would open for him all the 
gates of position and power, — the jester had no banter, the liar 
no lie. 

“I thought you would,” said Chandos, whore they stood undes 
the Stuart picture, with the proud eyes of the last Marquis gazing 
down on them from the far distance. “You are the very man for 
the Commons, and I should not bo surprised if* some day I come 
down to hear you unfold a Budget ! Very well, then ; we will 
put you into nomination immediately Sir Jasper’s resignation is 
made known, and there is not a doubt of the result.” 

“But — would not you ” For once in his life, Treyenna 

was almost silent, almost agitated. The great prize of his life 
seemed to have fallen into his hands like a ripe fruit. 

said Chandos, horrified. “Have you known me all this 
time only to ask such a question ? They have begged me over 
iand over again to stand for the town or the county, but I have 
always told them that if I must suffer for my sins I would prefer 
purgatory itself at once : I would rather be burnt than be bored ! 

! A.S for you, 1 really do believe you wiU enjoy serving on committees, 

1 T 
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going in for supply, darting in to save a count-out, and all the rest 
of it. So — it is a settled matter ? ” 

“ Eeally — on my life, Ohandos, I cannot thank you enough.” 
Even on Trevenna^^s face there caihe something of a flush of shame, 
and into his voice something of the husky hesitation of conscience- 
moved restlessness: for one moment the contrast of this man’s 
actions and his own, struck him with a force that left him without 
his usual weapons. Chandos saw in this nothing beyond the re- 
action of a sudden and pleasurable surprise; he laid his hand 
kindly on the other’s shoulder. 

“ Thank me by showing them in the House what my friend can 
prove himself ! And, Trevenna, look here : do not think that be- 
cause you are returned through my influence you are for a haoment 
expected to represent my opinions. The borough is a quiet, 
colourless, little place, that will ask you no questions provided you 
adequately attend to its sea-coast interests; you may do anything 
else that you like. I hear that you have lately been lecturing, or 
something, in the North, — that you have been expressing views 
totally different from those you hear in my set. Now understand, 
once for all, I wish you to enter public life entirely unshackled. 
Choose your party, or remain an independent member: act 
precisely as you deem most true and most wise. After living 
among us, I am not afraid you will join the Ultras in pulling our 
houses down over our heads and in parcelling our estates into 
building allotments; but, whatever you gcnuinoly believe, lot 
that be what you advocate in the House, as though neither I nor 
Clarencieux existed.” 

With these words he wont out, to spare his presence to the 
man whom he had just assisted to the fruitage of his once hopeless 
ambition. 

Trevenna stood still and silent, struck mute for the instant with 
the blaze of his rising fortunes, and moved for one fleeting second 
with a heavy sense of treacherous shame. “ Damnation ! ” he said, 
in his teeth : “ five minutes I almost forgot to hate him I ” 


Half in shadow, half in sunlight, in the noontide of tho day, sat 
the Queen of Lilies. 

A cluster of tall copper beeches stood out before a deep dark 
screen of crag, and waved and tossed together in grand confusion, 
and wild as &ey had been in the days of the Druids, only broken 
here and tWe by the rush of some tumbling torrent. Under iho 
beeches was a broken wishing- well, its stones covered with ivy, its 
brink overgrown with heaths and maiden-hair and countless violets. 
Hero, some ten miles beyond Clarencieux, in this lonely fol est-land 
of her brother-in-law’s newly-taken shooting-place. Lady Valencia 
sat in solitude, with the faUing of the waters only mingled with 
the thrill of a nightingale’s evening note poured out on the hush 
of tho noon. In her most sovereign moments she had never looked 
60 lovely as now, in the complete negligence, abandonment, almost 
dejection, of her attitude. She leaned against the stone coping of 
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the well, one arm resting on it, so that her hand, half unconsciously, 
played now and then with the green coils of leaves and grasses fall- 
ing in the water ; her head £ooped slightly ; there was sadness, 
almost melancholy, in the musing shadow of her liquid eyes. A 
volume of “ Lucr^ce ” lay at her feet ; a water-spaniel waited near, 
wistfully watching for her notice. The melody of bird or river had 
no music on her ear : she was thinking veiy wearily. 

Thus — she all insensible of his gaze — Chandos saw her. 

He paused, checked his horse as he rode through a bridle-path 
hidden in foliage, wavered an instant, then flung the I'eiu to his 
son^ant, bade him ride on, and went backward, through the en- 
tangled meshes of the leaves, towards the ruined wishing- well. 

His stop made no echo on the moss ; unseen he noted the weari- 
ness of languor in the dreaming repose, the musing pain, that 
darkened the eyes that gazed down absently on the purple wealth 
of the violet buds. “JDoos sho regret mo h bethought; and at 
sight of that living beauty which had haunted him through Eastern 
cities and Italian air, the old soft, wayward, unresisted passion 
which had so often ruled him, yet never reigned more utterly than 
it was near reigning now, woke in all its force. Ho thought neither 
of penalty nor of consequence, of wisdom nor of future ; he thought 
alone of her. 

The movement of his hand as he i)ut aside the red gold of the 
copper- beech leaves and the light spring buds of tho young ivy- 
coils caught her ear ; she lifted her eyes, and mot tho eloquence of 
his. She rose, with something almost hiuriod and tremulous in 
tho dignity of her serono grace ; her face Hushed, her glance had a 
light in it he had never seen there ; sudden surprise changed tho 
calm of her grand and delicate beauty to a new warmth and hesi- 
tation that lent a still fairer life. In that instant, as he saw her 
under tho burnished gold of the wrehing sunlit leaves, ho could not 
doubt but that sho loved him. 

** You have returned ? ” The words wore low and unstudied, as 
though iu tho surprise of his presence there her proud tranquillity 
broke down. 

“Ah! forgive me that I ever wandered away. Forgetfulness 
did not go with me.^’ 

He scarcely thought, he never measured, what he said; ho 
thought only of her loveliness, there in the shadows of the spring- 
time leafage ; and tho loveliness of women had always done with 
him what it would. He bent nearer to her, looking down into her 
eyes with a gaze that made them droop, and made her heart beat 
Avith a swift, uncertain throb, a vague gleam of hope. “ My love ! 
my love ! ’• he murmured, thinking no moio of the cost and issue 
of his words than ho had thought when ho had murmured such 
against the warm cheek of some young Eastern odalisque, or gazing 
into the lustre of Southern eyes under the Spanish stars, or by th«# 
rsborea of Procida, “ we must not part again I ” 

^ The music of his voice stole upon her ear, chaiming and lulling 
her into its own trance of passion ; the deep waimth of a hot flush 
stole over all her beauty, intensifying every delicate hue, like tho 
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warmth from the noon through the crimson loaves ; and as ho drew 
her into his embraco, with his kiss he bartered his peace, his honour, 
and his future ; for it, in that hour of her power, ho would have 
thought the world well lost. The violets blossoming, dew-laden, 
at their foot — flower of the poets, and crown of child-Protus* golden 
hair — were not more sweet than that first birth and utioranco 
of loYO. 


CnAPTEE VI. 

THE POEM AS WOMEN EEAD IT. 

Befoiie n fire (for she fancied or liked to say she was chilly, in 
those lato April days that wore well-nigh as warm as summer) 
Lady Chesterton lay sulkily reclining in her little boudoir. She 
was very sullen, very grave, very moody. She was bitter as gall 
in her own soul. Tho distant cousin sho hated, because he had 
inherited her father’s title, had been loft a fortune that would enable 
him to raise tho Ivors peerage to its old glories, whilst her husband 
was so heav ily in debt that tho narrowest continental economy would 
not bettor him. This house with its shootings that had entailed so 
much expense, had served them no ])urposo. Lord Clydesmoro 
was hopeless to attract again after his i list repulse ; other men were 
coy of her beautiful sister, — a Morexuis’s daughter, and portionless. 
Sho herself loved show, wcaltli, maguilicenco, all tho exclusivism 
of greatiicss in its greatest ; and she was literally i>ooror than'- one 
of the gairiokecpors’ wives out in tho park yonder, — poorer, for the 
keoxjer’s v ifo could ac.cpt her 2 >ovorty, and tho peeress had to go to 
court as a lady-in-vaiting, and to rack her brains afterwards to 
stave olT tho milliner who sent her court-dresses. 

“ I w^ish I woi’G one of those wretched women in tho cottages in 
the woods ! ’' i 3 thought. “ ^JV*\cy have' to bake, and to scrub, and' 
to slap their dirty children, and to pinch and screw, and live on,^ 
l^ork and potatoes ; but they are better off than I : they hav(| 
nothing to b'ci) 7.'p / ” ^ 

It was a bitter truth, and sho felt its bitterness to the utmost, 
where she sat, curled in tho velvets and silks and luxurj’’, that those 
sho envied would have so envied “my lady,” could they have looked 
ou her in her solitude. Sho turned her head slowly as the door 
opened, glanced up with half-closed eyes, then returned to tho 
moody contemplation of tho fire. She had been a very miserable 
companion, a very gloomy tyrant, to her sister during this winter, 
when they had been mowed in leafless woods for nothing, with no 
dinner-party nearer than fifteen miles, hearing of that “ odious 
man Trevenna’s” men-parties at Clarencioux, and hopeless of ever 
seeing its lost lord roturn. Nor had the month or so of tho town- 
season much improved her temper, now that she was back again 
for the recess. 

Lady Valencia came up in silonco till sho stood before tho fire ; 
her black lapes swept round her over a w'hite morning dross, and 
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Miore had caTip:ht across it, in unnoticed omamont, ono of tho long 
ivy-coils with loaves of darkest, buds of lightest green. 

“What a draught you bring in with you!” shivered Lady 
Chesterton, peevishly. “ Good gracious I you are dressed as if •it 
were summer. Take care,* pray; you brush Drageo’s hair tho 
wrong way I” 

Moving her skirts from the little lion-dog, Lady Valencia stood 
silent still. Her sister looked up at her and wondered. Tho bril- 
liance of tho spring-tide seemed to have lingered on tho Queen of 
Lilies ; there was a new look upon her face. 

“ What has happened ? ” asked tho peeress, sharply. 

She looked down on tho baroness with a certain haughty con- 
tempt. She owed her sister many a goading irritation, many a 
sneering taunt. 

“ Your sacrifice at this shooting-box has not been in vain,” she 
said, calmly detaching the green ivy-spray from her dress. 

Lady Chesterton started up in her chair, her black eyes all vivid 
animation. 

“ Valencia ! you do not moan ” 

“ Yes,” said the Lily Queen, serenely still; but she turned her 
head with the lofty supremacy of a victorious queen; a proud 
triumph flashed in the velvet depths of her eyes ; every lino of her 
form, every curve of her lips, expressed conquest; “ yos, we have 
won. I shall be mistress of Claroncieux ! ” 

Had Chandos been there in that moment, he would have seen it 
were better for him that ho should lie in his grave than that she 
should be so. 


CIIAPTEll VII. 

nj THE HOSE-GARDENS. 

Chandos, as it was, could scarcely have said that tho same triumph 
remained with him. 

For marriage he had an utter distaste, — of his liberty a surpass- 
ing love ; the slightest bondage was unendurable to him ; and tho 
thought of what he had done on the spur of an irresistible beauty 
and a vainly-resisted love weighed on him curiously as ho rode 
through the aisles of pines and over tho vast undulating sward of 
the outlying lands, with tho sound of tho sea from tho distance, and 
in tho sunny air tho winged dwellers of the beach, the delicate tern, 
tho rare hen-harrier, the ring-plover, and tho mallard, flying abovo 
tho wild thyme and the still moor-pools. Ilis life had not a shadow: 
why had he not left it as it was ? Ho loved her,— ho loved hor with 
a great passion that, through her beauty, swayed him like a reed ; 
and yet a strange weariness, a strange depression, came upon him 
as he swept over the wild wolds. He felt as though ho had sur- 
rendered up his future into bondage. 

As he turned his horse into tho home-woods, leaving tho purple 
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moorlands that were the sea-shore appanage of Olarencieiix at a 
cross-road, ono of his own hnntora was spurred after him. Tre- 
venha camo up with him. 

' “ How you do ride ! ” cried Treyenna, himself a good but cautious 
Horseman, not caring Very much for the saddle, “ You will break 
your neck, surely, some day. How you took that gate ! By the 
way, if you were to do such a thing, who is your heir ? There is 
no other Chandos.” 

“The estates would go to the Castlomaine family: I have no 
nearer relatives,” answered Chandos, a little wearily. Now, of all 
other times, he could have wished the incessant chatter of his Chicot 
far away. 

“ Ah, but youTl marry some time or other, of course.’* - 
Chandos gave a gesture of impatience : the word grated terribly 
on his ear. Trevonna glanced at him, and knew what ho wanted. 
Through his reconnoitrer-glass ho had seen the wishing- well, and 
the two who had stood beneath the copper beeches, and ho wished 
to learn how far the affair had gone. The impatient gesture told 
him. He had studied every impulse and minutest trait of Chandos’ 
character, till ho could gauge his feeling and his meaning to the 
slightest shade. 

^ “ The ladies were upbraiding you loudly for your desertion when 
I loft the house. They had sauntered down out of their rooms to 
ride and drive, and wore indignant not to have their host enproie^'^ 
ho wont on, carelessly ; he knew his companion too well to press 
the other subject. As for me, I have been meditating on my 
coming greatness. Ecally, have you thought well of it, Chandos ? 
Your friends will say you liavo put an adventurer in the House.” 

‘‘ They will not 8a^, so to me; and if they do to you, you can 
give them more lhau they send. Besides, you wiU have good 
cpmpany ; did not they say so of Canning ? ” 

“ Then you are really resolved on lifting mo to St. Stephen’s ?” 
Assuredly ” 

“ Upon my word, monseigneur, you make one think of Timon's 

I could deal kingdoiiia to my friends^ 

And no’er be weary !” 

** Timon ! you choose me on ominous parallel. Would you all 
he * feast- won, fast-lost’ ?” 

“ The deuce ! I dare say we should.” 

The answer was rough, but it was true as far as it went. There 
were times when Trevenna could not quite help being truthful. 
Lying invariably will become as weary work, sometimes, p-s telling 
truth becomes to most people ; and there was a cynical candour in 
the fellow not always to be broken into training. 

“ I would trust you sooner not to bo, Trevenna, for the frank- 
ness of that admission.” said Chandos, right in his deduction, 
even if ho should be wrong in this present instance. “Look at 
that glimpse of sea through the pines ; how wonderful in colour ! ” 
The deep blue of the sea-lino glistened to violet beyond the 
I dark-greon boughs and the russet shafts of the pine-stems. Tho 
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woods of the deer-forest stretched in rolling masses upward and 
inland; and beyond, tinged with the brightest light, stood the 
magnificent pile of the castle. Trevenna looked. 

“ Yes, very pretty.” 

“ Good Heavens ! you speak as if it weye the transformation- 
scene of a ballet !” 

“I like a ballet a good deal better. Clouds of transparent 
skirts are better than clouds of transparent mists. You aro very 
fond of this place, Ernest !” 

“It were odd if I wore not. I can fancy how it was deadlier 
to the last Marquis than to sever from friend or mistress, when ho 
had to look his last on Clarcncioux.” 

Trevenna smiled, and llicked his horse thoughtfully between the 
ears, as they rode on in silcnco. 

“ Thou givost so long, Timon, I fear me 
Thou wilt give thyself away in paper, shortly," 

ran the thread of his musings. 

Trovonna’s momentary pang of conscience in the morning had 
been particularly short-lived. It had died with tho next look 
upward to the face of tho last Marquis. 

At that moment, entering on the clearer spaces of tho Homo 
Park, where four avenues of gigantic limes crossed and met each 
ether, one of tho most singular beauties of Clarcncioux, they 
encountered another riding-party escorting a little pony-carriago 
drawn by four perfect piebalds, and containing Madame de la 
Vivarol find a Eussian princess. Among the escort were tho 
Eoyal Due de Neuilly, and another Due, not royal, but an European 
notoriety all tho same, — Philipf^b Eran<^ois, Duo d’Orvale. Philippo 
d’Orvale was a character, — ^Euiopo was given to saying, too, a 
very bad character. , 

Chief of one of the great feudal races of France, now growing 
fewer and fewer with every generation, ho was, so to speak, born 
in tho purples, and had lived in them up to the time when he was 
now some fifty years of ago. Exceedingly handsome, he still 
preserved his d^honnaire graces. Excessively talented, he could 
on occasion outwit a Mettemich, a Talleyrand, or a Palmerston. 
Extremely popular, ho was the princo of bon-vivants. With all 
this, Philippe d’Orvale had achieved a reputation too closely allied 
to that of his namesake of D’Orleans not to be considered a 
thorough-going reprobate, and to care infinitely less for succeeding 
in the field of state-affairs and political triumphs than for succeed- 
ing in dancing a new Spanish cachuoha, in brewing a new liqueur- 
punch ht his souj^era d huia cloa^ in dazzling Paris with some mad 
freak of exuberant nonsense, and in loading the Demi-Monde in 
all its wildest extravagances. He had a good deal in him of 
the madcap mixture that was in the character of the Emperor 
Maximilian, and, like him, scouted courts, titles, states, and 
dignities for some reckless piece of devil-may-care. He might 
have been anything ho chose ; but he, duke and peer of France, 
decorated with half the orders of Europe, descendant of nobles who 
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had boen cousins of Valois and nephows of Bourbon and ^fcdici, 
did not choose to bo anything except the chief of the Froo Lances 
and the sovereign patron of singers and ballet-dancers. 

Certes, he enjoyed himself, and looked on at his gay world 
unsated out of his careless eyes ; but his family thought him mad. 
and had, indeed, tried to restrain him from the control of his vast 
properties, till Due Philippe, suddenly taking it into his head to 
show them he was sane, went to Vienna, and conducted a delicate 
imbroglio so matchlessly for France that it was impossible to 
support the charge any longer, though, having so vindicated hia 
sanity, ho returned directly to his own courses, and was found at 
breakfast next day with three actresses from the Varietes, an 
inimitable buffo-singer from the Cafe Alcazar, a posture-dancer off 
the pavement of the Palais Iloyal, in whom ho declared he had 
discovered a relative, and a Pifferaro’s monkey seated solemnly in 
state in one of the velvet chairs, munching truffles and praslins, 
amidst the chorus of Rossini’s Papatacci, sung b}^ the whole party 
and led by D’Orvale himself. 

A man who will set down a Barbary ape nt his table, Europe, of 
course, will pronounce out of his senses : yet a more finished 
•gentleman than Due Philippe never bowed before a throne ; and 
while Europe in a mass pronounced him the most hideous amalga- 
mation of vices, two or three who knew him well, among whom 
was Chandos, steadily upheld that there was not an ounce of real 
evil in this bearded bon enfa^it, 

John Trevenna, as far as dissipation went, was a perfectly 
irreproachablo character, and had not really a vice that could bo 
put down at his score ; Philippe d’Orvalo was a very reproachable 
ono, and had, beyond doubt, a good many; yet perhaps both 
Guido Lulli and Beau »Siro were in the right when they shrank 
from the keen blue eyes of tho one, and came up without fear, 
sure of a kindly word, under the sunny gaze of tho other. 

The next night thero wore, as commonly when the house was 
filled, theatriealb at Clarencieux. The same Paris troupe which 
had gone to Constantinople were down here for tho recess, re- 
inforced by a now actress of tho most enchanting talents, and by 
John Trevenna, who had tho most inimitable powers of mimicry 
ever seen on a stage, and who now played in the first vaudeville, 
as an Englishman on his initiatory tiip to Paris, till even tho 
fastidious and sated audience he played for were in uncontrollablo 
laughter, and even the ladies, his very worst foes, were of opinion 
that a person who could amuse them so well, certainly deserved to 
go into Parliament, though he did come nobody knew whence, and 
had lodgings in town nobody knew where. 

Trevenna showed his wisdom in playing the part of a Charles 
Mathews to this little bijou theatre, since by it he won over the 
toleration of his most inveterate and most inexorable foes. 

The only guests, besides the people staying in tho castle, were 
the Chestertons and Lady Valencia. A prouder moment even the 
Lily Queen had never wished for or dreamt of than when she first 
passed the thieshold of Clarencieux into tho mighty hall where 
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Evelyn Chandos had marshalled his cavaliers, and knew that she 
was the future mistress of that ro3^al place ; than when sho was 
met upon tlie great staircase as the Chandos only mot their 
sovereigns, and knew that sho was the betrothed wifo of this 
brilliant darling of courts, this magnificent leader of fasliion, 
whom the -world had said no woman would ever so woo and so 
win. 

Perhaps, indeed, as they passed from the reception-rooms to the 
dining-hall, and from the drawing-rooms again to the theatre, 
through the lofty corridors ceiled with cedar and hung with 
Renaissance decorations on which the first artists of Italy had of 
late years boon employed, her glance too often wandered to the 
mere art-skill and costliness with which every yard of Claroncieux 
was filled, — to the priceless pictures, to the delicate statues, to the 
gold and the ivory, the malachite and the jasper, the porphyry 
and the marble, the collections of a princely wealth and of a race 
eight centuries old. Perhaps she looked too much at these, the 
mere possessions of accident, the mere symbols of power ; perhaps 
the higher, deeper, softer, treasures of the future sho had won 
escaped her, and were less dear to her than these insignia of her 
lover’s rank, her lover’s splendour : perhaps. Sho had been in the 
bitter school of titled poverty ; from her birth upwards she had 
boon so proud, and yet so penniless. 

As they sat at dinner in the banquoting-hall, hung with scarlet 
and gold, with its coiling arched above the sixteen Corinthian 
pillars of porphyry given by La Grande Catherine to a Chandos 
who had boon ambassador at her court, the Queon of Lilies, 
haughty as an empress, delicate as a young deer, pure and 
stately as the flower of her emblem though sho was, appraised the 
grandeur of Claroncieux well-nigh with as critical a survey as 
Ignatius Mathias could have done, and looked loss upward to 
where her lover sat, than opposite to where, above the sculptured 
marble of the mighty hearth, above the crossed standards of 
Evelyn Chandos and the last Marquis, of Edgehill and of Preston, 
there rested in a niche, all wrought in ivory and silver in a curious 
Florentine carving, the last coronet that had over been worn by a 
Chandos, — the attaindered coronet of Clarencieux. 

“ Amazingly like the last Marquis ho looks to-night, by Jove ! ” 
thought Trevenna, standing behind the curtain of the pretty stage 
before it drew up for the vaudeville, and surveying through a 
chink the slope of the theati’o filled with arm-chairs, without any 
partition into boxes, and all glittering -with arabesques and gilding 
and chandeliers, where in the centre Chandos stood leaning over 
Lady Valencia’s chair. “ Well, there is a Tower Hill waiting for 
him too ! Only my lord, with his d — d proud smile, said, ‘ All’s 
lost , — except honour ! * I guess his descendant will say, ‘ All’s lost, 
—cvm honour !” Wo must not strike till this election matter’s 
over. That put me out of my calculations ; and it’s too good to 
lose. Only a little while longer, though, shall I play the foot 
to please nis patricians, and monseigneur stand there owner of 
Clarencieux. Apres ” 
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The bell rang a little chime ; the curtain, exquisitely painted 
with a view of Psestum, drew up. Trevenna sauntered forward 
to greet the Parisienne actress, with a flow of inimitable nonsense, 
and an eifervoscence of animal spirits so mirthful and contagious 
that tho most blasS of his audience were laughed into an irre- 
sistible good humour ; and had his election depended on their votes, 
he would have been safe into his borough that instant. There 
were only two who, while they laughed, would have withheld 
their suliiage ; they were the Duke of Castlemaine and Philippe 
Due d’Orvale, — the two who, despite tho presence of women 
whoso lair eyes had vowed him such soft fidelity, were the two 
in Clarencieux that night who loved Chandos the best. 

Some faint perception that the tenderness borne him by the one 
he last wooed was not that with which he, with tho feiwour of an 
impassioned nature beneath his carelessness, had loved and been 
loved under Southern and Asiatic suns, stirred in him even that 
night. He had been hurried by her beauty into the utterance of 
a long-resisted passion; but of her heart, of her nature, of her 
thoughts, he knew nothing. He loved her as poets love, seeing 
her through the glories of his own imaginings ; but he knew no 
more whether in truth she answered them than he knew what ho 
had done for his own future when he had drawn her into its life 
• with that caress which loft him bound to her. 

He had been spoiled by a world that had so long adored him ; ho 
had been used to the utmost gratification of every fancy, of every 
wish ; he had been intensely loved by women, used to burning 
words, to lavish tenderness. In her there was some want that he 
vaguely missed, some coldness scarcely felt, yet ever there, which 
now in tho first moment of his surrender to her passed over him 
. with a chill. He knew that he had done a fatal thing ; and the 
thought haunted him even in the gaieties of Clarencieux, — even 
when for an instant he was alone with her, as he drew her from 
the* ball-room into the conservatories, aisles of tropical blossom 
and vegetation glowing with the deep bronze of South American 
loaves and the scarlet of Oriental fruits and flowers, tho foliage of 
Mexico and tho flora of Persia. 

“Ah, my Queen of Lilies!” he murmured, passionately, “you 
are fair as the flower they call you after ; but are you as cold ? 
You have not yet learnt what love really is ; look into my eyes 
and read it there I ” 

She drew herself softly from his embrace, startled and flushed 
by tho warmth of his words, by the ardour of a temperament beside 
which her own was as ice to the sirocco, as tho moon to the sun. 

‘ ‘ Where is it that I fail ? ” she whispered ; ‘ ‘ how would you have 
me love you?” ^ 

“How! My fairest, words are but cold interpreters; if you- 
knew, you would not ask tho question. How ? JSpeech cannot 
teach that lore. I would bo loved as I love,— so only ! ” 

“Ernest, pardon me,” said the Duke of Castlemaine, as late in 
that dawn he met his grandson, both on their way to the smoking- 
room ; “ but your attentions were extraordinarily marked to Lady 



In the Rose-Gardens* 


123 


Valencia St. Albans to-nigbt, — almost too much so, since there are 
princesses of the French and Eussian blood in your house. If' I 
wero not sure ” 

“ Dear Duke, be sure of nothing.” ' 

His Grace paused, wheeled round, and stared at him. 

“ Ghandos ! you cannot mean 

“ Yes ; I mean what you are thinking of. I have said more than 
I can unsay. Let us drop the subject.” 

An oath of the hot Eegency days of his early manhood broke 
from under the white cavalry moustaches of the old nobleman, as 
ho stood and gazed at his favourite descendant in the silvery light 
from the candelabra abovo their heads in the corridor. He had no 
need to ask more questions; he understood well enough, and the 
comprehension cut him to the heart. 

“ Good God, Ernest ! ” and there was an accent of genuine grief, 
as well as of amaze. “ And you might have wedded royal women, 
— ^Ijouise d’Albe, Marie of August, the Princess d’Orvieto ! you 
might have claimed the hand of any one of them ! but you declared 
that you hated marriage.” 

declared only the truth. Marriage I abhor; but her — I 

love.” 

The Duke ground his still strong handsome teeth with a fiorco 
impatience; he know that the Ghandos of Clarencieux — libertines 
perhaps, epicureans always— had never let any earthly wisdom 
or law or plea stand between them and the follies of their hearts or 
passions. 

” 1 knew she would do it, if she had the chance,” he muttered. 
“ To run after you hero, to come into the country the instant you 
returned from Paris, — indelicate, indecent ! ” 

Ghandos stretched out his hand. 

“Hush, sir: /cannot hear such accusations. It was not her 
doing that she came ; she has told mo that she was strongly averse 
to it, the more averse because, as I may now confess for her, she 
loved me.” 

The Duke swept his hand over his snowy moustaches with a 
scornful, wrathful gesture. 

“ Need she have come, then ? The daughter of Ivors can scarce 
be so utterly destitute of friends. She intrigues for you as markedly 
08 any Flora de I’Orme, though in a different fashion.” 

Ghandos turned to him, grave almost to weariness for the mo- 
ment, but gentle as of old. 

“ My dear Duke, you know that I would not have a difference 
with ym for the worth of Glarencieux ; but you must not use such 
words in my presence of one whom you will hereafter receive as 
— my wife.” ^ 

He paused before the last two syllables ; he could not utter them 
without some pain, without some distrust. His Grace suppressed 
a deadlier oath ; he loved Ghandos with more fondness than he 
would have cared to confess, and he had, besides, the most superb 
instincts of thorough-bred courtesy. 

“ I beg your pardon,” he said, with a bend of his stately head. 
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“ I have, of course, no right to comment on your choico or on ynmu 
actions; hut all I would ask you is, what will she recomi)cnc3 you 
for all you must forfeit for her ?’* 

Chandosgave a half-impaiicnt sigh, not so low but that it caught 
his grandfather’s ear. 

“ It is useless speaking. It is not that I doubt your wisdom, oi 
dispute your right of counsel; but what is done is done: let ua 
leave a fruitless subject.” 

He moved on, and threw open the door of the smoking-room. 
The Duke loved him too well to say more, but he turned back 
abruptly, bade him good-night, and went to his own apartment. 
Well as the gallant old man enjoyed the society of a younger 
generation, and welcome as ho was to it by right of his grand 
intellect, his unquenched spirits, and his high renown, he had not 
the heart for it now; he felt, vaguely and bitterly, that the cloud- 
less sunshine of fortune would soon or late desert tho last Chandos 
left to Clarencieux. 

Chandos himself that night smoked his favourite rose-water 
narghile in the smoking-room, then sat down with Philippo 
d’OrvSile to 6cartS, closely contested, costly, and washed, now and 
then, with iced sherbet. They played while everybody else slept ; 
then, as d’Orvale went to bed, Chandos instead let himself out by 
a side door that opened into tho rose-gardens, and walked alone 
into the sunny, silent morning, with no other companion than 
Beau Sire. 

With the temper of a voluptuary and the habits of a man of the 
world, there was blent in him as strong a love of nature and of all 
the beauty of forest and moorland, of tho change of the seasons, 
and of tho floating glories of tho clouds, as the purest of the 
Lakists ever felt. In t.’uth, ho was many men in one, and to the 
apparent inconsistency it produced in his character were due both 
the versatility of his talents and tho scope of his sympathies. His 
penetration was often at fault; ho thought too well of men, and 
judged them too carelessly; but his sympathies were invariably 
catholic and true ; he understood what others felt with an unerring 
surety of perception, — a quality that invariably begets attachment, 
a quality that, in its highest development, produces genius. 

Ho walked far, spending two hours in the forest and on the 
shore. The flight of a flock of sea-swallows, the toss of the surf on 
the yellow sands, the rolling-in of the great curled waves, the 
morning life of the woodlands, the nest-song of tho thrushes, the 
poise of a blue-warbler above a river-plant, the circling sweep of 
an osprey in the air, all had their charm to him ; not one of tho 
sights and sounds of the spring-day was indifferent to him or 
rmnoted by him. Ho loved to lay high prices on the cards in 
the excitement of a gaming-room, and he loved to lead the wit 
and wildness of a sparkling, reckless Paris night; but none the 
less did ho love to stand and look over the gray, calm expanse of 
a limitless sea, none the less did he love to listen to the laugh of a 
west wind through the endless aisles of a forest. 

Ho strolled till past noon through his lands with tho retriever 



In the Rose-Gmden, 


^25 


alone beside him, then he re-entered the gardens by the same gate 
by which ho had left them. In them he met, alone also, La Vivaroh 
Ho would very willingly have avoided the meeting. He know 
how inexorable a tyrant tho fair countess had been : it was with 
difficulty that ho had loosened her fetters at all, and the escape he 
had made had, as he was well aware, never been pardoned him. 
Of a scone, of anything approaching reproaches, recrimination, pr 
a quarrel, Chandos had more than the common horror ; it was one 
of tho frailties of his nature to do any thing on tho face of the earth 
to avoid a mauvaia quart (Theure;** and now his conscience told 
liini that ho could scarcoly complain if ho had to endure one, even 
if madame were unaware of the lengths to which her rival’s 
triumph extended. Ho advanced, therefore, with a misgiving. 

“ Ah, madame ! good-morning. It is very rarely you honour the 
outer world so early.” 

Tho Countess laughed as silvery a peal as that rung by her toy- 
dog’s little bells. 

“ No, indeed. The dawn, and tho dew, and all the rest of it are 
charming in eclogues and jjastorals, but in real life they are — a 
little damp ! but to-day I did not sleep very well ; my novel was 
dull, and tho gardens looked tempting.’^ 

“ Those who are so much the gainers by it will not quarrel with 
any caprice that brings them to you earlier.” 

La Vivarol laughed again, — a little contemptuously, letting an 
echo of sadness steal into it. This brightest Venus Victrix was 
very chary of her sighs, but on very rare occasions she could be 
mournful with an cflcct no other over approached. 

“ My favourite roso-gardons,” sho said, glancing round them. 
“ Their summer beauty is not yet come, though it is very near. I 
shall never see it.” 

“Madame! what can make you utter so cruel a prediction for 
Clarcncicux ?” 

►She lot her long eyes, dazzHng as a falcon^s, rest on him, humid 
with a mist that ho could ahnost have sworn was of tears. 

“ C/iLitf mon ami ! A now queen will soon reign at Olaroncieux, 
they say ; can you protend that I should bo welcome then r^” 

There was a repressed melancholy in tho tone more touching 
than spoken reproach. Like Trovenna, sho had long studied and 
traced his most facile and most accessible weakness. Sho know ho 
could never bo moved by recrimination; she know ho could bo 
wounded in an instant by tenderness. He was silent a moment, 
startled and pained ; ho scarce could teU how to soothe away this 
bitterness to her. 

“Relieve me,” ho said, a little hurriedly, “whatever changes 
Clarcncicux sees, you will over bo welcomed to it by me.” 

“ And do you think that with these ‘ changes* I would come to 
it?” Sho spoke with a proud rebuke, a melancholy challenge, 
turning her eyes full on his. Not a woman living knew so well 
how to place a man in a wi'ong position, and close all gates of 
escape upon him, as Heloise de la Vivarol. Chandos felt in- 
punstaut and cruel,— felt as she chose that he should feel. 
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“However that be, ’ she murmured, dreamily, placing him yet 
further and further at his disadvantage, as ondy a woman’s tact 
can do, “/ wish you every joy, Ernest, that earth can bring. 
Ernest ! I may call you that still once more ; the name will be for 
new lips in tho futuro.” 

The tears shone, dimming her brilliant eyes ; a touching and 
resigned reproach was in her tone ; sadness was tenfold more in- 
tense, coming for once in its rarity upon the dazzling, victorious 
face of the sovereign conqueror. Chandos felt guilty, felt re- 
pentant, felt everything that she meant he should feel. His 
wiser judgment might have known that this was but the perfection 
of acting ; but she did not let his judgment como a second into 
play ; she moved him at onco by his heart and by his sympathies. 
Ho took her hand, and stooped towards her. 

“ Heloise, forgive mo. I deeply regret — 1 did not know— at 
least, if ever ” 

He was about, despite all his consummate tact and his know- 
ledge of the world and of its women, to do so lash a thing as to 
apologise to her for having deserted his allegiance ! She stopped 
him softly. 

“ Say no more ; the past is past. No one you have ever known 
will wish you happiness as I shall wish it. We are friends now, 
and ever will bo. Another love usurps you : so be it. To mo, at 
least, is left your friendship still. It is not too much to ask, 
Ernest P” 

“ Too much ! It is yours for over.*' 

He spoke warmly, contrite, and surpiisod that she had loved him 
so well. She had never looked more lovely than in this sudden 
descent from her haughty and contemptuous gaiety of sovereign 
triumph to this mournful and wistful resignation. “ I never 
tjiought that she had loved mo so,” ho mused, surprised and 
moved, when he had left her. She had led him by his feelings, 
and he had neither tho keenness nor the suspicion in him to doubt 
that she betrayed him. To Chandos it was far easier to tliink that 
he had done a woman of the world wrong by thinking her tea 
heartless, than to credit that she wronged him by masking a bitter 
passion that she felt and assuming a gentle passion she did not feel. 
It was true, sho loved him, — in her reading of tho word ; but it was 
in such a reading that the night before, seeing her English rivars 
power, sho had set her delicate teeth together, and sworn, in her 
heart, — 

“I will have my vengeance! If it be twenty years hence, I 
will have my vengeance ! ” 

And beibre twenty years she had it. 
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OHAPTEB Vni. 

THE WATCHER FOR THE FALL OF ILTON. 

** They tell me the Premier has pressed on you again the rostora- 
Lion of your title ?” 

The Queen of Lilies spoke, standing under those very palms, in 
her sister^s town residence, under which she had stood when she 
had first spoken the name of Chnndos. 

“ Yes, my dearest, ho has done so.*' 

“ And you accept 

“ No ; I decline.” 

•* Decline ! And why P ” 

“Why? For many matters. One, that what was rohhed from 
us by the crown I will not take from the crown as a re-creation. 
The last Marquis laid his life down to preserve his honour. Athena 
would havo given him a statue in her Altis ; England, charac- 
teristically, gave him a block on Tower Hill. We have uovor 
condoned his judicial murder.” 

“ Eefuse tlio marquisate to gratify the manes of a beheaded 
ancestor ! What quixotism ! ” 

Chandos looked as he felt, — annoyed ; he was used to bo deferred 
to, and the women he had loved had been playfully gentle even 
in their most imperious tyrannies. Besides, a deei)er vexation 
smote him; this anxiety for his rank showed that his rank 
usurped her thoughts. 

“ Quixotism it may be ; such as it is, it will always govern mo ; 
and I should have hoped one who loved mo would stidve to under- 
stand my feelings, as I would strive to understand hers.” 

“ But why ? tell me why. Attaindored titles havo been restored 
before now. Others have thought it very right.” 

“ What others may do has never been my guide.” 

“ I know ! But — forgive me — 1 cannot see your motive.’* • 

“‘Forgive* is no word between us, my worshipped one. But 
to tell you my motives I should have to toll you a long story. 
Suffice it, nothing — not even your prayer — would over induce mo 
to be made Lord Claroncioux.** 

“ A stoiy ? Oh, you must tell it me ! ’* 

“ Why, my dearest? Wo havo a story of our own far sweeter 
than any chronicle.’* 

“No, no. You have excited me now; you must gratify my 
curiosity.” 

She spoke caressingly, but in her heart were a keen irritation 
and mortification. She had set all the longing of her ambitious 
life ujtou his marquisate. The word of a woman is command to 
the man who loves her ; he smiled, looking down upon her, and 
drawing her nearer in his embrace. 

“ You know the life and the death of the last lord ? — ^it is a 
matter of history. When he joined Charles Edward at Preston, ho 
was the most brilliant man of his time, a wit, a soldier, a poet, a 
hd the friend of Philippe d’Orleans and Bichelicu, the 
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courtliest noble ol his age. He had loved many ; but he loved 
latest, and above all, a Duke’s daughter, his betrothed wife. When 
he was Hung into the Tower they offered him not only life, but 
highest distmctions, if ho would betray a state secret known to bo 
in his possession. You are aware that he refused, in words which 
sent the Whig nobles who came to tempt him out of his presence 
like lashed hounds. Yet existence was unutterably dear to him. 
What think you the woman who loved him did P — she, a court- 
beauty, whom hundreds urged to forgetfulness and infidelity. 
All she craved from the throne was permission to go to him in his 
captivity, being ‘ prouder,* as her letters phrase it, * to share his 
doom than to bo one with the pomp and pride of emperors.* It 
was granted, and she was wedded to him one evening in the 
Beauchamp Tower. 8ho lived with him there four months, while 
his trial languished on. They feared to murder him, for the 
Chandos were very powerful then ; yet they thirsted like wolves 
for the great chief's blood. His name was bke a clarion to all the 
gentlemen of the South. Through all those months she never left 
him for one hour, nor did one word ever escape her lips to urge 
him to purchase life at loss of honour. They took him from her 
side to the scaffold, one fair spring morning, to die, with a smile 
upon his lips, and those brief words, ‘ Tout est i)ordu, fors I’hon- ' 
ncur ! * They say that from the radiance of scarcely twenty years 
she changed to the blanched and decrepitude of extreme age in 
that hour of agony when tho axo fell upon the neck her arms had 
wreathed in his last sleep. Tho son, to whom sho gave birth 
afterwards, grew up to manhood, tho estates saved for him by 
others’ intoreossion, — never by her own. She made him ^wear 
iievor to accept the restoration of his father’s title, sinco it would 
have been to givo condonation to his father’s murderers. Ho 
kept his oath inviolate ' and it has been passed on from genera- 
tion to generation. Now you understand why I wiH not accept 
the^ft of my attaindered peerage.” 

The story had always had a strong and touching charm foi 
women. Even ii^eloise de la Vivarcl, most careless, most heart- 
less of young coquettes, had listened to it, looking at the Kneller 
portrait, with tears that started genuine and true into her falcon 
eyes ; and even her mother, the Princess Lucille, that weary, 
hardened, war-worn, continental Bohemian of the Blood, had 
heard it in a grave, awed silence, and had turned slowly away : 
“ C’est bien beau ! — cot amour qui ost plus fort que la mol't. Je 
no le compronds pas ; mais c’est beau ! ” 

Now the chastely- trained English beauty, in the purity and 
freshness of her youth, was less moved by it, understood it less, 
than the calumny-proof and evilly-accused Frenchwoman. ' 

She listened, she smiled, sho thanked him ; but tho history did 
not reach her heart. Sho felt, moreover, that after what ho had 
now said it would be as useless to urge him to the acceptance ol 
tho Clarencieux peerage as to urge on him some actual dishonour ; 
and all tho longing of her soul had been set upon that proud mar- 
quisate. 
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Moanwliile there was not a single person of Cliandos’ acquaint- 
ance to whom the prospect of his mamugo was not bitterly 
unwelcome, — except, indeed, Trevonna, who seemed thoronglily 
content with it ; *at which other men wondered, knowing "how 
much benefit accrued to him from tho careless and gay extrava- 
gance of his friend’s unwedded lifo. “ But then,” they romaikcd, 

Trovenna’s always such a good-natured fellow ! ” 

He had thorougldy earned this character, J^id any man want 
anything, from a cigar to a hunting-mount, from a scat down to 
Epsom to an invitation for tho moors, Trovciina would get it for 
him with tho most obliging good nature, — so obliging, tJiat men 
never li^now or noticed that the cigars wero Chaudos’, that tho 
mounts Y/cro out of his stud, that tlie drag cajuo out of Jiis stjible- 
yard, and that the Iligdilaiid shootings were over his heatlier and 
forest. Good nature Trovenna held a very safe and oxcelleiit 
reputation. Ilis talents and his slirowdnoss secured him from over 
incurring that contempt, born of familhrity, which good nature is 
apt to beget ; and it was a reputation, as ho considered, that kepf 
a clever man “ dark,” and secured him from every imputation ov 
being ** dangerous” or ambitious, better than any thing. No 
one over suspects an embryo Drusus or Catiline, a "lurking Glad- 
stone or Bismarck, in tho man of whom everybody says, “ Most 
obliging fellow in tho world ; always do you a. turn ; uncommouly 
good-natured ! ” 

When tho bluo-oycd, goldon-hairod Proconsul cracked liis jests 
with Roscius, and hait his thousands of sesterces in rookloss 
liberality, and offered his Cuman viUa to his boon-comrados, and 
played tho witty fool, with rosos on his bright locks, through tlio 
hot nights of roystcring, dovil-may-caro, dead-dimnk Rome, who 
feared or foresaw in tho boon-companion tho dread conqueror of 
Aphrodite’s Temple, tho great dictator of tho Optimates, the iron- 
liandod Retribution of tho IMariaos ? 

“AVhat over possessed you to put that follow into Parliament, 
Ernest ? ” askcnl the Duko of Castiomaino, in the window of Wliito’s, 
a, fortnight after the I’ccess, flinging down the paper, in wliich a 
<luiot paragraph annoimced 1 he retirement of Sir fJasper Lyle and 
tho unopposed nomination and election in his stead of the uomiuce 
of Clarcncioux, John Trevonna, now M.P 

Chandos raised his eyebrows a little. 

“I put him in because ho was fitted for it not a common 
reason for elections, I admit.” 

Tho Duko gave a low growl in his while beard. “You think 
life is to bo dealt with by hoii mote and epigrams. I can’t say tho 
Lower House has much to thank you for in furnishing it with an 
adventurer ! ” 

“It has much to ihaiik rno for in giving it a talker who can bii 
logical without being long-winded, and S2)arkling without being 
shallow, — though i)ossibly it won’t sco the obligation It rove” 
the prosy, and venerates the ponderous.” 

“And if YOU had a little of its tastes you would gain in flnfcl,’ 
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what you would lose in brilliance. You set too much, store on 
mere talent, Chandos.** 

“ I err in an opposite extreme to most of my countrymen, then, 
Duhe.” 

“ Can you answer one without a repartee ?” muttered his Grace, 
grandly wrathful at an election from which ho had done his best 
to dissuade his favourite. Prevent it ho could not ; ho had no 
local influence in his grandson’s county, and the little sea-coast 
borough within twenty miles of Clarencieux had almost as feudal 
an attachment to the mere name of Chandos as his peasantry and 
tenantry on tho estates. The days of the last Marquis were not so 
far back but that living men could remember their grandsiros 
relating tho southern rallying round his standard ; and tho great 
famo oftLe late minister was a thing beloved and honoured through 
the whole of that sea-board as a thing of personal and imperish- 
able renown. 

“To put an adventurer like that feUow in the House ! ” muttered 
tho Duke, fiercely recurring to a xnnch of his fragrant etreune, “ I 
confess, I am astonished at you, Ernest.” 

“ I would never have believed it,” chorused his son, tho Marquis 
•of Doloraino. 

“ I did not believe it,” echoed tho Earl of Pontifex. “ When I 
saw the paragraxfli in tbo paper, I set it down at once as a cunardJ* 

“ Preposterous !” miirmui'cd a noble lord, who held tho Foreign 
portfolio, froTii behind his morning ])ax or. 

“ The ruin of tho Constitution,” sighed a colleague. 

Chandos listened a little impatiently for his usual temper, and 
shrugged liis shoulders over so slightly. 

“ 1 am very sorry if the matter disturb you, but really I fail to 
see the occasion. I C( nfess, it seems to mo less damaging to put a 
man into tho Lower House who has every promise for tho vocation, 
except money, than to admit so many, as is now tho custom, be- 
cause money is the only recommendation they possess !” 

AVith which c^mciso retort on his and Trevenna’s censors, Chandos 
absorbed himself in a new novel. Tho l^iike, who might blame one 
whom ho loved more dearly than any other of his kith and kin 
himself, but would never enduro to hoar him blamed elsewhere, 
laughed, and turned to tho Foreign Secretary. 

“Tell your ri.sing men to look to their laurels, Pendragon : this 
fellow, now he is in, will cut some work out for them, ‘ Eh, sirrah, 
and ye’re na quiet, I’Ll send yo to the five hundred kings in the 
Lower House : I’se warrant they’ll tame ye,’ said James the First 
to his restive charger. I don’t think there will ever have been one 
of the ‘five hundred kings’ more likely to reign paramount, some 
way or other, than this very outsider, John Trovenna.” 

His Grace w'as a world- wise Nestor of all councils and battle- 
grounds, and, despite his aristocratic prejudices, judged the auda- 
cious outsider correctly. 

The election had been conducted very quietly ; there had not 
been tho slightest attempt at oven a threatened opposition; as 
Trovenna said himself, he “ took a walk over.” 
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Ohandos tos the idol of the whole country-side, and, for the 
sake of his ^eat father’s memory, no wish of his would have been 
opposed in his county. He proposed the new member in a fow 
words, which sent a thrill through all his elder auditors ; for the 
voice was the same clear, rich, irresistible voice — essentially the 
voice of the orator— which they had used to hoar as Philip Chandos’. 
They had often wished and besought him to represent them in per- 
son ; but he knew his own character better than they knew it, and 
had invariably declined. Without any murmur they took tho can- 
didate he proi-josed to them. Tho only persons who could havo 
opposed tho Olarcncioux nominee, on the score of tho Conservative 
creed so long held by the Claroncieux house, namely, tho few 
people in tho borough who loved chango or studied politics enough 
to bo Whig (and they woro very fow), Travenna himsolf had con- 
ciliated. That part of his canvassing ho laid dono alono, unkno'wm 
indeed to Chandos; and it was a study in itself, tho masterly 
manner in which, abstaining from any avowal of Darshampton 

E olitics, such as would havo startled out of their wits tho old Tory 
urghors, whose only crcM^d was tho creed ])rotosscd at Clarencinux, 
ho still managed to dine his few Whig allies, to chat with them in 
inn-bars, to smoko with thorn chooriJy in their back parlours or 
their sombre “best rooms,” to win them all over to a man, and to 
loavo them with tho profound conviction that ho only coalesced 
with their opponents in order that ho might ultimately advance 
and support their own opinions. Travenna was a capital posturo- 
dancer in social life, and hero achieved the proverbially dangerous 
feat of sitting on two stools, with triumphant address and security. 

Still, not hero by his own tact, but by Chandos’ assistance and 
friendship alone, did he accomplish tho commencing ambition of 
his life, to pass unchallenged tho door-keeper of St. Stej)hcn’8, and 
take his place upon the benches with tho “ live hundred kings.” 

Trevenna was in no sense an impressible man, and assuredly not 
an imaginativo one; ho would have strolled through the llirs 
Nimrud or tho broken columns of Jupiter Ammon, with the sun 
full on tho glories of the ruined temples, and would havo cracked 
a ginger-beer bottle and wished for a Fundi ; ho would have stood 
in St. Peter’s in tho gloom of the Crucifixion-day, while tho “Mise- 
rere ” wailed through the hush and the twilight, and would havo 
amused himself like a schoolboy with letting olf a bunch of crackers 
undetected, to bang and sputter on tho solemn silence ; he was 
essentially a “ realist,” to use the jargon of tho schools, and a 
very jovial realist too. Yet even ho, little given to being touched 
or impressed as he was, felt a certain proud thriU run through him, 
a certain hushed earnestness fall for a moment on him, as he first 
walked dovm to the House and took his place in tho assembly that 
John Eliot suffered for, and every tyranny since has feared. 

As he seated himself in tho Commons, men noted that ho was 
unusually quiet ; some thought that this town-gossip, this dinner- 
wit, this idler of tho Park and clubs, was conscious of being out of 
his element, and felt his own superficial cleverness useless and 
frivolous in their great congress ; one or two thought, noting tho 
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clear keenness of Iko cj^o, the meaning of the well-built brow, and 
tho bright indomptable firmness of the lips, that he might be 
rather, on tho contrary, measuring and maturing his strength 
against tho future ; and these were the deeper, surer-sighted of his 
observers. 

So, quietly and unostentatiously, with good taste, as even those 
who begrudged him the elevation were constrained to admit, not 
altering his manner nor his mood because he had gained this social 
status, giving men no touch, as yet, of his quality and his power, 
training himself wisely, sedulously, and well, and caring little to 
bo noted at present for any thing beyond his punctual and steady 
attendance at tho House, Trevenna entered on his parliamentary 
careeiv 

At the same time with his own, a very different ambition and 
aspiration wore forwarded and fructified by Chandos. 

Tho opera Ariadne in Naxos was completed, and after Easter, 
through his infiuenco, and chiefly, indeed, at his expense, was to 
bo produced with every magnificence in the presentation, and every 
assistance in the artists, that could bo procured at any cost. On 
it hung the very life and soul of the musician Lulli. Tho idcalic 
ambition of tho Erench cripjflc was as intense in its absorption of 
him as Trevenna’ s realistic ambitions were of him ; each was lite- 
rally and equally governed by ambition . the (iilfercnco was that 
one woi\shii)pcd Art, the other only coveted Success. Lulli would 
have expired in rapture if, perishing lu want and misery, he could 
have known that the world would treasure his works ; Trevenna 
would not have given a rush for a fame that should have excelled 
Ox'ser’s, Aristides’, or St I'aul’s, if he had not dined well and 
di’unk well while ho lived, 

Hrcaming in his solitary room, tho visionary, whose infirmities 
shut him out from every joy and hope that filled the lives of his 
feljow-men, had created things as glorious as ever issued from the 
thoughts of Mozart or of Meyerbeer. In self-reliance most helpless, 
imoiig men v as an ailing child, so ignorant of all worldly 
l7ays and wisdom that an infant of six years might have laughed 
him to scorn, Lulli in his own domain Tvas a king, and from tho 
twilight of tho aching brain, which looked with so touching a 
l)athos, with so bewildered a jiain, out of tho dreamy depths of his 
sad eyes, music had risen in its grandest incarnations, poems of 
eternal meaning had been garnered, beauty that wnuld haimt a 
listening world and stir it from its sloth into a pang of some 
Eublimer thought than daily toil for greed and gain, had been born 
in supremo perfection. 

‘When will men learn to know that tho power of genius, nnd tho 
human slioll in which it chances to bo harboured, are as distinct as 
is tho diamond from tho quartz-bed in which they find it ? 

The Ariadne W'as tho crown of LuUi’s life ; it was the first-born 
of his brain, tho darling of his thoughts, the fruit of many a long 
summer day and winter night, given in untiring love to the work 
of its creation. By it tho world w'as to decide whether this cripple’s 
dream of fame was vain as “ the desire of the moth for the star,” 



The IVatcher for the Fall oj Ilion. 13^ 

or whether, when his existence had passed away from the patience 
and the pain of its daily being, the legacy he left would be upon 
ihe lips and in the hearts of thousands, with tho legacies of the 
great masters. 

Tho day approached at last for the trial, — scarcely three weeks 
since Chandos had bartered all the liberty of his future in one 
caress among the spring- wealth of the yiolots. Was it well lost ? 
lie thiust the question from him unanswered, and gave himself up 
to the sway of his now passion uifrosisting. He had never known 
sorrow ; how could ho well know fear Now and then a passionate 
regret seized him for tho fatal opportunity which had led him 
away to resign his fato and future to her ; but — ho loved ; lie had 
never been overtaken by calamity ; ho was of a nature on which 
presentiment could assume no hold ; ho flung tho fear off him, and 
forgot it, stooping to take tho soft touch of her lips. 

I suppose before long, Troveima, you will renounce my ex- 
chequer- chancellorship and begin to j)repare youi’self for tho 
nation’s?*’ laughed Chandos, tho evening hedbre that on whi(*li th(j 
Ariadne in Naxos was to bo presented. I cannot hope to kooi) 
you as my tinancier now that you have parliamentary affairs in 
earnest to work at : still, you must give me notice when you mean 
to resign. The vacancy will bo hard to fill.” 

Trovenna laughed also. 

“I confess, I pity my successor, as far as finances go: though 
it is a very good oflico for perquisites, it is something tremendous 
for exponditui’e. 13y tho way, have you any idea what you do spend, 
Chandos ?” 

Chandos carelessly shook together tho diamonds on a fancy-dress 
ns ho made his toilette for a fancy-ball at tho Princess Anna Mira- 
flora’s. 

“ An idea of what 1 spend ? No. I always toll you, knowing 
the price of things spoils them.” 

“ But not knowing tho prico of them may chance to spoil you'* 

“ I am spoilt. I don’t deny it ; but then it’s very pleasant.” 

“ Very, no doubt. I never tried it. But in sober seriousness 
Ernest, do you guess what your expenses are ? ” 

‘ Sober seriousness ! ’ Wliat an invocation ! Decidedly tho iroiise 
is disagreeing with you, Trovenna, and you are imbibing its pro- 
fessional dulness. Give the benches your estimates, please ; don’t 
try my patience with thorn. By the way, though, you are my 
finance-minister still : will you tell my lawyer to draw up Lady 
Valehcia’s settlements immediately, and see to tho matter altogothor 
yourself for mo ? ” 

‘ ‘ With pleasure. What instructions ? ” 

“ That 18 just tho point I Save my having to give any. 1 only 
give you one injunction,” added Chandos, dropping his voico sc 
that nis attendants could not hear; “ arrange them so that Lady 
Valencia can never feel she has not broiight mo a fortune as large 
as my own, and draw them up as you might have drawn them fol 
a princess in her own right. ” 

“As I should have done if you had followed the Duke’s counsels. 
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But, as for these settlements, I should be glad of a little gravel 
talk with you. Can you not stop half an hour ? ” 

“ 1 ! I am foarfuUy late as it is ; and I have promised Princess 
Anna to be in time for the Louis Quinze quadrille. Besides, I 
know what your graver talk means. My dear fellow, go in for 
supply, and attend committees, if* such be your taste; but, for 
pity’s sake, spare mo legalities and finance. Settle what they wish 
upon her ; I cannot give you a wider margin.” 

“Wide enough I” said Trevenna, grimly.. “I wonder what 
would be left you if my Lady Chess filled it up I But that is not 

all, Chandos. Indeed ” * 

“ Indeed, the ^all,* then, must wait for a bettor season,” laughed 
Chandos, shaking the jewelled hilt of his rapier into its place : he 
Was dressed as the Due de Bichelicu ; while the Queen of Lilies 
would represent tho Duchesse do Berry. ^ “The princess would 
never speak to me again if I wore to ruin her quadrille by my 
absence. Good-bye, my dear fellow ; and don’t learn gravity from 
St. Stephen’s : I am sure you see a perpetual comedy there 
Trevenna looked at him as he swept out of the dressing-chamber, 
with the Claroncieux diamonds glittering at every point on the 
lace and ombroidbry, tho black velvet and azure silk, the gold and 
tho silver, of his dress of the Bourbon court. 

‘‘ Go to your last night, monsoignour,” he thought. ** A week, 
and those diamonds will be for sale. You ■want settlements : wcU, 
you shall have them. Tho pear is ripe ; it shall fall. Tako a re- 
prieve for to-night; nothing loses by anticipation. Ten years I — a 
long time. On my life, I fool rather like tho watcher who looked 
out from his watch-tower through a whole decado to catch tho first 
red light of the leaping flames. Ten years ! — a long time ; but 
^Troy fell at last.” 

With which memory of the days of his school-desk hexameters, 
Trevenna di’ovo on to the House, where ho had akeady been in 
attendance from four to eight, and where there was a protracted 
though not important after-dinner debate. 

Before he went to the body of the House, however, he turned a 
moment into the library, and wrote a little note, which he sent out 
to his groom to post. 

It was addressed to Ignatius Mathias, and was condensed in one 
word:- 
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CHAPTER I. 

“ BPES ET EOETUNA VALETE.” 

** Coke early to-morrow,” murmured the Queen of Lilios, os hei 
lover led her to her carriage, lifting her fair eyes, lustrous as those 
of the daughter of D’Oiieans she personated. 

Chandos stooped his head, so that his voice in its soft answer 
only reached her (3ar. 

“ Would that to-morrow were here, or, rather, that now wo did 
not part !” 

If he had ever doubted that he was loved, ho could not have 
doubted it now, as he watched the warmth that Hushed her face, 
the light over which her lashes drooped, the half smile, half sigh, 
which with that divine blush reidicd to him. 

The costume-ball had been magnificent as though it had been 
given in the Regency age it celebrated, and tho"^ Louis Quinze 
quadrille had been the most splendid of all the square dances. 
The Richelieu dress excelled all others in the costly glitter of its 
grace ; the Clarencieux diamonds outshone all others there. Royal 
women flattered him on “ Lucrc^ce;” the greatest statesmen of tho 
day pressed on him tho restoration of his Marquisate ; the world 
adored him as it had ever done, and feminine lips breathed him 
liis most delicate and most dulcet incense. The night lived long in 
his memory. It was the last of his reign, — the last in which he 
loved the world and the world loved him. 

It was late when tho guests of tho Italian princess loft hor imi- 
tation of tho fetes of Sccaux and of Versailles; tho long lino of 
carriage -lamps glittered far down to the right and left in tho 
uncertain light of an early summer morning. Among tho crowd a 
boy, of such beauty as belongs to tho canvass of Spanish painters, 
stole noiselessly near, and, looking on, crouched, almost kneeling, 
in the shadow of the portico. Ono carriage rolled away ; another, 
with the woU-known white-and-silver liveries of Clarencieux, took 
its place; the name ran along the line of servants ; the lad Agostino 
leaned eagerly forward. Down the steps of the entrance, under 
the awning, Chandos came, — the gaslight shed full on tho rich 
colours and the gleaming jewels of his dress, as Richelieu himself 
might have come leaving the gatherings of the Palais Royal. So 
near leaned the boy that tho gold and silk of tho sword-loiot 
touched his lifted forehead. The attendants ordered him sharply 
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off tlio pavemont. Cliandoa, struck by the look upon liis face, so 
eager, so longing, so full of youtk and misery, stopped tliem, and 
paused a monicnt. 

My poor boy,” lie said gently, “ do you '^'ant anything with 
mo ? ISuroly I havo seen your face before h” 

Agostino gazed up at him, pale to the lips, and with an utter 
abject wretchedness in the darkness of his eyes, lie trembled 
violently, lie w'ould have given twenty years of his daAvning life 
tO have found courage for speech : yet, now that tho opportunity so 
yearned and sought for came to him, the cowardice of his feminine 
nature hold him paralysed. 

“ K^peak. L)o not be afraid,” said Chandos, kindly. “If you 
want anything from mo, say it without fear.” 

Tho boy’s lips ])arted, but ouly inarticulute Spanish words halted 
upon them ; the dread of his father’s forbiddance, tho horror of his 
English taskmaster’s vengeance, hold him j)r)werless and speechless. 

“That lad suffers; have him looked to,” said Chandos, turning 
to tho footmen nearest him. “ "VVhat is y’^our name r” 

“ Agostino Mathias.” 

Tho voice was husky and scarcely intelligible; a great terror — 
tho terror of his tyrant — lay ui)on him ; yot the strange sudden 
loyalty and lovo he had conceived for the English stranger, with 
tho face like Guido Ecni’s golden-haired St. Michael, whom he 
had seen among the vine-fields of the Vega, looked upw’ard longingly 
and piteously from liis eyes. 

“ 1 shall I'emcmber,” said Chandos, as ho stooped nearer and 
put tho sovereign or two that ho had with him against the boy’s 
closed hajid. “ Come to my houso in tho morning.” 

Ihit Agcvslino shuddoreil from tho touch of the gold, and shrank 
back against the stone of the portico. 

“Not yoiu* money ! — not your money !” 

Chandos saw the gesture ; he did not hoar the murmured answer, 
lie turned and dropped tho pieces in tho hand of tho servant closest 
to him. 

“ Tliat poor boy can bo scarcely, I fear, in his riglit mind. See 
to will you?” ho said, as he went down tho few remaining 
steps and entered his carriage, which stoj^ped tho way of others. 
Agostino looked after him with passionate wistfulness, w'Jiilo tho 
gTcat tears gathered and briinancd over in his eyes. Tho footman 
touched him on tho shoulder and addi’cssed him. Like one roused 
out of fever and lethuigy, tho lad started and looked round, then 
wrenched himself out of tho hold tho man liad laid on him, and 
fled like a flight ened deer down into the darkness of tho street. 
Tho servant let him go, and slipped the sovereigns in his waistcoat- 
pocket. 

“If a boy who calls himself Agostino Mathias come here to- 
morrow, receive him, and lot mo know,” said Chandos to hia 
maitre cVliotol, as he passed up the staircase of his own houso. ♦ 

The man bowed as he heard Chandos’ command. 

“ I will be very careful he is admitted, sir. I heg your pardon, 
but Mr. Trovemia bade me teU you ho is waiting.” 
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‘ Mr. Trevenna P Why, it is past four o’clock. Is Clarencieux 
burnt down, that he comes here at such a time ?” 

“ I believe ho said, sir, his business was urgent; he entreated tc 
Beo you.” 

“ A very good fellow, a very clever fellow, but a man with one 
failing ; ho never knows when he is de ho mused, as he went 

on into his own chamber, that was library, atelier, smoking-room, 
and art-gallory, all in one. It was always ready lighted, and, 
without waiting to take off his llic'holiou dress, ho stood against 
tho mantel- j)ieco, striking a match for a cigarette, and thinking, as 
his hand caressed the eagerly-lifted head of the dog, Beau ISiro, 
less of what Trevenna could need him for, than of how lovely tho 
Daphne loolccd in tho mellow gleam of tho ligJit. 

“ "Wlio would care for lifo without Art and Pleasure ? ” ho 
thought. 

The handles of tho double doors turned shaiply; tho massive 
fall of tho blue velvet contre.-vmt thrust hastily aside; Tro- 
venna entered. Chandos looked up, and laughed. 

“ Adieu to peace ! You can’t ojien a door, Trevenna, without 
jarring a room. Is Clnrencioux burnt, a racor dead, my Titians 
stolen ? or, what is it ? ” 

I beg your pardon for disturbing you, my dear Chandos.” 
returned the other, with moro gravity than had ever been seen in 
him before ; “ but it.is very imperative that 1 should talk to you.” 

‘‘ Talk away, then ! ” rejoined Chandos, with a sigh of ennui 
and resignation: “but, for Ilcavcn’s sake, shako olf that most 
unusual and unbecoming solemnity. Who ever would have 
thought a single week of St. Sto])hcn’s would have been enough 
to make a man so prosy ? Or perhaps its only training for faturo 
‘ office,’ is it?” 

Trevenna was silent ; he came and stood on the hearthrug, with 
so rare and grave a seriousness upon him that ho gave no light or 
humorous answer. 

“ Come,” said Chandos, in some surprise and a little impatience; 
“ silence is never your h>rte. JSay what you havo to say.” 

“Well, I’m a blunt man,” answered his friend, as witli somo 
(ffibrt. “ Plainly and briefly. I’m como on a disagreeable errand.” 

Chandos shrugged his shoulders. 

“ I’d a presentiment of that. People do^’t stay up for ono on 
pleasant ones. ApreiV' 

“ A/jrcs ” said Trevenna, with something of his old malicious 
humour gleaming out in the corners of his mouth, “It /sjust 
the ‘ apre^ ’ that I’m como to talk about. You’ve had a comet-like 
course?, mon prince; did you over speculate how comets end ?” 

Chandos looked at him in supremo astonishment: ho almost 
thought, for the moment, that Trevenna’s habitual sobriety had 
•given way, and that somo hot wines heated his fancies. ^ 

“ My dear fellow,” ho said, with a touch of stronger impatience, 
“ You must really pardon mo, but if you only keep out of bed to 
propose me astronomical riddles, I must, with all courtesy, bid 
you good-night.’* 
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“ Monseigneur, have a little patience. T come on grave mattera, 
and you must hear them,” said Trevenna, quietly. “ You lock 
annoyances out with double doors in this chamber ; but I fear, do 
what you will, they will ferret through and follow you at last. I 
asked you before you went to your fancy-ball, if you knew at what 
rate you have lived and are "^living ; I ask v«u, now you have 
come back from it, the same thing.” 

“ And I give you the same answer : I do not know.” 

“ Shall 1 toll you ? ” 

** n you please.” 

“ I will, then ; but wait one moment You are perfectly happy, 
Chandos ? ” 

Chandos looked at him again, in an astonishment not unmixed 
with amusement. 

“ I ? Perfectly : £ don’t think I would live a day longer, if I 
were not.” 

Trevenna watched him as he spoke, leaning against the mai’ble, 
with the deep glow of colour, the strewn treasures of art and 
wealth, the white grace of the statues, and the intense hues of the 
painted ceiling around and above. In the court costume, with 
the diamonds ilashing through the lace and gold ombroidories, tho 
strong resemblance he boro to tho last Marquis was as groat as 
though tho dead man lived again. Trevenna watched him, recom- 
pensed at last for a long decado of patient tact, for a lifetime of 
bitter envy, of gnawing mortification, of impotent bate, of fester- 
ing jealousy, — watched him as the jungle-cheetah watches his 
prey before the final spring. He went leisurely about his work : 
the treasured preparation of such long and thirsty toil was not to 
bo devoured in an instant, but tasted slowly in its wicked sweet- 
ness, drop by drop. 

' “ You woiild not live a day, if your fortunes altered? I am 

sorry to bear I bat ; for tbo world, then, may lose you soon. We 
must take those pretty ivory-handled pistols out of sight: for, 
though you are bO happy now, I fear you will not be so happy in 
the future.” 

Chandos rose from tho easy indolence of his resting attitude, 
and looked at him, with a new light rising in his eyes, — a light 
of anger and of impatience very seldom there. 

“Jesters are privileged proverbially,” ho said, coldly; “but 
there are limits to their allowanco when their jests have no wit 
and much insolence. If you have anything to say, say it plainly, 
and make an end.” 

“ Yres-cAer,” ropHod Trevenna, with an irresistible lapse into 
bis habitual manner, “ that confounded Hauteur of you tbofough- 
breds is deuced provoking ; it is, indeed ; and people won’t put up 
with it, perhaps, quite so patiently in future. As for .saying plainly 
what I have to say, I suppose you wiU not believe me if I tell you 
that your expenditure is, and has been for many years, about 
quadruple wbat your income is ? ” 

“ My expenditure ? Impossible I ” 

“ Only too possible, unhappily. Eoyalties come expensive, fnon 
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prince; and viho wears the purples must pay for them. You 
have no notion, you say, of all that you have spent. What 
comes of a man’s not knowing the rate at which he lives ? Why, 
that, sooner or later, the last rope-strand gives way, and ho is— 
ruined.” 

The word fell strangely on the silence of that tranquil cham- 
ber, bringing, like the stroke of death, desolation where all was 
peace. 

Yet still the word passed by him whom it should have warned ; 
his confidence was too secure, his carelessness too entire, his pos- 
session of aU that was highest and richest and brightest of too long 
custom, for the first presago of tho storm to have power to force its 
meaning on him. 

“Have you drunk too much, or aro you madP This sort of 
fooling passes all license. If you indeed know what you are say- 
ing, I must beg you to leave my presence.” 

Trevenna, in answer, stood in a firmer, sturdier attitude, 
with his feet apart, and his arms folded like tho Napoleonic 
statuettes. 


“ I am neither mad nor drunk, and I am not fooling. Briefly, 
Chandos, I must toll you what I have staved off perhaps too long ; 
but I shrank from the task. I let time pass. 1 thought you 
might marry some rich or even royal bride, whose alliance would 
change the whole aspect ; but your bidding me arrange the settle- 
ments for Lady Valencia compels me to withhold tho truth no 
longer from you. There is nothing to settle on her ! ” 

“ Nothing to settle on her ? What can you moan ?” 

“ I mean what I say. There is not a sous worth— not even those 
diamonds that glitter so bravely on your dainty dross — that is free 
to go to her dower. Can you not understand me when I tell you 
that you have lived at tho rate of four times the amount of your 
annual income? What history does that simple fact suggest? 
You must be financier enough to know that ? Hang it, Chandos ! 
I am not a deep-feeling man, — I don’t go in for aU that, as you 
know ; but I wish from my soul that I could spare you, or that 
some other could better break to you tho nows you must hear lo- 
night.” 

Chandos listened ; a deadly pallor came on his face, his lips grow 
white, his heart almost ceased to boat ; tho first shadow of this dim 
horror stole on him. A glimpse of its meaning was forced at 
length upon him; he had heard of such fates for other men. 


“ K you speak truth, speak out,” ho said, m that strange and 
deadly calmness which falls upon tho inind and senses before tho 
visitation of some great calamity. A faint, vague son so of this evil 
approaching him was all ho folt ; it was not possible that it could 
come to him yet more fixedly or fully. 

“ I speak the sad and sober truth,*^* returned Trevenna, tar more 
^etly than he had ever spoken, his eyes still resting on tho 
Daphne opposite, as though to guard against a tell-talo flash from 
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posite, as though to guard against a tell-talo flash from 
at lustful exultation that he knew was in their glance. 


*' 1 can’t speak to you as coyly and as delicately as your patrician 
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friends and relatives -woiild do. I’m a plain, frank man, Ghandos, 
and I’ve tlio very devil’s own mischief-making to teU you of now : 
but, believo me once for all, it costs me almost as much to teU as 
it can do you to hear. There is no good in beating about the bush, 
— no good in being discursive over a thing so horrible as this ; you 
must know the worst at once, and it is better, perhaps, told without 
varnish or veil ; a short shrift and a quick death. That is truer 
mercy, after all, than all the endless preparation, your feUow- 
aristocrats might give you. Listen ! ” 

He paused a moment, as though that which he had to bring bore 
even him down in its bitter burden ; but his eyes glanced swiftly 
and longingly at tlio man he tortured : ho loved this protracted 
torment. Like a cat, he played with his victim’s misery before he 
killed him; and if without suspicion ho could liave prolonged it 
through hours of ignorance and di*cad, ho would have done so with 
all the endless patience of hate. 

“ Listen,” he said, more softly ; “ as I have said, you have long 
lived— indeed, I think since your majority— at the late of four 
times your income. You havo kept two households in England 
nearly such as princes keep; you havo had your Paris hotel, 
your Turkish palace ; you liavo larished money on art, hko an- 
other Beckford ; you have spent God knows what on women ; you 
have given entertainments that cost you a couple of thousand a 
night ; you have played the patron to every starving genius you 
met : in a word, you have lived like a king, my dear Eincst, and 
not being a king, your royalty has broken down, and will, I fear, 
end in a very unavoidable abdication. In a word, you are in debt 
to an extent I hardly dare compute to you. To sell everything 
you possess will hardly satisfy your claimants; bill-discounters 
and money-lenders h ive your signature in their hands, and will 
call for payment witnout mercy. Briefly, you have sold your 
birthright for ten years’ enjoyment, and you now are, beyond all 
hope of ransom, irrevocably and most utterly — ruined,^* 

The word cut down again upon the stillness with a shrill, sharp, 
pitiless echo, as a sword cuts down thi’ough the air before it falls 
on the bowed neck of the doomed. 

Its utterance repaid its speaker for all ho had foregone, for all 
lie had forcborno, for every slight endured in silence from the world 
ho hated, for every bendit taken with un inward curse from the 
man ho hunted do^^'ll. He loved that word so well, ho could have 
dinned it on tho silence in incessant repetition, hurling down with 
it the brilliant and gracious life ho had so long envied from the 
thrones of pleasure and of power into the nethermost dai’kness of 
a hopeless desolation. 

“Euinodf 7.2” 

Ghandos echoed the word as a man suddenly wakened from a 
deep, sweet sleep to learn some unutterable shame or misery that 
has befaUen him, repeats the phrase that tells it, mechanically and 
without sense. The agony of horror that gathered, white and be- 
wildered, on the gallant beauty of his face, was in as ghastly a 
contrast with the glittering splendour of his dress as though the 
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face of a corpse gazed out from the laces and jewels of n gay 
masquerade. 

“ Yes ; even you, my brilliant Lord of Clarencieux ! ” answered 
the friend who stood upon his hearth ; and with the words went an 
iri’eprossiblo snarl and sneer of triumph and of mockery that passed 
him unnoted in that moment of breathless, burning, inconceivable 
anguish. “ Eoen you ! Details you will learn for yourself here^ 
after, for to-night the broad, brief fact’s enough. I would have 
warned you long ago, if you would only have listened ; but you 
know as well as I do you would never hear of business, never think 
of money. Besides, in truth, I scarcely thought it was so very, so 
hopelessly bad as it seems now to be. I suppose your marriage 
with a brido who has no dower has set the follows on : they are 
hounding for their moneys now like mad. I have had hard work 
to keep them even from arresting you ; I have, upon my honour I 
To-night, when you went out to your princess’s ball with all those 
thousands of pounds’ worth of roso-diamonds about you, it was a 
wonder, on my life, that some one of your hungry creditors didn’t 
stop those dainty jewels. You shall see to-morrow that I tell you 
but the plain, unvarnished truth. You aie so deeply involved now, 
Chandos, that I doubt if there is a single little cabinet picture on 
these walls, or a single rood of land at your beloved Clarencieux, 
that in a month’s time you will call your own ” 

“ Stop ! — oh, my God ! have some mercy ! ” 

The words broke out like the last cry wrung from one driven to 
the extremity of physical endurance, — wrung from him in the 
abandonment of human misery against all strength of manhood 
and all power of will. He could bear no more , he was stunned 
and blinded like a man struck from behind him a murderous blow 
upon the brain which blasts his sight to darkness. 

Ruin ! — it had no meaning for him ; it came to him like some 
dim, shapeless, dovil-bogottcu thing that had no form or substance, 
a hideous lemur of a night’s delirious dream. 

Trevenna stood by and watched him ; his hour had come at last, 
the hour which paid him back tho cankerous evil, the relentless 
toil, the unremitting chase, of such long, wakeful, hungry years. 
This moment had been hoarded up by him as a miser hoards his 
gold, and now, in its full seizure, he was repaid for all his studied 
craft, for all his fondly-nursed revenge, for all his unrelinquished 
hatred, — repaid to tho uttermost coin by every gasped breath that 
he counted, by every shiver of the voiceless anguish that he 
watched. 

He did not heed tho prayer for silence, but took up the broken 
thread* of his discourse, and played wdth it as though loving it iu 
every shape and on every side. 

Your property, you see, was line, no doubt ; but lino properties 
sre not Monte-Clmsto caverns of exhaustless wealth. Dipped into, 
they will waste. You have eclipsed princes, and starred through 
all Europe ; you pay now for the pre-eminence. You have had 
women’s love, — no toy so costly ! you have had the groat world’i 
worship, — no clientela so expensive ! you have been a dilettante. 
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a hm, a leader t)f fasHion, a man of endless pleasures, — no pursoits 
take so much gold ! You have lived in such a style that you would 
have run through millions, had you had them ; and you had not 
one million, though you had a noble inheritance. Of course you 
possess such quantities of pictures and statues, and all that kind of 
thing, and your estate itself is such an untouched mine, that there 
can be no fear of your personal liberty ever being endangered ; but 
I am grievously afraid, I am indeed, that you will bo obliged to 
give up almost everything, — give up even Clarencieux ! ” 

The words, so deftly strung togemer to goad and taunt and add 
misery to misery, wound their pitiless speech, unchecked, with all 
the fiendisli ingenuity of hatred that could not sate itself enough in 
the vastness of this wreck it wrought. 

Chandos heard them, yet only dimly as men hear in whose 
oars the noise of great sea- waves is surging. He raised himself 
erect, rigid in an unnatural calm. Years of ago and wretched- 
ness could not have changed his face as this brief moment had 
changed it. 

“ You swear that this is truth P 

His voice was broken and strained, like the voice of a man just 
aiisen from a bed of lengthened sickness. 

“ To the uttermost letter.** 

Chandos’ head drooped as though he had been suddenly stabbed; 
all the vigour and grace and perfection of Lis frame seemed to 
wither and grow old ; a shudder, such as the limbs shiver with 
involuntarily under some unendurable bodily torment of tho flames 
or of tho laiifo, shook him from head to foot. 

As the flare of a torch suddenly shows the abyss that yawns 
beneath the traveller’s feet, so the glare and the shame of the 
; sentence he heard shoT/ed him the bottomless desolation over which 
ho stood. H 0 was waken ed from his dreamful ease to be flung face to 
face with an absolute despair. For tho moment strength gave way, 
manhood was shattered down, consciousness itself could keep no 
hold on life ; the lights of tho chamber reeled in giddy gyrations 
round him, a sound like rushing waters beat in on nis brain, a 
darkness like the darkness of death fell upon him. lie swayed 
forward, like a drunken man, against the broad marble ledge above 
the hearth ; his hands instinctively clenched on the stone as tho 
hands of those sinking to their grave down the glassy slope of an 
Alpine mountain clench on the ice-ridge that they meet ; nis head 
Buuk on his arms, the suffocated labour of each breath panted out 
on the silence like a death-spasm : — at one stroke he was bereaved 
of all I 

His torturer looked on. Never in the cells of the Inquisition 
could Franciscan or Dominican have watched the gradual wrench- 
ing of tho rack, tho winding-out of the strained limbs till they 
broke, the wringing and bruising and slaying of the quivering 
nerves till they could bear no more, as Trevenna watched this 
moral torment, this assassination of joy and honour, peace and love 
and fame, and every fair thing of a gracious world, laid desert and 
desolate at his word. He looked on, as in the legends of the early 
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Church devils looked on at the impotent despair of those whose 
souls they had lured and tempted and meshed in their net, and 
made their own. He looked on, and was repaid. 

** Chandos,” he said, gravely, almost softly, pouring the last drop 
of burning oil into the fresh wound his stab had dealt, “ Chandos, 
believe me,— from my soul I jpity you ! ” 

He had studied long tho nature of the man now in his power, 
and he knew the keenest sting to give. 

This man 'pitied him I Chandos raised himself with sudden force ; 
tho pride of his race was not dead in him ; and tho same courage 
in the tootli of calamity, which had sent the last Marquis with a 
smile to the Tower scaffold, waa in him now under tho lash of his 
dependant’s mockery of compassion. His face was strangely and 
terribly calm, but a premature age seemed to have withered all life 
from it ; his lips were colourless, and on his forehead alone the dark 
congested blood flushed heavily, red and bui*ning as in tho heat of 
fever. 

“ If this he tho truth, you have had little mercy in tho tolling ! 
Go ; take tlio town your story ; it will startlo them. Spare more 
of it to me 1 

The words wore spoken with a tranquillity more horrible than 
the fiercest outbreaks of delirium or tho most hopeless abandonment 
of woo. 

Trevenna moved slightly ; he could n6t meet tho gaze of those 
calm tearless eyes, from whose depths there looked so wide a world 
of unuttered reproach, of unuttered agony. 

Chandos, Chandos, there will bo no need for me to tell the 
town ; it will bo whispered soon enough ! Would you givo the 
task to your debtor, your guest, your friend ? No ! There are 
too many who will take it fast enough. Leave it to tho men you 
have outrivalled and tho women you have forsaken ; those aro tho 
glib tongues for such a theme ! As for mercy in the telling, what 
mercy can tho man show who has to bring his death-warrant to 
another ? I would bavo wai’iicd you long ago, and you would not 
bo warned. Is it my fault that you have wasted your princely sub- 
stance and are a beggar now ? Ob, my friend, there is no error in 
this thing save your own.” 

Chandos gave a forward gesture, like a maddened animal rising 
to its spring ; he did not reel, or stagger, or let escape one sign of 
the anguish within him, but he stood there upon his desolated 
hearth, erect, brought to bay as the deor by tho sleuth-hounds, livid 
to tho lips, with only tho blood burning like fire across liis brow, 
his golden hair dashed back disordered, his eyes proud and fearless 
even ia tlieir misery. It was no longer Alcibiados amidst tho gay 
levity, tho dreamy languor, the fragrant rose-crowns, and tho 
laurel-wreathed amphora) of the revels of his youth ; it was Alci- 
biades, grander in his fall than in his reign, facing alone tho dead 
cold of the winter’s night and tho unsheathed circle of his assassins’ 
steel, until they cowed and fell asunder and pierced him with das- 
tard surety from afar off with tho arrow's of the Bactrian bows. He 
raised his right hand and pointed to the door. 
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“ If you are man, not devil, lot me bo ! Go f I command yon . 
Go!” 

Bold tliougli llioy were, his torturer’s eyes could not moot liis; 
victoriotis though he was, Trovenna dared not disjmte that bidding; 
insatiate though his greed for this exhauslless triumph would still 
have been for hour upon hour, he was forced to obey that gesture 
of command. Mastiff-like both in courage and ferocity, ho was 
still driven out as a murderous animal is driven out by the will it 
roads in a human gaze. lie longed to linger there tho whole night 
through, and ling every change upon that note of ruin, and watch 
every spasm of the overburdened life, and turn every screw and 
wheel in that rack on which ho stretched his friend. 

But lie dared not ; ho felt that ho must leave his work to boar its 
fruit and harvest of misery unwatched ; ho knew it as the murderers 
of Alcibiados know that none could come near, with life, to tho 
menaced danger and the niighly woe that looked unquailing on 
them from tho flaming eyes of tho roused Sybarite, tho discrowned 
idol, the awakened Epicurean, called out in the dead of night to 
stand flice to face with his destruction. The hirelings of Pharna- 
bazus slew tho Greek ; Trovenna, loss merciful, left tho living man 
to suffer. 

The velvet swept down behind him, the door closed, and ho drew 
it softly after him ; then he iiaused in the stillness of the breaking 
dawn that was rising on all the sleeping world without, and listened 
with an expectancy upon liis face. 

On tho silence ho hoard a hoa^y crashing fall, like the fall of a 
stricken free ; then all, was still with (ho stillness of the grave. 

Ho smiled, and passed o award through the second door, and 
down th(' corridor and stiiircase of tho house that had been opened ! 
to him, night and day, with a hospitality that no claims could 
weary and no exactions chill, and went out through tho lighted 
hall, with its bloom of exotic colour and its richness of jasper and 
])orphyry. As ho passed tho statue of tho great minister standing 
there, white a" 1 majestic, amidst tho foliage of American plants and 
tho glow of Eabtern flowers, ho looked upward to tho sculptured 
face with a glance of triumph, of achievement, of satisfied revenge, 
that in tho intensity of its evil and its cruelty was almost grand by 
tho sheer force of strength and luirposo. 

“ Monseigneur, moiiseignour,” ho murmured, in that thirsty ex- 
ultation, flinging his victory and his mockery in tffe face of the 
lifeless marblo, “ how is it with your beloved one nuiu ? ” 


CHAPTER II. 

** TOUT EST PERDU, FOBS L’HONJS^EUR.” 

Tite morning sun straying fitfully in through tho thick jcafy 
shades and trellisod creepers of the winter garden beyond, as the 
day rose high and bright over a busy waking world, found tho 
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ruined man lying where he had fallen, struck down by the blow 
that had beggared him of all, as a cedar is struck by the lightning. 
He lay there insensible to all except his agony, his hands clenchod 
upon the leopard-skins that strewed his hearth, his brain heavy 
with the pent blood that seemed on fire. 

The shock had fallen on his life as suddenly as, in tropic lati- 
tudes, the black tempestuous night falls down upon the shadowless 
day. Yesterday he had been rich in every earthly treasure ; to-day 
he was beggared, shamed, dishonoured. Huin ! — ^it was upon him 
like the vague, confused horror of a nightmare whoso bonds ho 
could not break ; he could not realise its despair nor measure its 
desolation; he felt like one drugged with opiate poisons that 
bring a thousand loathsome shapes thronging between their 
dreamer and the light of day and the world of men. He had been 
a stranger to the mere pain of transient human sorrow ; ho was 
stunned to unconsciousness by the world-wide misery that felled 
him down at a stroke, as the iron mace fells an ox. Hour^ 
passed ; ho knew nothing of their flight ; the gas burned in the 
chandeliers above him, still shedding its flood of light that looked 
garish and yellow beside the brightness of morning that streamed 
in from the garden beyond. There was profound silence round 
him, broken by nothing save the monotonous murmur of tho 
fountains falling yonder ; tho faint noise of tho streets could not 
penetrate here, and tho sounds of tho moving household wore shut 
out in a deathly stillness. Uo was left to the solitude which was 
all the mercy that life now could give him. The dog alono was 
with him, and crouched, patient and watchful, moaning now and 
then with sympathetic pain for the misery it could not comprehend, 
and gathered close against him whore he lay 

As the sun grew brighter in tho palm and flower isles beyond, 
the retriever tried to rouso him, as on a battle-field dogs will essay 
to waken their slaughtered masters ; it thmst its muzzle against 
his hands, and laid its broad head against tho disordered rich- 
ness of his hair, moaning with piteous ontreaty and fond, dumb 
caress. At last the patient efforts moved him ; he looked up in the 
dog’s eyes with a blind, bewildered gaze, and rose slowly and 
staggeringly to his feet, like a man feeble from protracted 
illness, lie bad no clear memory of what had passed ; ho could 
have recalled nothing, save that one word in which all was told, — 
“ruin!” 

He looked mechanically round tho familiar beauty of the cham- 
ber ; tho hues of the pictures, the grace of tho scuptvj^, the lavisli 
luxury of eveiy detail, the peace and fairness of tho charmed 
tranquillity, seemed so many mockeries of his woe. In the midst 
of wealfli ho stood a beggared man ; with the world at hia feet 
yesterday, he stood now dispossessed of every earthly thing. 

Ho had sold his birthright for ten years’ delight I And not of 
the world, not of hia wealth, not of the fame of hia namo and 
the worship of men, not even of the woman whom he loved, 
did he think in that first moment of awaking to this mighty 
desolation that had fallen on him: it was of the trust of his 
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fathers that he had forfeited, of the home of his race that he had 
lost. , . 

Esan-^like, he had bartered his kmgly heritance for the sensuous 
pleasures of an hour ; and the sole- memory that lived through the 
stupor of his brain were those brief, brutal words that devils 
seemed to hiss for ever in his ear^ — “ You have lost all ! ” 

A convulsion shook his limbs ; a groat voiceless sob rose in 
his throat; his head drooped upon his arms, veiling his face as 
the "Romans veiled theirs before outrage and calamity. “ Oh ! my 
Grod I my God!** he prayed, in his agony, “give me death, — 
not tlm ! ’* 

The only mercy life had left him — the privilege to suffer in soli- 
tude — could be his but a brief space. After the bitterness of tho 
night followed tho worse bitterness of the risen day, when its wit- 
nesses must come about him; when its wretched tale must bo 
rung on his ear in all its changes ; when the world must Hood in 
to wonder, to smile, to sigh, to censuro, and yet worse, to pity ; 
when tho condemned must go out to the cross, to be stretched 
and nailed and lifted up in ^uciCxion within sight of the- gathered 
crowds. When he remembered all those things, it seemed to him 
more tkan Life could, bear to go through them ; when he slowly, 
roused to tho real moaning of this beggary that had suddenly 
seized him in the midst of his joyous and magnificent existence, he 
recoiled from its endurance with a sickeinng shudder, as tho 
bravest man will recoil from tho approach of a drawn-out and 
excruciating death. 

Once the thought passed him, — ^Why meet it ? Why await this 
living grave which yawned for him, when tho rest of tho dead 
might be taken, — tliO blank, blest silence of tho tomb be his, 
instead of the world" s pillory and the exile’s wretchedness ? 

Close at his hand lay tho pistols to which his torturer had rofcirod 
with a jest that might he his tempting ; they were loaded to tho 
muzzle, as tii.^y had been carelessly laid down the morning pre- 
vious, after an houi’’8 pistol-shooting in his gardens below with a 
gay party. His grasp mechanically closed on one of them. Over 
and over again, in his serene security of happiness, ho had smiled 
and said ho would not live to brook a single hour of pain ; the jest 
had become a terrible reality. One touch, one moment’s blind- 
ness, — then oblivion; the world and his own ruin would ho as 
naught, powerless to sting or harm. Wore it not bettor than to 
live on to face all that must come to him with the rising dayP 
The old weary wonder of Hamlet, that pursues every mind wough 
every age, rose in him now ; the old, eternal, never-t^swered 
question came to him as it comes to so many ; — ^Why live, when 
every breath of life is pain ? 

For a moment his worst foe was nigh the fulfilment of his 
worst wish; for a moment, in tho devastation of every hope 
and every possession, death and its escape allured him with a hor- 
rible force. All that made life worth the living was dead in him; 
the body only was left to perish : why leave breath in it, when to 
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breathe "Tfas only to prolong and to intensify an angmsh without 
hope ? For a moment he lifted the weapon up ; its chill touch was 
tho only kiss left to him now, the only caress of pity ho could 
know. His head sunk down against it, leaning on its niouth as it 
had used to^lean on the softly-beating hearts of women who loved 
him. A moment, and his dead limbs would have been stretched 
there on his hearth in such a closo to the history of his life as would 
have sated even tho lust of his unrelenting foe. 

A ray of tho sun, straying in across tho yellow heat of the 
chandelier-lights, fell across the white features of a bust that stood 
at tho far end of the chamber, — the same features and tho same 
sculpture as the statue to which Trevenna had murmured his vale- 
diction. The light illumined tho marble, giving to the mouth 
almost breath, to the eyes almost life, with its sweet spring-day 
warmth. Chandos saw it as his own eyes stared vacantly and with- 
out sense into tho empty space. 

His arm dropped ; his hand unloosed its hold ; ho laid tho weapon 
down unused. 

He had treasuiod his father’s memory, ho had venerated his 
father’s fame, with a great love that no time weakened. Ho 
remembered how his father ouco had bidden him make ** tho 
people honour him for his own sako ; ” and ho was about to die a 
dog’s death by his own act, lacking tho courage to rise and moot 
tho fate that his own madness brought him I 

With that memory “^ho temptation passed. Philip Chandos had 
died, like Chatham, in his nation’s cause ; tho last Marquis had died 
upon tho scattbld to savo his honour from forfeit, and those who had 
trusted him from betrayal ; he would nbt put besido those deaths tho 
history of a suicido’s fall. 

Such as his doom was, ho accepted it. 

He rose and walked towards tho window, with tho uncertain, 
tremulous gait of a man dead-drunk. Ho drew tho heavy cur- 
tains aside, and looked out with aching, scorching eyes. Tho Hum 
of the streets in tho distance rolled in on tho morning air ; the faint 
busy noises of lifo came across tho stillness of the gardens ; a clock 
vras striking twelve. Each sound, each murmur, ovciy echo of 
the existence stirring round him, every shiver of the lindeu-icaves 
near him, throbbed through his brain as though they woro th(j 
clanging, jangling iron strokes of deafening bells ; every sense and 
qjulse of living things came to him with an excruciating pain, liko 
Iho touch of a knife on a bared nerve. Tho day was at its height; 
solitude could be no longer possible. Even now tho woman whom 
he loved watched for his coming; in a few hours his world 
awaited Jiim; even that very night, all that was highest and 
fairest in tho land was bidden to his houso ; ovon that very night, 
the fame and the fashion of his name wero to give success to tho 
crippled artist’s best-beloved creation. The world looked for him ; 
fto be alone was too rich a luxury, too merciful a sentence. Ho 
must go out and endure this thing which had come to him, in the 
broadness of daylight, — ^in the sight of all men. 

As memory rushed on him of all that must bo borne, of all that 
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had been lost, he bent his head as though under the "weight ot 
some insupportable bodily burden ; a sickness of horror was upon 
him ; ho strove to realise all that was ended for him, and he could 
not. Only yesterday his hands had been filled with every fairest 
gift of life ; he could not bring himself to know that they were 
now stricken as empty as the outstretched hands of any beggar 
fitting at his gate. 

The paralysis of an absolute despair fell on him, mute, tearless, 
unmoved, — the rigidity that falls on mind and brain and heart 
under the pressure of some immeasurable adversity. 

He had to hear the worst ; with the rising day came all the day’s 
course must unfold. Ho could not have the partial peace of 
loneliness ; he could not have such comparative mercy as those have 
who, bereaved of what they love, know their doom at once, and can 
seek solitude to bear it. Stop by step, letter by letter, he must 
pass through every detail of his desolation; and, soon or late, 
publicity must proclaim it to all who should choose to listen. He 
could have no rest, no pause, no reprieve ; his misery had hunted 
him down, and must be met and faced. 

The sun shining in throngh the gas-light, lhat burned dull and 
lustrele&s in the noonday, shone on the diamonds glittering on his 
dress j his eyes foil on thorn as, in the extremity of wretchedness, 
the mind will strangely play with some trifle of which it has no 
consciousness. Ho looked at tliem ^li oainily, and wondered why 
ho wore them : a blank had fallen between him and every memory ; 
it seemed a life-time since the niglit just 2^{issed; it seemed as 
though the life that was parted from him by a few hours only, had 
been destroyed for an eternity. Yet with the sight of them came 
one remembrance ; he hoard, as if it stole on his ear now, the low 
whisper of the lips bo loved, as they hnd murnmred, “ Como to mo 
to-morrow,” — murmnredit wuththo softness of a good-night blush, 
with tho lingering light of sweet eyes of farewell ! ^ 

The mon\)w was now to-day. How had it dawned for each ! 

• * * « * * 

He had to hear tho worst. In this thing there could be no 
delay ; under this sentence there could b(3 no waiting-point of 
preparation or of hope. He must meet the gaze of other men, and 
listen while their voices coldly told the story of his ruin. 

Ho bade them come and tell him all, — to the furthest letter of his 
doom. Despair is often bitterly calm ; it was so now with him. 
In solitude, nature had given way, and sunk prostrated; before 
another’s eyes, pride supplied the place of strength, and lent him 
its fictitious force. 

With the noon, Trevenna returned, as a hound returns to the 
slot of his quarry, wdien oiico loosed' from the coursing-slip that 
has held it back jiorforce. IIo re-entered tho chamber as soon as 
permission came to him. He was tho holder of all papers, the 
comptroller of all finance, the director of all affairs, connected with 
tho Olarencioux properties ; with him, even more than with the 
lawyers, lay tlio knowledge of all their minutiae; through him, 
more than thi’ough any, must come the luifolding of the million 
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things that went to make up the one vast sum of destruction. IIo 
could not bo driven out from the scene of his work ; for by him 
alone could the thousand meshos of the net which, unseen and un- 
suspected, he had woven, bo traced and moved. Ho had secured 
more than his victory and his vengeance ; ho had secured the im- 
perative necessity that he should behold the fruits of both. 

Yet even ho, evil as was the brute greed in him, started at sight 
of the wreck that ho had wrought. Last night he had looked u])on 
Chandos in the full bribianco of his youth, of his siilendour, of his 
tashion, of his shadowless content; he saw him now broken, ex- 
hausted, aged, altered as the llight of twenty peaceful years could 
never havo changed him. He was still in the court-dross of tlio 
ball ho had quitted when his fate fell on him : its richness was dis- 
ordered, its lace crushed and soiled, its ribbon-knots and broideries 
tangled; but its jewelled elegance sot in deadlier contrast the 
haggard whiteness of his face, the shattered look of his whole 
form ; it marked in ghastlier contrast what ho had been and what 
ho was. 

Tho gas was still burning in all the crystal globes and silver 
branches as Trevenna entered. Chandos had no sense of tho 
things that were about/ liiui, Of the dress ho wore,' of tho passage of 
tho noonday hours ; and his household, who folt that somo great 
adversity had suddenly befallen him, dared not venture nigh un- 
summoned. lIo stood against the hearth as his guest advanced ; 
his eyes were bloodshot, his hair disordered and damp with the dew 
of his forolioad; his face as bloodless : beyond those, ho “gave 
no sign.” 

Ho looked at Trevenna with a tranquil, lingering gaze; if 
there were reproach in it, tho reproach remained otherwise un- 
spoken. 

“Tell mo all,” ho said, briefly; and his voice, faint though it 
was, did not falter. 

For one instant his traitor was silent, baffled, and wonder- 
struck. 

Fine as were liis intuition and insight into character, he had 
made an error comiuon with men of his mould; ho had under- 
valued a nature it was impossible ho could compndieud. Studjung 
the woalmosses of his patron’s temper, ho had not perceived that 
they were rather on the surface than ingrained ; ho had disdained 
tho facility that had lent Chandos so willing a tool into his hands, 
the gentleness, tho frankness, the generosity, tho unsuspecting 
pliability of temper ; he had looked with contempt on tho iiimginii- 
tivo, idealic mind, and tho effeminate softness of the man ho bated. 
He had* never perceived that there wore qualifies beneath these 
that might leap to life in an instant, if once roused ; ho had never 
dreamed that Alcibiades the voluptuary could over become Aid- 
biades the warrior. Had ho found Chandos shot by his own hand, 
in the light of the young day, he would havo folt no surprise ; lie 
would have thought tho close iu fitting keeping with tho tenor of 
his career ; to find him braced to look ms desolation calmly in tho 
face, staggered, and almost unnerved him. 
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But in an instant ho recovered himself* The ruin was complete ; 
and it should go hard, he thought, if to it he did not drive his victin: 
to add — dishonour ! 

With tho concise rapidity of a mind trained to ^r^cta-writing and 
to logical analysis and compression, he had every detail clear as 
tho daylight, proved to the letter ; and he showed with mathe» 
matical exactitude that everything was gone. His papers wore of 
the plainest, his accounts the most perfectly audited, his represen- 
tation of others’ statements lucid to a marvel. If he had been open- 
ing a budget to a crowded House, he cotild not have more finely 
mingled conciseness with comprehensiveness, geometrical exacti- 
tude with unerring quotation, than now when ho came to prove tho 
hopelessness of his best friend’s beggary. 

Hopeless it was. Tho inheritance which Chandos and his world 
lia,d thought so socuro and so exhaustless, had melted away as a 
summer evening’s golden pomp and colom* fade, till not a line of light 
is loft to show where once it glowed. It was the old, worn-out, ever- 
recurring story of endless imprudence, of absolute destruction. If 
other hands had woven half tho meshes of tlio net spread round 
him, if other hands had spread their snares and temptings to make 
tho fatal descent tho surer, if any villany were in this thing, there 
was no trace that could even hint it. It might even have been said 
that tho best had been done, with patient labour, to arrest the 
downward and iiTesisliblo course of a. blind and unthinking extra- 
vagance, and done wis(dy and toilsomely, though in vain. 

The wliolo mass of tho fortune was expended ; the debt-pressure 
had accumulalcd to an enormous extent. Who could say where 
^diat was scattered gone ? AVho could chock now the piled-up , 
bills of hirelings and kitchen-chiefs ? Who could toll now whether ' 
all the groat sums paid had been paid riglitly ? Who could know 
now whether the items of that magnificent prodigality were justly 
scored down or not ? It would have been as hopeless a task to 
thread the L.-iied intricacies of all these things, as to take tho 
Danaids’ labours and seek to fill with the waters of a too-late 
prudence tho bottomless vessels through which this lost wealth had 
been poured. 

Trevonna, indeed, showed how, when ho had first come to share 
any management of those matters, tho locust-swarm had already 
eaten far mto the fair birthright that Thilip Chandos had be- 
queathed. He failed to show why he had not forced tho bitter 
knowledge on his friend’s careless ease in time to save much, 
though not all: yet even this discrepancy in his narrative ho 
glossed over with an orator’s skill, a tactician’s sophistry, until ho 
seoined llirougliout it to have been tho one steadfast, wise, and 
unheeded Artiibanus who had vainly stood by tho side of the 
crovTLcd Xerxes and pleaded with him not to fling riches and 
honour and life into the grave of the devouring .ffigean. 

Chandos heard in unbroken silence. 

Gigantic sums were numbered and added before him in gigantic 
confusion. Tables of figures and of estimates were placed before 
his eyes, and told him nothing, save that their sum-tot^ waB— 
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bankiTiptcy ! He had never known or asked the cost of the plea- 
sures he enjoyed ; he had never speculated on the worth of aiU the 
luxuries by which ho had been surrounded from his infancy. His 
mind had never been trained to balanco the comparisons of receipt 
and expenditure. He could have told, to a marvel of accuracy, 
whether a picture, a statue, a cameo, was worth its price, through 
the fineness of a connoisseur’s judgment; but beyond these he 
knew no more than any child-Dauphin in the Bourbon age what 
was the value of all the filings which made up the amusement and 
the adornment of his life. A man well skilled in finance finds it a 
hopeless task to glean the truth of squandered moneys. To him 
only one thing could stand out clear and immutable, — the fact that 
all was gone. It was impossible for him to dispute the mass of 
evidence heaped before him, as impossible also to dispute the mass 
of debt that was brought before him. He had believed that no 
creditor had over had claim on him for a day ; but, now that the 
demands were made, ho could not prove they were undue. Of 
receipts, of accounts, ho had never given a thought : his agents and 
his stewards had been allowed carte hlavche to do as they would ; 
they could not be blamerl for having used the power, and there 
was no evidence that they had abused it. The demands of the 
debts were vast; there was not a witness that could be brought to 
their injustice or their illegality. There was nothing with which 
to face or to deny them ; they must devour as they would. Ho 
heard in unbroken silence. Once alone ho spoke ; it was as the name 
of Tindall and Co., the bill-discounting firm, among his creditors, 
camo into sight, pressing for heavy sums. 

“ How are they among the ffwarni ?” ho said, with that unnatural 
serenity -which he had preserved tlu’oughout the interview un- 
moved still. “ I never in my life borrowed gold, either of Jew or 
Christian.” 

Bor an instant the face of his tormentor flushed slightly with 
the same transient enioti«n of shame which had moved him in the 
portrait-gallery of Claroncieux. 

For yourself? Perhaps not to your own knowledge,” he an- 
swered, promptly ; “but for your friends you have many a time. 
How many bills you have accepted for men in momentary embar- 
rassment ! In nine cases out of ten these bills have never been 
mot by those in whoso favour they were drawn. They have always 
boon popular with tho trade. Your signatui’o was thought the sig- 
nature of so rich a man ! This firm has bought in most of that 
floating paper, and has taken its 6wn time to press for payment : 
that tim(3 has come at last. Tliero lies your -writing ; tho bills can- 
not be dishonoured without dishonouring you. No loan was ovoi 
so costly to its lender as that loan which looks so slight at first,-— 
the loan of your mere name ! ” 

Ohandos heard him calmly still. The extremity of misery had 
reached him, and the peace of absolute hopelessness was on him. 

“You say, ‘perhaps not to my own knowledge;’ unknown to mo, 
then, have I borrowed moneys of these usurers ?” 

“Once or twice lately, — job. Forgive me, Chandos, if in my 
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zeal to screen or save you I plunged you deeper into this chaos. 
You sent over for great sums to be lodged in Turkish and Athenian 
banks, whilst you were abroad this winter : you wrote to me to 
lodge them there. I knew that if I sent, on your bidding, to your 
own bankers, the amoimts you required from time to time would 
overdraw by thousands the little left of your original capital, and 
that the bank would inform you of your improvidence without 
delay or preparation. I could not tell how to spare you ; and I 
always persuaded myself that in some way or other — mfiinly, I 
thought, by some very high marriage — you would rebuild your 
shattered fortunes. I went to these TindaU people; I effected 
arrangements with them to supply you with the moneys. They 
held my acknowledgments for the amounts tiU you returned, 
tlioy knew mo and they know you. When you came back, you 
may remember, I brought you papers to sign at Clarencieux, and 
pressed you to give mo a business interview. You would not wait 
and hear mo, — you never would ; you signed ; and I had not heart 
or courage, I confess, to tell you then at how terrible a pass things 
were with you. I did wi*ong ; I admit it frankly. I was guilty of 
what I should call the most villanous procrastination in another 
man ; but I knew it was too late to save you. I was willing to let 
you have as long a reprieve in your soft pleasures as I could ; and 
until your engagement with the Lady Valencia, I always thought 
that some distinguished and rich alliance W'ould restore the balance 
of your affairs. And there is this much to be said for it : the en’or I 
committed in essaying to save you, added but very, very little to 
the mountain already raised of inoxtricablo debts and difficulties. 
It only gave you six months moro of peace : you, self-indulgent 
as you ha VO been, would have deemed even those worth the pur- 
chasing.” 

The sophistries were deftly spoken. To a man moro aware of 
business customs and of monetary negotiations, Trevenna would 
have been too astuto to offer such an untenable and unlikely expla- 
nation ; with Chandos the discrepancies passed unnoted, because 
he knew nothing of the method of pecuniary transactions. All he 
had known had been to draw money and to have it But, though 
tho financial errors passed him, his instinct led him to feel the 
falsity and tho hollowness of tho arguments to himself. Suspicion 
was utterly foreign to him; his attachment to Trevenna was 
genuine and of long date ; doubt forced itself slowly in on a nature 
to which it was alien . yet a vague loathing of this man, who had 
let him go on unwarned to his destruction, began to steal on him ; 
a disbelief in his friend wound its way into his thoughts jdth an 
abhorrent strength. 

“ I understand,” he said, simply ; ** you have betrayed me !” 

Tor the instant his traitor’s oyes drooped, his cheek flushed, his 
conscience smote him. Under the accusation of the man to whom 
he owed all, and whom he had pursued with a bloodhound’s lust, tho 
baseness of his own treachery rose up for a single moment before his 
own sight. But it passed ; he even frankly met the eyes whose 
silent reproach condemned him more utterly than any words. 
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'* Botrayod P Do you take me for a second Iscariot P Betrayed ! 
Low so ? Because I tried to save you pain with means that proved 
at Lest fallacious P Because I was guilty of an error of judgment 
that I frankly regret and as frankly condemn ? No 1 blame mo as 
you will, I may have deserved it ; but accuse mo of disloyalty you 
shrill not. If every one had been as faithful to you, Ernest, as I 
have been, you would not now hear the history of your own 
ruin.” 

There was a grim, ironic truth in the inverted meaning of the 
last sentence, that the temper of the speaker relished with cynical 
humour. If others had boon as faithful in friendship as he had 
been in hatied, the positions of both would have indeed been 
changed. 

Chaiidos answered nothing ; his eyes still rested with the same 
l<>ok on the man whom ho had defended through all evil report and 
enriched with such untiring gifts. The truth of his own natui-e 
instinctively felt the falsity of the loyalty avowed him ; yet that 
such black ingratitude could live in men as would be present hero 
were his doubt real, took longer than these few hours— more evi- 
dence oven than these testimonies — to bo believed W him. lie had 
loved humanity, and tJiought w'ell of it, and served it with unex- 
hausted charity. 

TreVenna moved slightly ; hardened and tempered as was the 
steel of his bright, bold audacity, even ho could not boar the voice- 
less rebuke that asked still, Et tUy Brnic 

“ Let us speak of the future,” ho said, rapidly; “wo have seen 
that tho past is hopeless and irremediable. You know the worst 
now ; how do you purpose to meet it P ” 

“ You have said already, all must go.” 

The same perfect tranquillity was in tho reply ; it was tho ossifi- 
cation of despair. 

“ True, — oven Clarcncioux.” 

An irrepressible shudder shook his listener’s limbs, but he bent 
his head in unchanged silence. 

“ And will the woman you love not go with tho rest ? ” 

“ She will bo given her freedom.” 

Trevenna looked at him with tho same impatient amaze with 
wliich he had started as ho had entered the chamber. He could 
not realize that the voluptuary whose weakness ho had so long 
studied, that tho pleasure-seeker whose pococurantism had so long 
been tho subject of his scorn, could be the man who answered him 
now, thus calm in his endurance. 

“But, if she love you, she will not take it. If aU that y<ju 
poets say of tho sex bo true, she will cling but tho closer to you in 
your fallen fortunes. What think you P I, I confess, doubt it. 
She is so poor ; she is so ambitious ; she has so sought the rostoi'U- 
rion of your Marquisate I ” 

Chandos stretched out his hand ; his breath caught as with the 
pang of one who can endure no more. 

^ “ It matters nothing to speak of this. I have heard your worst 
tidings ; now leave me for a space.” 
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“ No ; hear me yet a little longer. I fancy I see a way to epai’e 
vou some portion, at least, of your heritance, and to spare you at 
least loYeliness you covet. Will you listen ? ” 

Ho made a gesture of assent. Hope was dead in him ; but he 
was passive through the very exhaustion of extreme suffering. 

“ See here ! ” pursued his tempter. “ If you go to her and say, 

‘ I am a beggared man,’ will her tenderness remain with you ? 
You know her best. I trust it may ; but, frankly, my friend, I 
foar ! She loves you ; yes, all women do. She loves you as well 
as s/ic can love ; but sho loves power more. Tell her of this thing 
which has overtaken you, and I believe sho will be lost to you for 
over.” 

Ohandos shrank from the words. 

“ Leave me ! let mo be ! It avails nothing—” 

Yes, it does. Whij need she know it ? ” 

Tho question stole out, tempting and alluring as the sophistries 
that beguiled Faust. 

‘‘ Why ? ” He re-echoed tlio w^ord almost in stupor. 

“ Ay, why ? Who need toll her ? Listen hero. I can temporise 
with your creditors for a little while. Each does not know how 
heavy tho claims of the rest are, and none wholly suspect— hell- 
hounds though they be— how complete is your beggary. Your 
marriage is fixed for an early date from this ; let the settlements 
bo drawn up as they 'ivould have been, and tho ceremony concluded, 
A man’iage, even though to a penniless bride, will throw your 
creditors off their cast. They will believe you are secure, or would 
you wed with one so portiojilcss ? You can leave for abroad on 
3^our marriage-day ; I fancy I could quiet them enough to lot you 
go. Take the Claroncieux diamonds with you. .Meanwhile I will 
send off, under divers 'lames and in secret, many treasui’es of yours, 
that will pai’S out of England unknown to those who have these 
claims, and will bo sufficient by their sale to enable you to live in 
moderate ease, though, it is true, without affluence. The rest you 
must let go ; but you will have secured much, — your liberty, your 
love, and a remnant of your possessions.” 

“ What ! you would tempt mo to dishonour ! ” 

“ Dishonour ? Whew ! ” answered Trovenna, lightly. “Call it 
so, if you Liko. I call it common sense. How many men, pray, 
quit England for their debts, and see nothing but a sensible care- 
taking for themselves in it ? Doubtless there are in those bills and 
estimates very heavy overcharges — wo can’t check them now ; but 
I don’t doubt there are; maitres dliotel will cheat, butlers will 
charge pcr-ccntage, tradesmen will add compound interest, 
discounters will demand usurer’s toll; if jrou take a littto from 
them, you only take your own. As regards your fair Queen of 
LiHes, if she lovo you, what wrong can you do her ? Wed her, and 
she win be your own ; and, granted, she is very lovely. Go to h©r 
now and say, ‘ I am a beggared, self-outlawed, ruined man,’ and 
you must know as well as I, Chandos, that in a few months* time ^ 
you will see her given to one of your rivals’ arms.” 

Ohandos swept round to face liwi tho fire of passion flashing into 
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the weary pain of his eyes, the contraction of a great torture in the 
quivering lines of his lips. 

‘*Aro you a fiend? You would tempt mo to disgrace, after 
having lured mo into ruin 

“ Patience, caro wio,” said his allurer, softly. “You are hard 
on your best friend. Tempt you ? what is there of * dishonour * in 
what I suggest ? On my life, I seo nothing. Last night you know 
no more of your ruin than the world knows now ; certainly, you 
are justified in withholding the world from your confidence as long 
as you choose. Is a man ‘ dishonoured * because when ho holds a 
bad hand at whist ho docs not show the cards and tell his ill luck, 
but keeps his own counsel, and plays the game out in the best way 
he can ? Your cards are bad now ; but you are no more bound to 
expose them than he. [Men aro not your keepers, that you aro 
called on to proclaim to them that, while you thought yourself a- 
millionaire, you were in truth a beggar. You aro proud : why 
give yourself ibis degradation ? why ])illory yourself for public 
mockery? You have dazzled them and outshone them: will you 
bear their laugh and their sneer when the tables are turned ? You 
have had homage from Iho highest : will you brook it when the 
lowest, unpunished, may jeer at your fall ? You have lived with 
royal brilliance : will you feel no sting when society chatters of 
how rotten at core was the royalty? You lovo with all the blind- 
ness of passion : will you feel no sting when the beauty you covet 
is possessed and enjoyed by another?” 

Blunt, sometimes coarse, in ordinary speech, when he saw occa- 
sion, Trevoniia could summon both eloquence of langiiago and per- 
suasiveness of phrase ; could wand wdth subtle tact into the hearts of 
his listeners, and strike surely and softly what bolt he would home. 

Chandos heard him; his head had sunk upon his breast, and 
from his white, parched lips his breath camo in painful, gasping 
spasms. His agony was mortal ; his temptation, for tho moment, 
was very great. 

Subtlely and insidiously the words stole on his ear, goading 
pride, torturing passion, waking all the longing of desire, lulling 
and confusing evciy dictate of honour, like the dreamy potenco of 
a nicotine, till cowardice looked strength, fraud looked wisdom, — 
till a sin seemed just, a lie seemed holy. 

“ Because you have forfeited your birthright,” pursued his 
Iscariot, “ you aro not called on to beggar yourself utterly, and to 
summon the world in to pity and to jibe you. That which you did 
not know yourself last night, it can bo a small sin not to proclaim 
to men to-day ! If she lovo you, she will thank you that you do 
not mfi,r her sweetest hours with your own calamity. If she lovo 
you, the blow will fall softened on her if she only learn it when 
she is your wife, whom no evil can part from you. Conceal your 
ruin but a few weeks, — a few days, — and the woman you covet is 
yours ; proclaim it now, and you will forfeit with all the rest 
that you have gambled away in ten mad years. Do as I say, and 
her beauty is your own.” 

A sigh, wrenched as in a death-pang, alone answered him- 
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“ Can you hesitate ? ” enid Trevenna ; and his eyes gleamed with 
fjii eager light as he lured his prdy on. “ Only withhold for a few 
days the knowledge you yourself had not last night, and she is 
given to you ; tell it, and some other will taste the sweetness of her 
lips, and rifle as his own the loveliness you covet. Chpose ! 

A low moan broke from the man he tortured ; he wavered ; ho 
almost yielded ; he was sorely tempted. 

AH his nobler, better instincts were forgotten under the spell of 
that inbidious tempting ; all he knew was the yearning of his love ; 
all he heard was the subtle voice that bade him take evil as his 
good, and hung out to him, as the solo price of all ho longed for, 
one single sin, — a lie ! A sin so venial, as men hold it, — a sin so 
familiar in the world, that every trader’s ordinary commerce and 
every social difficulty’s small entanglement is filled with it and 
solved by it, — a sin so slight, as a baneful license has decreed it, 
yet a sin in his eyes accursed as the vilest of dishonour, — a sin, as 
he deemed it, that would mark him out for over an alien to his 
blood and a disgrace to his namo. 

For the instant only it tempted him, — tempted him with all the 
mad longing of passion that dulled and dwarfed all other thoughts 
in its own intensity. He lifted his head, and for the moment his 
voice rang with the old clear melody of other days : — 

“ Out of my presence ! Cease to tempt me !— cease to torture 
me ! By God, 1 will not yield ! ” 

Trevenna bowed, and backed towards the door ; ho was too 
careful a tactician to press what was useless, to pursue what was 
unasked. 

“ So bo it; I have dono ^ I spoko but in the roughness of my 
common s(uiso, in the ignorance of my coarser nature of the fine 
porcelain you haughty gentlemen are made of. I would have 
served you, had you let me ; but since you have such a fancy for 
flinging youi’solf to the crying pack, why, it must be so ; and they 
are ready 1 You have the last marquis’s superb consolation, — 
‘ Tout est perdu, fore Vhormeur,'* I hope it may content you ! ” 

Ohandos, from where he stood, crossed the room with a sudden 
impulse, as a stng, driven from bay, springs at the hounds sur- 
rounding him. 

“ If it were not to make you vilor than the beasts, I should 
think it failed to content you, and that, after the beggary you have 
let mo drift to without a word of warning, you want to drive mo 
farther yet down into shame and shamelessness !” 

Trevenna looked at him with a steady, unflinching gazo : he was 
on his guard now. 

“ You speak on the spur of pain, mow jmnee, and wong me. 
I sought to serve you. If my blunter, ruder senses failed to feel 
the ‘ dishonour’ your aristocratic blood recoils from, put it down to 
my failure in delicacy, not to my lack of loyalty. Ono word more, 
and I leave you, at your wish. Have you forgotten that this is the 
day of the new opera, and that all your world will be about you 
before many houi’s ? Without you, the opera must fail. Shall I 
give out that you are ill, and that the matter is postponed F** 
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ChandoB shuddered involuntarily, and the nerves of his mouth 
quivered. All that had befallen turn, all that the future held, had 
never stood out before him in its desolation as now, when ho 
remembered — the world. 

“ Alter nothing,” ho said, with an effort. “ Let them come. ” 

“ Como 1 What ! Can you moot them ? ” 

Ho smiled — a smile more utterly haggard and heart-broken than 
any sign of grief. There was a meaning in it, too, from which the 
daring and hardy nature of his foe recoiled. 

“ I have neither killed myself nor you in those past hours. 
There is little, that will be hard to enduro since I have withheld 
from that ! ” 

Trevenna looked upward at him for one glance; then, silenced 
and witli an unfamiliar awe and fear upon him, lot fall the heavy 
velvet and left him once more to his solitude. 


CHAPTER HI. 

THE LOVE OF WO^IAN. 

The Queen of Lilies stood beside one of the windows of her own 
boudoir, restless, disquieted, half swayed by anger and half by 
anxiety. So many hours of the day had passed, and her lover had 
not approached her. Whe e she stood there was nothing near her 
but the foliage and clusters of innumerable flowers ; the brightness 
of the declining day was shed full on hers. She looked a woman 
to satisfy a sculptor’s dream, to haunt an artist’s thoughts, to be 
hymned in a poet’s cancion ; yet there was about her that nameless 
and fugitive coldness which, m the fairest statue, chills the senses 
and the heart. 

Her hand was listlessly wandering among the clusters of 
blossoms ; and every now and then, as the impatience and disquiet 
of her thoughts increased, she broke them off and cast them down, 
beating her foot in ha\ighty irritation on them till their fragrance 
and their colour perished. 

The door unclosed ; she turned, a smile lighting her eyes, and 
lending a lovely warmth to her cheek. She swept forward with 
the grace of her stop, with half-playful, half-proud words of 
reproach for such unexplained desertion. Quickly they paused 
upon her lips ; she looked in his face alarmed and amazed. 

“ Ernest ! what has happened ? You are ill 

Foi^all answer, he pressed her to his heart and kissed her many 
times with a passion almost terrible in its force, the fever of his 
lips scorching her own like fire. Ho held her as men hold the 
dead form of their mistress, which they must lay down and leave 
for ever, never again to meet their sight, never again to cling to 
their embrace. 

Then in silence he released her, with his last caress upon her lips, 
and moved from her, while his limbs, weak with long fasting, 
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shook like a woman’s, and his hoad sank down upon his breast. 
Ho would sooner have gone out to his death upon a scaffold than 
have told her what he came to tell. 

She watched him in fear and terror. She saw that he suffered 
as no ^physical pain could make him suffer ; she saw that he was 
altered as no illness could have changed him. She swept softly to 
liis sido again ; she laid her fair arms round him ; she lifted to him 
her beautiful face, which in that moment tempted him to dishonour 
as his betrayer’s words had never done. 

“ My love, m'y love,” she murmured, anxiously, “ what is it? — 
what has grieved you ?” 

He turned his eyes on hers, and in them she read a loolc that 
paraly25od her, that haunted. her throughout her lifetime, — a look 
of such unutterable anguish that she cowered down and shrank 
back as she met it, struck by it as by a blow. 

“ Calamity has como to me,” he said briefly, whilst his voice 
sounded hollow as a reed, and wrung from him as confessions were 
wrung from men upon the rack. “ 1 have been a living lie to you 
and to the world. Listen.” 

Then, as ho spoke the last word, his calm forsook and his 
strength failed him ; he fell beforo her., his hands clenched in her 
dross, his head bowed down upon her feet. In a few broken, 
passionate, disconnected words, wild in their misery, yet burned 
into her mind for over as aqua-foriis biu’ns its record into steel, he 
told her all. 

There was a profound silence in the chamber, — a silence in 
which ho only hoard the dull, oppressed beating of his heart, — a 
silonco in wmch his head was still bowed down as he knelt. He 
dared not look upward to her taco. Ho loved her, and it passed 
the bitterness of death to bring this misery on her young life ; ho 
loved her, and ho had to utter words that might divorce tiiem for 
eternity. 

For many moments the silence lasted, — a silonco so agonized to 
him that in ii iie scOmed to live through years, as men in the 
moments of a violent death. He longed, as one perishing in the 
desort longs for water, for ono word of tondemoss, one promiso of 
fidelity ; ho longed for them with an intensity groat as tho fall ho 
bade her look upon. 

None camo. 

She drew horsoLf slowly from him where ho kiiolt, and stood iu 
tho dignity of her matchless grace, mutely gazing at him with 
those eyes which had all the chilliness, as they had all tho lustre of 
the stars. Her face was white and drawn like his own ; but in the- 
amazed fixity into which it had set, there was no trace of pi ty for 
him, thero was no grief that sprang from tenderness. 

“This is a strange tale,” she said, at last, and hor voice was 
bitterly, bitterly cold, though it was tremulous with the tremor of 
incredulous rage. “A strange tale. You must pardon me if I 
fail to believe it.” 

He looked for the first time upward at her. All hope he might 
unconsciously have cherished that her love might be stronger than 
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its trial, and vows that had been vowed him in his prosperity not 
prove false in his adversity, forsook him now. He rose slowly to 
ms feet, and stood beside her ; and in his eyes came the^ome wist- 
ful reproachful pain that had been in them when he had looked at 
his betrayer. 

“Believe I” he said, woanly; “believe I Can you look me in 
the face and doubt 

She stood aloof from him, lifted in her full height, her foot 
beating the bruised colourless petals of the flowers she had 
destroyed, her fair face haggard and rigid, her gaze flxed on him, 
pitiless yet passionate in the coldness of its unrelenting scorn. 

“ Believe !” she repeated, while her lips shook and her bosom 
heaved. “ Believe that you are the ruined bankrupt that you tell 
me, — ^yes ; but believe that you have been in the ignorance of your 
own beggary that you plead, — ^no ! ten thousand times no!^* 

He looked at her in a mute amazed stupor. ‘Ho had never 
known but the tenderness and the softness of women. This 
vilonoss of imputed fraud flung at him by the one who, but a 
moment before, had lifted her sweet lips for his kiss, paralj^zcd 
him with its wantonness of merciless indignity. 

“ Euin does not fall in a day,” she puisued, while the haughty 
acrid words came from her lips in a quiver of rage that her graceful 
breeding alone reined in from the violence of i)assion. “ Such ruin 
as yours is, you confess, the work of years. How perfectly you 
have duped the world and me ! ” 

He who had loved her with a great and most disinterested lovo, 
yet who had refused to win her through a falsehood, could have 
Idlled her in his agony as he heard her now, — could have crushed 
her in his embrace, and trampled out this life that looked so fair 
and was so merciless, that had smiled on him with so divino a 
forgery of love, and that flung at him in his darkest hour a dis- 
honour that his worst foe would never have dared to hint. 

Yet he stood before her with a calm dignity, a proud reproach’. 

“ Look in my eyes, and see if I could lie ! Had I chosen, I 
could have wedded you by a fraud, and mado you mine, in ignor- 
ance of my fall. As it is, I set you free : it is your right.” 

“My right? Indeed! My right! The pity is you did not 
earlier remember what my rights and the world’s both wore, ere 
you chicaned us and misled us with tho paste brillinnco of your 
tinsel glitter. You could have wedded me by a fraud. I wouder 
you could hesitate at one fraud wore, when you wore so long prac- 
tised in 80 many.” 

“ Oh, God ! — ^And yesterday you loved me ! ” 

Tho cry broke out involuntarily from him. Yesterday her soft 
caresses had been his ; a few days or weeks later, and she had been 
his wife ; now — from her lips poured the cruellest invectives his 
ruin could ever hear, from her thoughts came the foulest taunt that 
could be thrown at him to goad his wretchedness. 

“ Yesterday, — yes ! Yesterday the world and I alike believed in 
your honour and your rank, xesterday we did not know you aa 
you are, — a gamester, a trickster, a living falsehood to us both.” 
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Men under less torture than he bore then have killed with a 
madman’s blow the fair, false thing that taunted and that jibed 
them. A ctnvulsive effort of self-restraint shuddered through him; 
then he stood tranquil still, and almost yielding to her stiU the 
forbearance her sex claimed for her. She had no pity for him : ho 
would claim none. 

“ Your insult is undeserved,” he said, briefly, “ Believe or not, 
as you will ; I have spoken truth, and all the truth. I sought you 
when my fate was such as all men envied me ; it has changed, and 
I set you free. All I ask is, for the sake of others, — keep these 
tidings back until to-morrow ; and, for yourself, forgive me that I 
ever ” 

His voice broke down ; his control forsook him ; he loved her, 
and ho thought only of all they would have been, of all they never 
now could bo, to one another ; and his heart went out to her in a 
great resistless longing that shattered pride and forgot inju^, and 
only craved one touch of tenderness, one echo of the fond faith bu^ 
yesterday so lovingly vowed to him. He was not changed: wore 
these accidents of fortune, this visitation of calamity, to make him 
loathsome where he had been adored ? 

He stretched out his arms involimtarily. 

“ For the mercy of God, my love, my \uife ! — for the sake of 
all wo should have been ! — speak gentler to mo in our wretched- 
ness.” 

It was the only prayer he ever piayed for pity. In the moment 
of its entreaty, something softer, some grief more piteous and loss 
absorbed in selfish violence, passed over her flxee. In the moment 
of that gesture of beseeching tenderness she could have thrown 
herself upon his breast and given up the world for him. Trovenna 
had rightly said sh j loved as well as she could love, and in this 
instant life asunder scorned a doom too terrible to bear. But tho 
impulse passed swiftly : the weight of tlio world was heavier and 
stronger on her than her love for him ; ho had destroyed her am- 
bitions and L-td shattered her victory ; she know no thought save 
for what she deemed her wrong, no grief save for what she deemecl 
her degradation ; for her loveliness enshrined a heart of bronze, 
and her solitary idol was — herself. She stood unmoved, her head 
turned towards the light with a gesture of scorn, lier foot still 
treading out the bruised fragments of tho wasted flowers. 

“ Claim gentler words when you can prove juster deeds,” she 
said, with a bitterness that seemed to leave her fair lips with the 
lash of a leaden- weighted scourge. “You have lived one long 
falsehood in the sight of men; they may beliovo your pleaded 
ignorance of your bankrupt shame ; they have long been your 
dupes, and they may bo so still * / shall not. Tho premier oflered 
you your marquis’s coronet ; go take it ! You refused it to my 
wish ; you will accept it to screen you from the claimants of your 
detts!” 

His gaze fastened on her, riveted there by a horrible fascination. 
Were mose eyes, that froze him with so unpitying a hate, the eyes 
that yesterday had smiled up in his own ? were those lips, that 
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lashed him with such brutal taunts, the lips that yesterday had 
met his own in their last lingering caress ? 

His breath came slowly, and drawn with effort, as though life 
were ebbing out of him. 

“Silence! you shame your sox! I thank God that I have 
known you as you are before my life was cursed with you.” 

Without another word, he turned and loft her, — left her with the 
crushed blossoms lying beneath her foot, and the summer light 
upon her loveliness. 


CHAPTEE IV. 

THE lAST NIGHT AJklONG THE PUllTLES. 

Ttce now opera began, 

I'ashioii was prepared to patronise Genius ; happily for Genius 
it does not do it very often. 

Tho Ariddnc in Naxos was commenced, and the most brilliant 
audience of tho season glanced in suipriso to tho empty box of its 
patron. Tho grand sAvellof tho overture rolled out, and thrilled 
through tho silent house with a now emotion. Buch marvellous 
poems of sound, such ]>athotic echoes of sadness, such intense 
vibrations of passion, such spiritual cadences of thought ! — in tho 
creation that had issued from the lonely chamber of suffering, from 
tho dreamy mind of a feeble cripple, there was that which caught 
tho oar of tho hearers with a new voice, and spoke to them with q 
now elocpicnco. They came to patronise ; they stayed to feel ! 

As tho overture closed iii tho throbbing of tho waves of melody 
that swelled with a mighty thunder through the stillness, into tho 
dazzling light and glitter of the thronged theatre Ohandos entered. 

Tho fairness of his face was unusually pale and unusually cold ; 
his eyes had dark shadows under them, and had a singular hectic 
brilliance ; otherwise there was no change. 

“Late ho is; been drinking,” said a porSoii in the stalls, who did 
not know him. 

“ Never drinks,” said one who did. “ Boon gambling.” 

Trevonna, sitting by, sot his teeth while he smiled. 

“Curse him! he dies game,” ho thought, while ho looked up- 
ward to the box as Chandos advanced to the front and stood there 
for a second, as though blinded with the light ; then seated himselt 
in his accustomed chair and leaned slightly forward in full view 
of the thronged building, whore there was scr^co a scat in the 
grand tier but held some titled friend or foToigu beauty who 
knew him familiarly or loved him well. No other noticed that 
Blight pause as ho stood with a paralysed, dizzy stupefaction 
coming into that blaze of radiance and crash of sound, — nd 
one except his foe, who knew all that was suf bred in it and all 
it meant. 

There had never been a night in which he had been more on 
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people’s lips, and more in their praise and babble, than he was to- 
night. Tolligners looked at him’ eagerly as the man with whoso 
fetes all Paris had rung ; strangers ha.(J him jointed out to them as 
the leader of the aristocracy, the former of .fashion, the author of 

Lucreco,” the owner of Clarencieux. Peeresses wondered at the 
abs(3nce of his betrothed, and spoke of his appearance as the Duo 
do Iticholiou at the princess’s fancy-ball, — of his Watteau ■water- 
party at his Pichmond bijou villa,-— of the magnificence of the 
bridal gifts ho had ordered for the Queen of Lilies. Poor men 
on vied him bitterly, — bitterly; and rich men wondered why, with 
dll their wealth, they could not buy his grace, his fame, his popu- 
larity. Women who had been loved by him, or had loved him 
vainly, looked at him, and alone were struck by some vague sense 
of pain and disquiet at the serenity of his face, at the glitter in the 
blue depths of the eyes that had ever till now smiled at life with so 
careless a brilliance. 

lie sat unmoved. He spoke, listened, acted precisely as ho had 
done on any other of the many nights when ho had led the verdict 
of that house on some new talent ; there was not oven a tremor in 
his hand, not even a quiver in his voice. The intense strength of 
intense agony was lent him for a time ; the world-wide desert of 
desolation that spread around him gave him the desert’s arid and 
passionless calm; ho had all the fictitious force, all the mechanical 
action, of fever. The recklessness of liis n.'ituro was roused till ho 
could have laughed aloud to think how ho sat there, the observed 
of all eyes, the envied of all meu, accredited by the world about 
him with every gift the gods could give, and Jmew himself that 
not a l)eggar in the streets was poorer, not a homeless dog starving 
to deatli more wretched, than ho was. 

He had not come i( play out his terrible comedy from mockery 
or desperation ; ho had come because even in his darkest hour ho 
would not forsake the man who was dependent on him, and whoso 
whole future hi. ng on the success which his own ju’csenco hero 
alone could be certain to secure. Put passing through it for thiwS 
man’s sake, the gigantic gulf that yawned between what he seemed 
and what ho was, the knowledge of what his world thought of 
him and said of him in this his last night’s reign over it, and of 
the mighty lie that, all unwitting to him, his whole life had been 
and was, struck on him with the horrible jest which despair often- 
times will scorn to ilself, and woke in him the desperate laughter 
with which men of his race had ridden in the old days of warfare 
down to the ring of spear-heads, down on to a certain death, to 
laugh still while the life-blood burst forth from a hundred wounds, 
and the hoofs of trampKug chargers broke their bone SMid tore 
their nerve. 

The music swelled out on the air, rising in aerial cadence and 
throbbing in eloquent passion, now clear and. fresh as a spring bird's 
fiong, now supreme in its melancholy as the moan of autumn 
winds through Western forests of pine. Every joy denied him, 
^very hope forbidden him, every smile he sought in vain, every 
j^gh he breathed in suHeriug, Guido LuUi seemed to have recorded 
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Lere. The music was subKme as a song of David, pure as a young 
child’s eyos. It might not throughout be coldly perfect for the ear, 
but it; was far more ; it was passionately human for the heart, it was 
eternally true for every time. 

Ohandoa sat unmoved to the end. To him, though liis hand had 
moulded many of its parts, though his sympathy had cherished it 
from its earliest birth, though his thoughts had many a timo 
vibrated to its every chord, it was without sense or melody or 
meaning now ; it was like the sound of rushing waters in his ear, 
— no more. Yet he sat unwavering to the end, and led with an 
unerring precision tho bursts of applause that ever and again rang 
through the Opera-House. 

It closed ; the last magnificent chords re-echoed through a dead 
silence ; then, through the thunder of public admiration, the name 
of Guido Lulli was given for ever to the fame ho sought. 

Chandos rose and lett his box. He wont to one, small, obscure, 
shut wholly away from tho sight of the audience ; hero, alone, 
Lulli had boon placed, shunning tho view of the glittering throng, 
and dreading the notice or the speech of any with the nervous 
terror of a recluse. Ho unclosed the door softly. Stretched sense- 
less on the ground ho saw tho Provencal’s form, his hands above 
his head as he had fallen, in the moment of ecstasy, when for the 
first timo the voices of tho world had given him that promise of 
immortality of which ho had so long and vainly dreamed. 

Ohandos stooped and raised him goiitly; the movement and 
the sweep of air from the open doorway roused him from his 
tr.'inco ; his eyes unclosed, he looked upward, scarcely conscious 
still. 

“ It has triumphed ! Ah ! I can die so happy ! ” 

The words loft tho cripple’s lips with the sigh so rare in human 
life, — ^the sigh of perfect joy. 

His gaze, dreamy and distant, like one who sees tho visions* of 
the future, wandered back, and know tho features that bent above* 
him. Tho smile that was likj sunlight beamed upon his face ; he 
look his benefactor’s hands and kissed them, the great tears 
coursing down his cheeks. 

“ Monseignour, this is your gift ! I cannot thank you. What 
are words ? You have given mo life, and more than life; you havo 
given me immortality I I cannot reward you, but night and day I 
pray that God may pay my debt,” 

A smile came on Ohandos’ lips, — a smile so sad that it might 
havo been either curse or prayer. Ho stooped over Lplli, and 
spoke with an infinite gentleness. 

‘‘You* will be very famous in the years to come. Once or 
twice remember that I aided something to it. 1 shall bo repaid 
enough.” 

And with those words of farewell— a last farewell, though tho 
other knew it not — ^he left him before the musician could reply. 


You eclipse yourself to-night,” said a French princess to him, 
when, an hour later, his great world, having ordained tho triumpb 



Chandos, 


164 

of tlie opera, came, as they had loDg been bidden, to an entertain- 
ment in celdbration of the success of the Ariadne in Naxos, “ You 
revive the fates of our Grand Siecle.” 

The gardens were lighted with innumerable lamps gleaming 
among the trees ; the winter-garden glanced a very paradise of 
oriental colour ; the wax radiance fell on fairest brows, and the 
diamonds and sapphires glistened among silkiest hair; the low 
pleasant murmur of voices filled the chambers ; tha echoes of 
music came from the ball-rooms beyond ; all the old life that ho 
had known so well, and led so dazzlingly, was about him now for 
the last time^ 

As tho “thousand groat lords’* who “drank and praised the 
gods of gold and silver ” at Bclsliazzar’s banquet, while laughter 
and song echoed through tho high halls of Babylon, saw not tho 
foreshadrwed doom wiitten on tiio brow of tho lord of tho feast, 
and road no u among tho jewelled arabesques of tho palaco-w^all the 
“Meno, Tekcl, tFijharsin” that roso out to his own sight, so those 
who camo to Chandos to-night saw no sign upon his face, and had 
no thought that this was a tarewell, — a larowell to joy, and peace, 
and women’s lovo, and the honour of men, and all the gracious 
gifts and treasures of his life. They did not know. They saw no 
change in him. He had said in his heart that none should be able 
on the morrow to recall having noted in him one shadow of ])ain. 
The men of his race had always been proud as they were reckless, 
capable of intonso endurance as they were resigned to limitless in- 
dulgence ; tho spirit of his race rose in him now. Throughout this 
night — a night when such agony was on him as men of stronger 
will and harder training might have sunk under without shame — 
he let tho world about see no trace that all was not with him as it 
had ever boon, llis face was quite colourless, and now and then 
ho lost all sight or sense of w'horo he was ; yet he never lot a word, 
a glance, a sigh, escape him w’hich could have told his deadly 
secret. 

One only, mingled among tho crow^ds of princes, peers, and 
statesmen by right of loiig-estahlished footing and fainiliaritj^ 
noted tho dark gleam in his eyes as of one who defied fate with 
all the delirious daring of desperation, and know all that was 
suffered, all that was suppressed, — and was content. 

Once their eyes met, with a swaying cloud of perfumed laces, 
and delicate hues, and fair faces, and glittering orders, and spark- 
ling jewels, parting them for tho breadth of a chamber. It was a 
strange fellowship between tho betrayer and the betrayed, this 
solitary knowledge of the doom that hung over tho house that was 
now fiUed with light and melody, and the music of women?s voices, 
and the names of those who controlled nations, — this mutual con- 
sciousness alone that as they met now they mot for the last time 
for ever, that when this night should end, with it would end for ever 
the shadowless life that had been here so long. 

To-night was the supreme martyrdom of tho one, the supreme 
triumph of the other. 

** Fmishod at last ! ” thought the man who had never let go his 
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vow of vengeance since the summer night long before, in his child- 
hood, when ho had sworn it at his mother’s instance. ‘ “ All the 
toil, all the lie, all the envy, all the bitterness and the humiliation, 
finished for me ; all the glory, all the peace, all the fame, all the 
luxurious ease and the royal pride aud the world-wide love, 
finished for you. After to-night we shall change parts, my proud, 
beautiful, caressed darling of women, — my careless Chandos of 
Clarencicux ! All ! what a thing is patience ! it sits and weaves 
so long in the gloom futilely, but it traps at the last. There is 
only one thing wanting, — it* you would surrender. Hut you die 
liko the last Marquis, curse you ! you die game through it all ! ” 

Ijnpercoptibly, one by one, the crowd thinnod, and left the rooms 
that had so often and so long seen the most exclusive and the most 
superb entertainments of the time; they passed away, seeing 
nothing, dreaming nothing, of the fate that had fallen on the man 
who thus took liirf farewell of them, but sp(vxking only, as their 
carriages rolled away, of the new genius that ho had introduced 
among them, and of the lavish and fantastic royalty of splendour 
with which his jeU's wore alway given. The inuniiiu* of the voices 
died away, the strains of tlio music ceased, the low subdued 
laughter sank to silence, the glittering throngs dispersed ; they 
left him — his long-familiar friends, companions, and associates — 
never again to rally round th^dr roi (jailiardy never again to bo 
summoned at his bidding. 

lie stood alone, — alone as he must over be henceforth. 

The perfect stiUnoss foixowod strangely on tho movement and 
melody aud radiance of life that had all died out ; a clock struck a 
mournful silvery chime upon tho sihmee, tho faU of the water 
splashed in tho fountains ; other sound there was none. The light 
from a million points fell on the clustering colours of tho tropic 
flowers, tho drooping fronds of the pale-greon palms, tho fair 
limbs of tho statues, tho deep glow of tho paintings : ho looked 
at those things, and knew that from this hour they would bo his no 
more. 

To-night for the last time they wero his own ; when the sun 
should riso, tho fiat would go forth that would scatter them abroad 
to strangers’ hands and enemies’ spoil. Henceforth they and ho 
would bo divided, — tho things that ho had gathered and cherished 
would bo scattered broadcast to whoever should chooso to buy, 
—and under tho roof that had known him so long liis voice would 
bo unheard, his face unseen, his name forgotten, his place behold 
him no more. 

Far behind him, parted from him by an eternal gulf, lay tho life 
of his past, which had been one glad and gorgeous revel, one cloud- 
less and unthinking joy, and which ho must now lay down, as tho 
Biscro^ed whom the Praetorians summoned laid aside golden 
pomp, and Tyrian purples, and brimming amphorso, and dew-laden 
rose-crowns, and went out, unpitied, and alone, to die. 

That sweet and cloudless life of his rich past I — to-night he was 
dethronod and driven out from it for ever ; to-night, a living man, 
he knew all the desolation of death, and in the full glory of hia 
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youth was condomned to the anguish and the beggary of im- 
poYerished and stricken age. 

To-night he was driven out to exile ; and behind him closed 
forever were the barred gates of his lost Eden, 


CHAPTEE V. 

THE DEATH OF THE TITAN. 

The Duke of Castlomaine sat in his library in his mighty Abbey of 
Warburne, whither he had come by his physician’s couns^s. He was 
alone ; for secretaries and chaplains and stewards were no com- 
panions for the superb old Titan of the Eegoncy. His bright blue 
eyes, so fiery and so eloquent still, were looking outward at the tum- 
bled mass of rock and moorland and giant forest-breadths that made 
the grandeur of Warburne ; his head so stately, though white 
with eighty winters, was slightly bent ; his thoughts were with 
dead days, — days when his voice rang through the House of Peers 
or wound its silky way to the hearts of women,— days when ho 
could riot in the wildest orgies through the night, and dictate de- 
spatches on which the fate of Europe hung, with a clear brain and 
a calm pulse, when the morning rose, — days when ho had loitered 
laughing over ladies’ supper-tables with half a dozen duels on his 
hands, and looked in the sofc eyes of cloistered Spaniards ore lead- 
ing his cavalry to the charge, — days when his frame had been iron 
and his voice magic, when nations were guided by his will, and 
soft lips had been worm on his own, — days, in one word, of his 
Youtk 

Though in extreme age, the Duke was a greater man yet than 
those of this generation, — more powerful, more fearless, more full 
of fine wit, of stately courtesy, of haughty honour. Ho was of 
another breed, another creed, another age, than ours, — the ago 
when men drank their brandy where we sip our claret, when men 
punished a lie with their sword where wo pass it over in prudence, 
when disgrace was washed out with life where wo bring it in coiu't 
and make money of it, when if their morals were more openly lax 
their honour was more inexorably stringent, when if their revels 
were wilder their dealing was fairer, and when the same strength 
which made their orgies fiercer and their blow harder, made their 
eloquence loftier, their niottlo higher, their wit keener, their 
courage brighter, than our* own. And in his extreme grace the 
Titan was a Titan yet, dwarfing and paling those of weaklier 
stature and of more timorous breed. He sat there looking out at 
the brown moors, warm with the golden gorse ; and ho moved in 
surprise as the door opened, with a smile of pleasure lighting his 
eyes. 

“ You ! Has an earthquake swallowed the town ? ” 

Even as the first word was spoken, even as his first glance fell on 
Chandos, he know vaguely but terribly that some calamity, vaster 
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than his thoughts could compasa^ " fallen here, on the man 
whom he cared for as ho cared foa no other of his race. This was 
the only one of his blood who had.his own code, his own creed, — 
the only one in whose companionsK^ he heard the echoes of a long 
passed age ; and ho was i)roud of him, and built mighty hopes on 
him, — proud of his eminence, of his brilliance, of his successes, 
proud even of his personal grace and beauty. 

Those who loved him as the old Duke Joved saw a change on him 
more ghastly than though they had seen his face sot in tlio colour- 
less calm of sudden death. 

Chan d os sank down into a seat, and his head fell forward on his 
arms. The recklessness of desperation, the fever of utter hope- 
lessness, had given him strength to pass through the ordeal of the 
night before : but hero his strength broke down, lie know hoW 
the pride of the gallant old man had been centred in him ; ho suf- 
fered for the pain that ho must deal, not less than for the misery 
he bore. 

The Duke’s mellow voice shook huskily : — 

“ Toll mo ill a word ! 1 have never loved suspense.” 

Chandos did not lift his head ; his answer came slowly dragged 
out, hoarse and faint fi’om exhaustion, excitation, and long want 
ot food and sloop ; for lie had tasted nothing from tho hour that ho 
had learned his late, and liis <^ycs had never closed. 

“ I can toll you in one word : — ruin I ” 

Tho Duke’s hand trembled, making tho diamonds flash and gbttcr 
on the enamel lid ; it had never so trembled when it had shfiken 
the dice, though a fortune hiuig on a throw, when it had lifted a 
pistol, though a life hung on tho shot, when it had pointed to a 
serried square of ISoult’s picked troops, though an army hung on 
the charge. 

‘‘Ruin! A wide word. And for whom?” 

“Dor mo.” 

^ “ Yes I It will amnso tho world, — for a wceliat least. A long 
time for tho absent to bo remembered.” 

A deep oath sprang from tho close-shut lips of tho old Duke ; 
his face grow white as tho hoary silky liair that shaded it, and tho 
diamonds shook and glittered in the tremor of his hand. Rut ho 
loved the temper that made a jdbt e\on of a dcath-bloAV ; ho had 
sofu much of it in his early day : ho followed tho lead with gallant 
oudurance. 

Rum fur you ? It is very sudden, is it not P Tell mo more : 
tell me more.” 

His Voice was very faint, but it was steady ; ho loved the man of 
whom he heard this thing with tho generous lovo of an ago Riat 
kept all tho warmth and all the fti'e of his youth ; yet they Avoro 
both of the same school, — they both suppressed all sign of pain as 
shame. He heard; his head — the head of an Agamemnon- 
bowed ; his hand closed convulsively on the Louis Quatorze toy ; 
his breathing was quick and loud. Once alone he intenupted tho 
recital; it was at Trevenna’s name. 
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** That vile fellow ! — I bade you beware of him. lie hates you, 
Ernest.” 

“It may bo. I havo almost thought so since — since this. And 
yet he owes me much, — more than you know.” 

“ Who hate us so remorselessly as those who owe us anything 

“ Then are men devils ! ” 

“Most of them. Who doubts it? Did ho ever owo you any 
grudge?” 

“ None,— only benefits.” 

“ They are the less easily forgiven of the two. Had you any 
mistress whom this man loved ?” 

“ Never, to my knowledge.” 

“ But you may have had, unknown to you. "Whatever for, ho 
hates yoii, haunts you, envies you ruthlessly ; hates you if only 
because his hands are large and coarse and yours are long and 
slender!” 

“ You make him knave and fool in one.” 

“ The combination is not rare. But, pardon mo, go on. I will 
hear more patiently.” 

lie heard very patiently — heard to the end. 

His head sank, his breathing grow fast and laboured, the veins 
swelled on his still fair broad brow, his giant limbs trembled. It 
was the heaviest blow life had it in its power to deal him. 

“ Groat God I if Philip Chandos had foreseen ” 

His voice faltered ; his listener stretched out his hand in an 
involuntary supplication. “In mercy spare me that! Do you 
think J havo not remembered him ?” 

“ I meant no reproach. You would havo heard none from your 
father’s lips. Ho lovc i you well; and though you have been im- 
provident, you havo not lost all. You have been true to your 
house : you havo saved your honour. Pardon me, Ernest ; your 
news has loft mo scarcely myself. But— but — must Clarencieux 
go?” 

Where Chandos sat, in the gloom of the mullioned window, the 
shiver passed over him that had always come there at the name oi 
ais idolized inheritance. He could better havo borne to part from 
wealth, and l epute, and the love of the world, and the love of woman, 
than he could bear to part from Clarencieux. 

“They say so.” 

“ My God ! and we cannot help you. Warburne is mortgaged 
to its pettiest farm. We— of the Plantagenot blood — are beggais ! 
I would give my life to aid you, and I have nothing.” 

The confession broke from him so low that it barely was above 
his breath. It was very terrible to the great noble to know'that iji 
the dire extremity of the man he loved he could aid him no more 
than though he were the poorest peasant on his lands. 

Chandos looked up ; the unnatural coldness and fixity that had 
set upon the fairness of his face from the moment this calamity had 
fallen on him softened and changed ; his lips trembled ; he rose 
with a sudden impulse, and stooped over the chair, laying his hand 
tenderly on the old man’s. 
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** Forgive mo that I bring this shame and wretchedness upon 
you. I camo hero that you might learn it from no other first ; not 
the least bitter of my memories has been tho grief that I must 
entail on you.” 

The Duke's fingers grasped his hand close, and wrung it hard ' 
no reproach, no rebuke, came from Aim ; he could not have raised 
his voice more than ho could have lifted his arm against Chaudos 
in his suffering. 

“ Do not think of mo ; I shall live but little time to suffer any- 
thing. Ono question more. She who is to be your wife ?” 

Cliandos moved fi’om him into the shadow that wiis thrown 
darkly across the casement by tho great cedar- boughs without. 

“ She is dead to 'me.” 

Another oath, loud and deep, rattled in his hearer’s throat. Tho 
haughty patrician could have borne anything sooner than this — 
that ono of his blood should bo forsahen. Still, no recrimination 
escaped him; he never said, warned you!” Tho grand old 
pagan of a colossal ago, hardened by long combat, and used to tho 
proud supremo dominion of a gi’eat chieftainship through such long 
years of war and of state power, was more merciful to adversity 
than the young and delicate Ldy Queen. 

Silence fell between them. 

Tho Duke sat with his whito crest bowed and an unusual dimness 
over tho brightness of his Plantagenet eyes ; and every now and 
then the diamonds in the box he hold shook with a quick tremor 
in tho sunlight. 

“What will you do?” he asked, suddenly, shading his glance 
with tho enamelled box. 

“Do I” eclioed Chandos, wearily ; it seemed to him that his life 
was ended. “What is there to do? Notliing: except — to end 
like tlio last Marquis. An axe on Tower J Lill was more dignified, 
but a dose of laudanum will bo as rapid. It would mako the beat 
ending for tho story for tho clubs, and the sales will realize bettor 
if their interest be lieightenod by a suicide ! ” 

The Duke looked hastily up, with that fin sonrire with which, 
throughout his career, his Grace of Castlemaiue had veiled every 
deep agifation. 

“ Well, you would have precedent. You would but do what 
Evelyn Chandos did after his master’s death, you remember ? 
Doubtless it would liiiish the melodrame well for tho world. Still, 
wore I you, I would not. I am an old soldier, and I confess I do 
not like surrender — to fortune or anything else. Your father died 
m tho Commons like a gladiator ; I should not like you to die in 
a ditch like a dog. The}^ would not be meet companion-pictures. 
Besides, I do not wish to see your grave : I have seen so many !” 

Calmly, dispassionately, tho old soldier spoke, toying with his 
Bourbon box. None could have guessed the intense anxiety 
hidden under that courtly manner, tho yearning emotion concealed 
under that serene smile. Once only his voice shook ; ho had seen 
the graves of so many — of the friends of his youth, of his brothers 
in council, of the comrades who had fought and fallen beside him, 
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of tho women who had lain in his bosom and smilod in his eyes^ 
he had seen so many ! 

Chandos knew his meaning, — ^knew all that was veiled under 
the gracious courtesy, tho gentle smile ; those brief and tranquil 
words to him bore an unspeakable eloquence — an eloquence which 
moved him as no insult, no indignity, no adversity, had power to 
move him. 

Where he stood, he bowed low, very lowj till his head was 
stooped and his lips touched the aged noble’s hand. 

“ You are right, dud I thank you. Have no fear ; your words 
shall be remembered. Whatever my fate is, JL will accept it and 
endure it.” 

The Duke looked upward at him. 

** I am glad,” he said, almost faintly. “ CSntre fortune hon cceur. 
Pardon me if I intrude my counsels : it is the privilege of Nestors 
to prose. You go now. t shall see you again.” 

“ Surely. Before I go, forgive me.” 

Tho Duke’s eyes, so blue, so fiery still, dwelt on him with a 
great unuttered tenderness ; and the tones that had used to ring 
like a clarion down the battle-fields were gentle as a woman’s. 

“ I have nothing to forgive. Had you loved and served yourself 
as you have loved and served others, it would not bo thus with you 
now.” 

Then they parted, never to meet again. 


The old man sat listening to the last echo of his footsteps ; then, 
with a slight sigh, ho leaned back in his arm-chair, his hand 
relaxed its clasp upoi* the jewelled box, a weariness came over liim 
now to his nerve oi steel, a mist stole before his eyes, shutting 
from his sight the flickering leaves and the purple moorlands and 
all the light and movement of the forest- world. 

The summer light quivered through innumerable boughs, young 
fawns played m the warmth, white clouds di’ifted over sunny skies, 
and a nest-bird above in the cedar’s branches sang low and softly, 
as though not to break the rest of tho sloepor within. And the 
Duke still loaned back in his ebony chair, with a slight smile about 
his lips, and the diamonds flashing in the box that was lying at 
his feet. 

The golden day stole onward, the shadows lengthened, the birds 
sought their roost, and tho young fawns their couches ; the i^oaco 
of evening brooded on the earth, all things were at ,rest, and so was 
he ; for he still sat there, motionless and with the jewels gleaming 
at his feet. " • 

Tho sunset faded, and tho twilight came, the purple haze upon 
the moorlands deepening to night. Still he sat there, while tho 
shadows stole the brilliance from tho diamonds and softly veiled 
his face, as though in reverence. And when some of his wide 
household, who were so nigh, yet whom he could not lift his hand 
to summon, dared to venture at length unbidden to his presence, 
they found him thus ; and a groat awe fell ou them» and the hush 
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of a breathless dread ; for they knew that they were standing in 
the presence of Death. 

The last of a race of Titans had died, as well became him, in 
silence and alone, without a sign, and with a smile upon his lips. 


OHAPTEE VI. 

*‘AXD THE SPOILERS CAME DOWN.” 

It was night at Clarencieux. 

In the Greuzo cabfnet, Chandos leaned against the high carved 
marble of the mantel-piece ; his chest was bowed as with the 
T\ oight of ago ; ho breathed heavily, and with each breath pain ; 
his faco was white as the sculpturo ho rested on, and sot into 
ihat d('.aflly <‘a]m which had never left liim when in others’ sight. 
The tidings of the Duke’s death had reached him some days, and 
had filled up tho measure of his anguish, adding to it the torturo 
of a passionate regret, of an eternal remorse, lie had loved the 
grand old man from whoso fearless, fiery oyes no glance but one 
of kindness and of gontlenoss had looked on him from his earliest 
childhood ; and ho knew that tho .shock of his own ruin had slain 
the mighty strcnglh of tho old noble, jf over grief killed age. 

He stood alone ; his heaxt seemed numb and dead with misery; 
ho gave no sign of emotion ; no tears had over come into his eyes 
since the hour in which his fate foil on him. Tho nights had passed 
pacing sleepless to and fro his chamber, or heavily drugged to rest 
with opium ; tho days had passo,d almost fasting, and in an apathy 
that awed those about him with a vague terror lost his end should 
be in the vacant gloom of madne.ss. He was Bolf“posso.ssed, solf- 
controllcd ; he answered tranquilly, ho hoard patiently ; but there 
was that in this mechani(‘al action, this unnatural serenity, that 
luid a moro horrible dread for those who saw him than all tho 
ravings of delirium, all tho pas.sion of grief, could over have had. 

The dobr unclosed. John Ti-evcnna entered. 

They are all here.” 

Cliandos bent his head, and followed him out of tho chamber. 
They who waited were his creditors. 

In a day, with tho rush of hell-hounds let out of leash, and as 
though at a given unanimous signal, his claim ai^ts had poured and 
pressed in on him, baying with ono tongue for their one quarry, — 
money. * Ho had bidden them all meet here, .and they had come 
without ono missing, — a strange gathering for tho halls of Olaron- 
cieux, where kings bad used to find their surest .shelter, and courts 
had been entertained through Plantagonot and Elizabethan and 
Stuart days. 

They were collected in the great banqueting-haU ; a mob of more 
than a hundi’ed men, — men who had como down on tho same 
Wanii in the same tempey, sullen yet eager, defiant yet suspicious, 
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eavago yet audacious, — men who had no mercy oh a dothrohod 
royally, and who had no sight save for the deficit they pushed to 
claim. Still even on them tho soleuin and vonerablo beauty oi 
CJarencioux had a quieting spell. As they had entered, Ihoir voices 
unconsciously had sunk lower, their gait involuntarily had grown 
less swaggering; and as they stood now, counting with greedy 
eyes the worth and magnificence of tho banqueting-room, a silence 
had fallen on them. 

“ Peels a’lnost like a church,*’ wliispercd one, a picture-dealer, 
as he looked down tho vista of the double porphyry columns. 

As ho spoke, Chaiulos entered. 

lie bow’’ed to them with a grave and courteous grace ; all had 
their hats on, even those bettor bred, from the sense of scorn in 
which they held a debtor, and for the sake of vaunting and of 
claiming their own superiority. Involuntarily, as they saw him, 
they un(‘o\cr(jd in respectful silence, tho Jew Ignatius, who repre- 
sented tho bill-discounting firm, alone remaiuing the excc])tion. 
Trevonna’s eye had glanced at him as his hand went to his velvet 
cap, and his am hacl dropped as though paralysed. 

In the stillness Chandos advanced up the hall, his eyes resting 
unmoved on the strange and motley group that filled with their 
uncomely forms, and with almost every typo of European nation- 
ality, tho porphyry chamber where king and prince and peer had 
used to sit, his guests and his boon frienJs. There was not a 
muimur, not a whisper, raised; there was that in his look which 
hold tho coarsest, tho greediest, the most pitiless, silent. 

lie stood bolide tlio statue of his father, and turned towards 
them. Ho was at tho npi^or end of the porphyry hall, and tho 
multitude faced Ixim in tho glow of the lights that were illumined 
thcie. 

“ Gentbunen,” lie said, calmly, with a tremor in liis voice, though 
it. was faint as after long illness, “ I Lave but a lew words to say 
to you. Yon are hero to enforce your claims. Of any one of those 
claims I was m igiioranco a few days since, but I dispute none of 
them; tho improvidence of my life has left me no title to do so. 
You w'ill doubt mo, perhaps, when I say I never know I owed a 
single debt ; yet such is the truth.” 

There was a stir among tho crowd, restless, pained, yet curious ; 
they could not tell the meaning of this, yet they were stirred witli 
a singular awe and wonder. One voice, tho picture-dealer’s, rough 
yot cordial, broke tho silence : — 

“Wo believe you ! damned if wo don’t I You ha’n’t got a face 
what lies ! ” 

Chandos bent liis head in silent acknowledgment. 

“ Eor tho rest,” ho continued, still with that unchanged tran- 
quillity, “ 1 have but little to add. The amount of your claims on 
me is, in the aggregate, sufficient to wreck fortunes ton times larger 
than mine has been; yet, as I understand, you can be paid in full 
by my entire surrender of all that I possess. This surrender I 
make ; my lawyers will explain its value better than I can do. 1 
resign ovorything unconditionally to you ; it has become no longer 
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mine, but yours. I believe thero will bo eiiougli to satisfy' j^-ou to 
the uttermost farthin[^.’* 

The murmur rose deeper and louder in the hall : the mass of 
men swayed together as though stirred by a universal impulse. 
They had come prepared to bully, to bluster, to demand, to enforce, 
and they were disarmed. Moreover, as ho stood against the statue, 
they remembered the fame of Philip Chandos ; the coarsest among 
them felt a pang of sliamo that his only sou should bo standing thus 
before them now. 

They looked at one anothor; they could not comprehend this 
mail who voluntarily came and laid down all his possessions at their 
feet, and yet in their own rough way they understood him ; they 
would fain now have sympathised with him h.rl they known how. 
The picture -dealer — a rude, broad boar, who w^as worth near a 
million, and whose claims wore the largest of any there, save tho 
Jew’s — pressed himself forward again, and spoke what all thero 
i’elt, spoke -with a genuine emotion in his harsh voice, w'ith a mist 
before his sharp and eager eyes : — 

“ tSir, you’re a genthanan, and have behaved liko one. We thank 
you, all on us. If we’d a’ known, we’d a’ 'waited, — ay, bloss you, 
we would ; hut that a’n’t hero nor there. Your lallior was a great 
man, hut damned if I don’t think you’re a greater ; and if there’s 
any little matter— any picter', or that hko — that you sot particular 
store on, saj’’ tho word, and it shall be k(;pt for you, or I’ll laiow 
tho reason why.” 

“Spoke up right well, ''’alebi liear, hear!” muttered another; 
and tho applause was echoed and murmured down tho whole body 
of tho hall, till ev(Mi tho tafthionahlo tradesmen, who had heard and 
had looked on snporcilioiis and impassive, wore moved l^y it, and 
joined it. 

Chandos bowed his liead again. 

“ I thank you for your good will, and for tho belief you g;vo 
me. I will leave you now. My moii of business will conclude all 
arrangements with you, and my servants will bring you refresh- 
ments hero. Por your olfer, there is nothing I would claim. 1 
havo said I give up all ; but if there ho any surplus left, I 'vdU ask 
Vou to do mo tho favour to sink it in an annuity foi* ono who has 
been long dependent upon me, and whoso bealtli can never let him 
bo as other men are : I mean the musician, Guido Lulli.” 

A profound silence followed on his words, — tho silence of supreme 
astonishment. lie might havo taken advantage of their offer to ask 
iiiiy tiling, and he thought only of jiroviding for a foicign cripple ! 

* Caleb, tho dealer, broke tho stillness as before, dashing his hat 
down on the mosaic with a stormy oath. 

“ I wore that hat afore you ; — I’d sooner uncover to you than co 
all the kings. Lulli shall bo took care of ; /’ll go bail for that.” 

Chandos turned with that royal grace which had made him tho 
darling of courts, and could never leave him while ho had life, ai'd 
silently stretched out his hand — the delicate patrician hand which 
his foe had hated — to tho rough, uncleanly, hairy palm of the 
dealer. Then, with a bow to tho standing multitude, ho passed 
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out of the porphyry chamber; and they made way for their debtor 
as men make way for monarchs. 

The Israelite Ignatius smothered a sigh in his patriarchal beard. 

“ Agostino was right. It is worse tlmn murder ! ” he thought. 

Trevenna ground his teeth, baffled even in the sweetness of his 
utter victory. 

“Curse him! Bo what you wilj, you can’t lower him!” ho 
mused. 

Caleb, the dealer, stood curiously looking at and touching with 
a sort of wonder his own tough' broad right hand. 

“He shook it, he did,” ho murmured; “ and they call him as 
proud as tho devil. Ho warn’t above taking it. Damn me if it 
shall ever do so much dirty work agon ! ” 


A few hours later, Trevenna rc-cntorcd tho Greuze cabinet. 
Chandos sat alono before the still-opened window; there wao 
oven now no light, except tho pale radiance of tho moon, in which 
thd fair women of tho Drench painter lost life and colour, and 
^miled a deathly smilo. His head was drooped forward ; his eyes 
'fixed on the moonlit forest and river scenes beyond. In his hand 
was the tube of a great Das torn narghile, and tho smoko that curled 
from it was sulfocating in its perfume ; it was tho smoko of opium. 
Thus, hour after hour of night or day, in solitude, ho would sit and 

f aze out at the lands he had lost, and slrivo to steep his senses and 
is agony in tho insensibility of tho nicotine. 

Trevenna called him by his name ; he did not raise his head nor 
give a sign of knowledge ; he sat, bent forward, looking dreamily 
out at tho night-werld of dow-laden grasses, and mighty forests 
bathed in 'starlight, and dark skies with wreathing mists of whito 
summer vapou)-, and beyond all, the silver lino of the calm sea. 

Trevenna touched him on tho shoulder ; then he raised his eyes ; 
there was ]i? -.hem so senseless, so sightless a look of intolerable 
pain, yot almost utter unconsciousness, while, dilated by tho opiate, 
the pupils were twice their natural size, that the man who had 
pursued him might well have thought his pursuit would end in the 
chambers of a madhouse. 

“ Chandos, can’t you hear me ? ” 

“ Hear 1 ” he echoed wearily. “ Shall I iicvcr have hcaJ:d all ? 
V^at more can there be ? 

‘ “What more ? Then have you no heed as to what becomes of 
Clarencieux ? ” 

Travcnii,a saw tho shudder, which always passed over him at tho 
name, shake him from head to foot, 

“No heed? ^ 

In the stifled words there was a piteous anguish that might have 
moved his torturer to mercy, were not the man who hates a blood- 
hound whom no death-struggles will sate- tiU the last drop of life- 
blood has ebbed out. 

“Well, it must go. Tho men are in a good mood; you have 
pleased them mightily ; and it’s a great pity when yoti had the 
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offer that you didn’t clinch it, and ask ’em straight off for tho 
ClareiloioTix diamonds. I do believe you might have had them* 
Englishmen are such almighty fools when they once get soft and 
sentimental ! Still, though they’ve taken such fancy to you, 
they won’t do without their jnonoy. Park Lane must go, and 
Clarencieux must go I” 

“Why come to tell mo this? You heard me. I gave them 
all.” 

Trevenna shrugged his shotlldcrs. ^ 

“ Tres-cheVy you did. It was just as well to give it them with a 
good grace, seeing that they would assuredly have taken it. But 
Iho point that concerns Clarencieux is, how will it go ? It may go 
by private contract, if they’re all of one m-ud, — which no set of 
Britons ever was yet ; if not, it goes by public auction.” 

Chandos drew his breath with a sharp contraction. Despite the 
dullfhoavy, hall-drunk stupor of tho opium, each one of these 
phrases quivered through him with a f«^arful force. 

“ And if it go by public auction, thoy will divide it.” 

“ Divide it i ” 

Tho echoed words were hollow and inarticulate ; a fresh misery ^ 
faced him. Ho know that ho and his homo must part, that 
stiungers must rule in his father’s heritage, and that the place ho 
loved must see his face no more ; but ho had never thought that 
his heritage could bo parcelled out and severed among tho spoilers, 
and scattered north and south, cast and west. 

“ Yes, — divided.” 

The certain vulgarity which had always underlaid tho tone of 
Trovonna’s miinnor, though his scholarly culture had counter- 
balanced it, and his familiurity with good society almost effaced it, 
came out now almost unconsciously to himseff, as ho stood on tho 
hearth, with tho careless insohmeo of a coarso temper to adversity, 
and addressed, with a roughness ho had never dared to use, the 
man who now had no power and no title in the homo that had so 
long called him master. 

“ You won’t bo consulted, you know; it’s theirs now, and of course 
they’ll go tho best Tvay to w^ork to mako money by it. Wo can’t 
help that: wish we could! It ■will bring most so, sold in lots. 
Tho Castle will go with tho Homo Park, of courso ; some million- 
aire will buy it, very likely, just as it stands, furtiituro, pictures, 
and all ; or else, they say, it may bo bought by Government for a 
new militarj’’ hospital. 1 don’t Imow about that myself ; but some 
say so. The rest will go in lots ; tho forests will fetch no end foi 
timber ; those oaks and elms are worth any money for ship-build- 
ing andp railway carriages. The deer-park they’ll turn into a 
fiheop-walk, kill the herds, and drain tho land ; and all that waste 
part by the sea, so pretty to look at, you know, and worth just 
nothing at fill for agriculture, they’ll sell for building purposes. 
All that rock, and gorso, and moor, and pine-wood, will toil un- 
commonly weU in an auctioneer’s periods. The air’s beautiful ; the 
sea runs right up under the trees. It wdll take the public mightily 
IS a bathing-placo. I’ll be bound in ten years* time villas will 
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cover the whole sea-line, and hotels will be cropping up among the 
fiprs like ihnd. A company’s sure to dart at it.” 

Por hib lifo he (30uld not restrain tho merciless jocularity ; it was 
so delicious to him to stand there' and parcel out by his words the 
magnificent demesne he had longed so savagely to seo sold to tho 
Egyptians and divided amopg tho thieves, as the sons of Jacob 
longed to tear the many-coloured coat in rags, and sell the favourite 
of Isrncl into bondage. 

Ghandqs standing where he had risen, heard in silence. 

“ Best thing that can be done with it for you,” went on Tro- 
vonna, "standing at ease there, with his hands behind his back, and 
in his whole attitmie tho insolence of a coarse triumph more legibly 
spoken than he knew. “There may be a surplus if it sell well, 
and of course that will come to you. I don’t think there can bo 
much; but still somelhiiig, ever so little, if it’s only just as much 
as you used to give for an actress’s bracelet, of course we shall bo 
glad if wo can save for you now. I suspect the building idea will 
bo very profitable ; there are always such a lot of builders leady 
to rush at a new place ; and when tho villas spring up like mush- 
rooms, and the lodging-houses grow thick, 1 shouldn’t bo sur- 
prised if Claroncieux beats Vontnor. By Jo to ! what would the 
last Marquis have said if he’d foreseen bricks and mortar invading 
bis mighty Druidic woods 't ” 

Still Chandos said nothing; his ey('.s never left their gaze at 
Trevonna, but thoro was rising in them darker and darker that 
look TNhich the Hanoverian nobles had seen in the eyes of the last 
Marquis when he had sent them from his Tower coll, with a single 
syllable, like lashed curs. • 

“ But what I camo to ask you, my dear Chandos,” pursued his 
tormentor, “was, "W hat will you do ? What is your future to be ?” 

Still no word of answer. 

■“You must do something,” continued Trovenna, with a kick to 
the silver dirons. ‘ ‘ You have not the worth of one of thoso 
fiicdogsnow. You chose ‘honour.’ Now, honour don’t give us 
bread and cheese. It’s quite a patrician luxury, and I can assure 
you you’ll never got your salt out of it. There a’n’t anything tho 
world pays so badly ; you see, there a’n’t any demand for it ! 
What’s to bo done ? To be sure, you write ; but now you’re down 
in the world, I’m sadly afraid your books will go down in tho 
world too, and I shouldn’t bo at all surprised if tho critics find 
you immoral. They always do, unless a writer gives ’em ^ood 
dinners ; they always shy that stone, unless their hands are filled 
with a claret-jug. Besides, as Scott says, ‘literature’s a good 
crutch, but a sorry staff,* unless you cant in it ; and I don’t 
suppose you’d ever cant, not if you were living on a loaf in u 
garret? ” 

Still there was no answer to him ; only the gleam in his dilated 
eyes grew blacker as Chandos heard. 

“Literature, of course, you can turn back to,” resumed Tre- 
venna, too appreciative of the satisfaction ho enjoyed, and too 
absorbed in his ingenuity at stretching every pulley, and turning 
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every screw of tlio rack ho had his i^rey stretched on, to note how 
dangerous a pastime ho had chosen. “But I fear you won’t bo 
much able to write at i^rescnt. Forgive mo if I speak bluntly. I 
mean well. What remains ? You can say with truth, if over any- 
body could, ‘ I cannot work, to beg I am ashamed,* To bo sure, 
the country — tho Cabinet — would give you some post, porha})?, out 
of respect to tho great minister’s name ; but, on my life, unless 
it’s to cliooso pictur(‘9 for tho nation, or to preside over a competi- 
tive examination of pretty women for tho jiLilm of beauty, I don’t 
know any public ofiTieo for which you’vo trained ! You’re an Epi- 
curean, and there’s no room for Epicureans in those busy, practical 
days. Your pride, your pococuvantism, your art-fancies, your 
fashionable capiices, were thought chafing by tho world, my 
dear Ernest, while you were rich and were its idol ; but I am sadly 
afraid, now that you’re a sold-up bankrupt, tlio world won’t care to 
give you back your very good dinners, and will toll you, like Job’s 
friends, that the best thing you can do to ploaso them is to ‘ cui'so 
God and die.’” 

lie had gone one stop too fur. As tho lion- tamer amuses him- 
self with goading and insulting tho fallen monarch that lies 
chained before him, till he forgets that the dcsort-blood is still there, 
and in incautious iiisolenco tampers and stings one moment too 
long, until tho captive king, with a single leap, clears his barrier 
and breaks his bonds, and avenges his injuries with the old desert- 
might, so Trevenna had played for ono moment too protracted with 
the man ho tortured. With a spring light and long as a deer’s, 
unerring and irresistible as a leopard’s, Chandos throw himself on 
him, ono hand grasping his fdiouldcr, the other twisted tight in tho 
linen at his throat, and silently, with a resistless force, strong as 
steel to clasp, thrust him downward across the painted cabinet 
towards tho door, his height above the low sciuare form of Trevenna 
like a Greek god’s abovo a faun’s. 

“ To-night at least this house is mine. If it were not that I 
have bonentod you, you should not leave it wdth your life, — you 
traitor, who sold your friend ! ” 

The door closed, barring him out. llo rose livid with rage, and 
passionately bitter that in ono moment of thoughtless sclf-indul- 
gonce ho should have undone tho caution and thq, acumen of so 
many years, and betraj^ed tho carefully veiled secret of his hate. 
Yet, as ho shook himself, jarred but unbruised by tho fall on tho 
yitdding velvet carpets, ho smiled in a contemptuous triumph, a 
compensative satisfaction : ho had what life could never take from 
liim, — his vengeance. 

“The^last exercise of your droits de seigneur , my beggared Lord 
of Clarencioux,” ho thought, content, though angered at himself. 

“ You won’t find any one put up with your prido now. You are 
bitter ; yes, I dare say you are hitter ; hut all your misery won’t 
prevent this haughty castle going to tho hammer, and one day or 
other you shall see me in it! When I do come, I’ll light my 
first fire with my Lord Marquis’s Kneller picture, and I’ll build 
my kennels with the pounded dust of Philip Chandoj’ blatuo I 
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CHAPTEE Vn. 

THE TEW WHO WERE EAITIIFUL. 

The morning camo, — a beautiful summer morning, with its light 
on the sea, and its west wind blowing over the limitless blossoms 
of acres on acres of lilies-of-thp-valley and of wild dog-roses that 
filled the forest-glades with fragi*ance and made their dewy couches 
for the deer and their perfumed shelter for the earth-nesting birds. 
The earliest rays glancing in to the painted cabinet found Chandos 
sitting there as he had sat all the night through ; he had never 
stirred : now and then his head had sunk forward on his breast, 
and the sleep of the opiate had fallen on him for an hour, heavy, 
dreamless, merciful, insomuch as it annihilated thought; at all 
otter times he sat motionless, save once or twice when ho drank 
off great Hoods of iced water or brimming draughts of brandy, 
looking outward at all he loved so passionately, — at all ho had lost 
for ever. 

With that single roused action towards his traitor, all revival of 
senso or movement seemed to have ebbed out again in him. Ho 
sat duUiug his senses to insensibility with the nicotine, but never 
dulling with it the pangs that ate at his heart, as the vulture ai 
Prometheus*. 

He never noticed tho rising of the day, ho never saw the sun 
grow brighter and higher in liio east ; he knew nothing ; his eyes 
only fastened with a look that never left them on tho sea and the 
woodland, and aU the forest beauty that had been his so long, that 
never now would bo his own again. Couched at his feet the dog 
Beau Siro lay, stirloss through the day and night, lifting his head 
now and then with a low moan ; the brute was faithful where tho 
hand he had filled with gifts and benefits numberless as tho sands of 
tho sea had tinned against him. 

All was very still. Trovenna, with tho creditors and law^^ers, 
had left in the past night ; the men whom they placed in charge 
had been enjoined to show the strictest respect for his privacy. 
The household wero dumb and paralyzed with amazement and with 
grief ; none of them dared venture near him. Nothing roused him 
from his stupor. 

As the noon was high, and the sunlight without shadow across 
the breadths of grass-land in the hush in which tho song-birds 
ceased, and even tho busy wild pigeons rested on the wing, the slow 
sullen tramp of the steps of many men came on the stillness, 
echoing dully on tho road of the western avenue that swept round 
by tho western wing in which tho Greuze room was. ^ Tho solid, 
measured heating of tho many feet did not awake him from his 
apathy of drugged unconsciousness; the noise of the irregular 
marching of varied steps as they crushed the ground beneath tho 
woven boughs of the arched aisles of l)6ech and chestnut did not 
reach his ear. The men came on to pass round tho castle to th^ 
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front ; tlioy wero men of all a^ea and of different ranks, but well- 
nigh all of the same typo, the typo of the two classes of Old 
England whom she never hears the name of now i — the yeomen 
and the poayantry ; the fair, florid, bluo-oyod, broad-- shouldered^ 
bull-dog type of what were once her franklins and her eorlmen, that 
now — here and there fast fading out — are still her tonant-larniers 
and her country cotters, still reap her yellow harvests, and still liv& 
in the groon shadow of her woods. 

Thoy came on very slowly, their heads bout, their heavy step«5 
dragging with aweary, melancholy effort. They came as they had 
followed tho bier of I'hilip Chaudos, as they would have followed 
the funeral of his son. 

They had learned tliat n. worso thing than death had fallen on 
Clarericioux. They moved with a certain solemnity and dignity, 
rough and various as tho men wero in person and dogreo ; tor ono 
emotion was upon them all, and a profound grief lent its sanctity, 
almost its majesty, to tho woalhor-bcatcn faces on which the 
warmth of the early summer shone down through the loaves, and 
to tho stalwart stature and tho bent frames which wero side by side 
as age and youth, as the tenant of thousands of acres and tho i)ca- 
sant who lived iu a shieling, advanced together in a long lino up 
tho double avenue. 

At their hciad, walking alone, was a very old man of more than 
cighty-fivo jTava ; liis form gnarled and tough as one of tho oaks 
of tho deor-forost ; hjs whito hair on his shoulders Lko ono of the 
patriarchs of Israel ; his face taniicd to a ruddy brown, that no 
near approach of death could pale. Lie leaned heavily on an elm 
staff, and tho linos iu his siill-eomely face wero dcci>-SGt as though 
his own plough had riven them. 

As they paced near, the loud swelling noise of thoir marching 
smote dully on the hushed noontido. At last it I’cached tho 
car of Chaudos ; he raised his head, heavy with the o})ium-fumos, 
and saw thorn. lie know them, every man of them ; ho had known 
them from tho earliest mimieut when every creature on tho broad 
lands of Clarcncieux had striven with all the loving loyalty of 
feudiil affection to do their beat to please and to amuso tho golilon- 
haired young child of tho great house of Claroucieiix. 

Oh, my God!” ho moaned aloud; ‘‘and thoy must suffer 
too ! ” 

Not alone could ho bear his burden ; not alono could bis fato 
strike him ; it would crush others in his fall, remove tho land- 
mark of the fatherless, drive out tho old man from Ids lifo-long hearth, 
send the worn-out peasant from the cottage hearthstono that had 
been Ids so long, and fell the green, glad welcome of the forests 
that the fathers' lathers of tho most aged there had known and 
loved as familiar and veiiorablo things. 

lie had thought of them before, thought often of all who must 
suiler through him ; of the retainers made homeless in their old 
ago ; of the tenants given over to hard hands ; of the men who had 
lived on those lands from their birth, like their fathers before 
them, condemned to see their roof-trees sold their sight, 
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and to bo driven across the western seas to seek new homes, when 
they had had no other wish save to be laid in peace beside their 
people in the familiar graves beneath their village spire. lie had 
thought of them ; no pain could make him selfish ; but ho had 
never thought of them as ho thought now, when the three hundred 
south-countrymen who held his hefs, largo or small, came up in 
the noontide through the western avenue. 

Involuntarily he rose; they saw him, and paused before the 
opened casement on the broad stretch of turf, all checkered with 
the shadows of the crossed branches. The oriels reached nearly to 
the ground ; he was as much in their presence as though they had 
entered the building, and tliat which they camo to say seemed best 
spoken under the summer freedom of the sky. With the same 
unanimous movement as his creditors, they uncovered to a man, 
standing with as much reverence before the ruined bankrupt as 
they Lad stood befoie tho Lord of Clarcncieux. Tho sun shone 
clear upon his face, and at what they read there — the change so 
unutterable that a few days had sufficed to work — they were 
silenced with as unspeakable a horror. They knew then that this 
thing of which they had heard was true. 

The old man who stood at their head advanced slightly. lie 
was their spokesman, who had rented and fanned the greenest 
lands of Clarcncieux, and had lived under the same broad thatch- 
roof as his ancestors had dwelt under since days beyond their 
memory, when the Chandos had In cm pc(Ts, and had marched with 
their brother barons to win at the sword’s point tho chartered 
liberties of England. lie was a bravo and staunch old patriarch, 
holding himself proudly as any Saxon thane, yet loyal to the house 
ho loved, as the Chandos had been loyal to their Plantagenot kins- 
men and to their StT^art kings. 

He — by name Harold Golart — stood forward, his white hair 
floating in the soft west wind. 

My lord ” (the owner of Clarcncieux had been them’ lord to all 
the yeomen on the lands since that unforgotton, unforgiveii day 
when the Hanover boor had slaughtered in cold blood their last 
Mai’quis), “ my lord, is this thing true 

Hai'old Oelart could not have put into clear words the shame and 
misery which he had heard had come to Clarcncieux. 

Chandos bowed his head. 

Tho dense throng gathered under tho leafy shadow of the elms 
moved with a shuddering, swaying motion. Against all witness 
they had disbelieved it till they should hear its utterance fi’om his 
own lips Its .blow to him was scarcely less than was its blow to 
them. 

The old farmer bent over his elm staff as though tho sliock that 
had been so deadly to him in the i)ast night, smote him afi’osh. 

“ Will the lands bo sold 

Bis voice was hoarse, and panted slowly out, and he covered his 
face as he asked it. To him it was such unutterable shame, such 
insupportable disgrace, to speak such words to thcii* belayed and 
honoured favourite. 
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Chandos bowed his assent once more. 

Speech would not come to him, and none was needed as they 
looked upon his face. 

They were strangely, terribly still, — that mass of toil-worn, air 
freshened, stalwart men, whoso strength could have wi’ecked 
Clarencieux from terrace to turret, had they hated its beauty with 
Trevenna’s hate. What they heard might drive any or all of them 
out to new homos, might consign them to now and pitiless dealers, 
might level the homesteads they cherished, and might ruin them 
in many fatal and unlooked-for ways. But in this moment it was 
not of themselves they thought ; it was for the great house that 
had fallen, — for the dispossessed lord who stood before them. 

Harold Gelart, the oldest among them, and elected their nm* 
bassador, a man of few words, tough in his mould as any oak that 
stood the shock of the sea-storms, yet tender at heart as any .saplin/; 
fresh in its first green leaf, ILffced his Ik .id, while great drops wollofi 
slowly out of his aged eyes and down the sunburnt furrows of hi* 
face. 

‘‘If it had pleased the Almighty God to have laid mo in my 
grave before this day ! ” 

It was the only moan that escaped the brave old yeoman. Tho 
honour of his “lords ” had been his honour, their fame his fame; 
loyalty to them had been one, in his rimplo creed, with loyalty to 
his God; and though ho know not but that tho old moated ivy- 
hidden grange, wh(jro ho v nd his had dwelt so long in ])oaco, migJit 
bo sold above his head and new landlords eject him to find a 
fresh resting-place in his last j^oars, no syllable would ever have 
escaped him to add a blow to tho misery that had fallen upon (Jia- 
rencieux. 

Chandos looked at him, and at tho crowd , that gathered so mutely 
under tho elms ; and tJio icy, stony rigidity, the almost senseless 
stupor, which had been upon his featuies, changed and softened 
as it had done at the dead JJuko’s words. IIo had known those 
furrowed, bronzed faces ever since his youngest years ; ho had 
seen them gather round him in loyal attaclmicnt on every anni- 
versary of his birth, at every return to his home, at eveiy Christmas- 
tide that he had been among them. They were familiar to him 
as the venerable trees beneath which they stood ; and ho know that 
they and ho met for the last time. 

“ My friends,” he said gently, “ the worst that you can hear is 
true. You and I must part, — for ever. 1 hope that my fate may 
not recoil on you ; but it is too likely you may sutler through me 
I have beren blind and mad. Forgive mo that I thought too litt'-, 
of all I owed my heritage.” 

Tho words reached tho farthest that stood on the outskirts of tho 
throng, hollow and feeble though the once rich music of his tones 
was now. A single sound, like one deep, vast sob, shook the crowd 
as they heard. They loved liim well for his own sake, for his 
lather’s sake, for the sake of his great name and race, that had 
been part and share of their own honour for so long. 

Harold Gelart lifted his white head, like tho head of a Saxon 
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franklin, and epoko with tho broad, marked dialect of the southern 
sea-board stooping his words in its accent. ^ 

“My lord, we aren’t here to reproach of you; you have done 
what you will with your dWn. We are come to tender you our 
loyalty, to say a few words to you, an’ you will.” 

The old patriarch, whoso lilb was spent amidst tho woods and 
fields, whoso rising and going to rest were with tho larks of his 
corn-lands, found words with difficulty. His speech was ever 
Iciconic, and little abovo a peasant’s ; and the most silver-tongued 
orator would havo found utterance hard under such grief as that 
ho choked down now. 

“ Speak on,” said Chandos, gently still. Ho know that, bitterly 

they tortured him, they came there out of lovo for him. 

“ My lord, it is just this, — no more,” said tho old man ; while 
tho broad provincialism of his county-tone gave a rough, imploring 
oarnestlioss, beyond all oratory, to his words. “You tell ns tho 
lands must go ; wo havo heard yesternight that a sore) and wioked 
thing havo befell you: it don’t need to s])eak on it, it’s too bitter 
in all our tooth ; and them as has wrought it on you, may the 
vengeance of God overtake ! ” 

• Chandos stayed him with a gesture. 

“ No ! to pray that wore to call a curso on me. I but reap tho 
harvest of my own utter madness.” 

Harold Golart's oyes Hashed wi(h a fire that ago could not wholly 
dim, and lie struck his elm staff down into tho turf with mighty 
force. 

“ Whoro bo them that never warned you ? Where* be them that 
feasted at your cost Whero be them that knew all was rotting 
under you, and never spoke the word that might havo saved you 
in good time ? "WTiero bo them ? Let their guilt find them out ! ” 

There was a rude grandeur in tho passionate imprecation, as the 
old man raiss. 1 his head and looked upward at Claroncicux, whoro 
tho colossal walla towered abovo him, as though marking tho 
vongcanco pf tho great dead who had reigned there. Then ho 
turned his oyes on Chandos. 

“I ask pardon, my lord; I feel dazed-liko with the misery! 
What wo come to say to you is only this. Wo hear a power of 
money is wanted : if the money was forthcoming any other way, 
tho lands would be safe ? Wo fancy so ; wo don’t know much ; 
but wo guess that.* Now, we aren’t rich men, none of us ; but 
put together, we’re worth summat. Wo’ve saved a good bit, most 
of us ; and, clubbed together, it will mako a bigger sum than 
may-be anybody’d thinJe. Now, my lord, wo don’t moan ofFonco; 
we’ VO lived' under you and yours all our lives, and we lovo you 
like as if you Was our king. Now, will you lot us pay the money ? 
WeTl clear the lands, anyhow ; wo’U clear summat, a.t least as far 
as it’ll go, Wo’ll givo every penny w'e can scrapo together ; and 
we’ll bless you for using of it, as we used to bless your father’s 
name when, let state and grandeur load him ever so, he never , 
forgot us. Take it as we givo it, right down with all our hearts ; 
there a’n’t a man among us but what would go ci?ntent, and feed 
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his dogs, and fodder -with his cattle, to know that he’d been 
dever such a littlest bit of help in saving you and saving Claron- 
cieux ! ” 

Harold Gelart paused,— his voice shaken and stifled ; the drops 
streaming unbidden, like a woman’s, down his withered chocks, m 
the passionate earnestness his errand lent him. Never, in all the 
years of his tough, sun-tanned, wind-beaten, healthy, vigorous life, 
nad such a weakness been wrung from him. 

From the yeomen and peasant-throng a murmur came such as 
that which tno speech of the dealer had roused in the porphyry 
chamber, but louder, bolder, rough, and honest, with the simple 
warmth of those who gave it. Itw'as tho rafiPicatiou by every man 
present of the words and of tho offer of their spokesman. Every 
man there bent his head, as they bent it entenng their woodland 
church : so, silently, they registered their adhesion to his promise. 

Chandos stood and heard. A strange alteration passed over his 
face ; all its frozen calm changed ; for tho first time since tho night 
that ho had learned his doom, the blood rushed back in a hot flush 
over his features ; ho quivered through nil his frame, as if they 
had struck him some heavy-weighted physical blow. He was 
silent. 

At his silence, tho throng stretching far away under tho olm- 
glados before him, serged nearer by one impulso ; ovory unit of 
that swaying mass pressed forward to pledge his sincerity and tho 
willingness of his gift, and from their throats, to a man, one shout 
broke : 

“ My lord ! take it, — take it, and buy back tho lands I “What is 
ours is your’n!” 

“Ay, ay I ” sworo tho staunch old Gclart, while with his brown, 
homy hand he dashed back tho salt from his lids. “And only just 
reckoning, too. "VVliat was yoiir’n havo boon ever freo to us in 
your days and in your forclatlicrs’ ; no soul was ever pressed, no 
soul ever hungered, no soul ever i)incd> on these lands. What is 
ours is your’n.” 

Chandos was silent still. Tho chango on his faco grow solTor;. 
warmer, better, with each moment; the vacant lethargy of thd» 
opiate cleared more and more away from his senses ; but his head 
was sunk upon his chest, and for tho first time since his ruin had 
been known to him tears gathered in his eyes and fell slowly one 
by one. Tho loyalty showed to him, movedjiim as insult and as 
aTiguish had had no power to do; the rain of those bittor tears 
saved him from madness. 

lie stpod back in tho shadow, so that his faco was concealed from 
them; tho weakness he could not for tho instant control wrung hir 
prido, and wrung his heart ; with the warmer gratitude and emofciori 
that their generous fealty brought him was blent tho shameful 
misery that he— the last Chandos of Clarencieux — should ever stand 
thus before the tenants of his lands. Their love touched him with 
an intense pain that he should ever have tried and proved it thus. 

They mistook his silence, and the movement wim which he in- 
voluntarily drew back into the gloom of the Greuze chamber, for 
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. offence ; and their spokesman, Gelart, pressed nearer, laying hold 
of tliG oak framework of the oriel. • 

“ My lord, it sounds bold and coarse, may-be, as I puts it, for 
wo to come bringing our money to you, but it a’n’t meant so ; we 
come out o’ love and loyalty to you,— just out o’ that. Your house 
have been our glory and our friend ; wo can’t a-bear to see it fall 
and not to heave a shoulder to its prop. Leastways, my lord, if 
you’ll just let us save the lands : we sha’n’t be a-doing it for you ; 
wo shall only be let to save ourselves from new masters, — nothing 
more. The charity’ll be to us.” 

The old yeoman was rude in speech and tough in fibre, but a 
true inherent delicacy lived in him for aU that ; he strove, as far 
as his powers could, to put the service they came to render in the 
guise of a service peimittcd them to aid themselves. 

Chandos came forward, and took the old man’s brown hands in 
his, and pressed them silently : words were very hard to him to 
utter then. 

“My friends,” he said, unsteadily, while his voice vibrated on 
the ^uiet of the sunny summer day, “ thank you, I cannot ; sucb 
service as you would render mo is not to be recompensed by any 
gratitude. If I could tako a debt from any man, I would take 
one from you. But wore I to stoop so low as to rob you of your 
earnings to arrest my ruin, you would be right to deny that I could 
ever be the son of Biiilip Chandos.” 

A perplexed, piteous pain cast its shadow over the honest, ruddy 
faces upon which ho looked : some perception of his meaning, some 
sense that could he tako their offer lie would be no longer what the 
men of his race had ever been, stole on them. They would have 

f iven their lives for him in that hour ; and they had some faint 
nowledgo that ho was right, — ^that his acceptance of what they 
tendered, in all the cordial singleness of their hearts, would stain 
thO man they came to save, more deeply than his calamity. 

Old Gelart ^’Itcd his eyes. 

“ Master, master,” ho whispered, hoarsely, “it would bo to save 
his name, his lands. I think he’d ’a’ let us do it.” 

The yeoman had been of the same years with tho great mini- 
ster, and had loved and honoured him with all a vassal’s feudal 
strt/ngth. 

Chandos shivered at his words. 

“No,” he said, gently, — though in his voice there was an accent 
that pierced the hearts of tho listening crow'd. “1 have dis - 
honoured him enough : as I have sown so I reap : it must be so. 
Yet, because I refuse you, do not think mo dead to all your love, 
— senseless to all your lidelity. Wo shall, never meet again ; but 
to my dving day I shall never forget you, — never cease to honour 
and-tothaiiyou.’; 

A mighty sob, hko tho wrung-out moan of a giant, shook tho 
whole throng like one man. They had heard from his own voice 
the fiat of farewell ; they had learned from his own lips that the 
doom of Clarencieux was sealed, that they and the race they 
honoured would bo severed for evermore. 
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They looked upon liis face in as eternal a parting as the strong, 
bold men who had dwelt upon his lands and fought under hia 
standard, had looked upon the face of tho last Mar(iuis when 
ho had ridden forth to join tho rallying, — ridden forth never to 
return. 

And thoy wept sorely, liko women. 

Tho length of tho siuniinu- hours passed, tho sliadows of the 
clouds sweeping over the breezy uplands, tho swathes of scytlied 
grass, tho golden gorso of the moors sloping to tho sea, and tho 
swelling woods of'the deer-forests. A fairer day had never dawned 
and closiid on Clarcnideux. Far in the dislanco a white sail glided 
in the offing ; tho stags couched slumhering under tho unihrageous 
shelter of tho greenwood aisles; tho bi>i.)ks murmured tludr 
incessant song of joy, bubbling tbrough llio maiden-hair and be- 
neath tho wild-roso boughs: its beauty had never boon inoro 
beautiful. 

Liko the youUi whom the ancient !Moxicau woild docked with 
roses, and led ont in liis lovt‘lineFS in flio light of the snn, oro tho 
ki.ifo of tho priestly slaughterer laid his dead limbs to bo severed 
on the altar of siicritico, tho lands stretched smiling in tho 
warmth, unshadowed by tlio doom that would disinenibor and 
destroy them. 

To part from them for over! — easier to lower tho life best loved 
within tho darkness of tho gi’avo, ea‘>ior to lio down in tho fulnoss 
of youth and die, easier to suffer all that tho world can hold of 
suffering, than to leave F o birthrigbt ovoiy memory has hallowed, 
every tliought cherished, every cliildliood’s lovo endeared, every 
prido and honour of manlio'iil contr<*d in, and tho ono mad ruin of 
an Esau’s barter lost. 

Tho night was down, — with tho shine of tho stars on the sea, 
and the call of tho doer on tho sDeiico, w'ith tho grand woods bathed 
in dew, and the moorlands stooped in a hushing (piiet ; and with 
the night ho must pass out from Clarcncicux a self-oxilcd and 
solf-beggarod man. All through tho day ho had wandered in 
monotonous, almost unconscious action among tho places that he 
loved ; by tho waves where they .stretched under endless crests of 
rock, and below beetling walls of pino-to|)pcd granite ; over tho 
heather, blossoming on leagues on leagues of brown wot sand, 
where the grouse nested and tho sea- swallow skimmed ; through 
tho dark, intcrminahlo aisles of oaks without a memory that 
could gauge their hoary ago ; tbrough tho rich, wild sjilondour of 
1‘orost-growth, all melodious with birds and with tho iioiso of bab- 
bling waters ; by tho side of lonely lakes bolted in with leafy 
screens, ‘'under tho shelter of towering headlands, all clotlicd with 
fern and pino, and with tlio fragrant wealth of lindcn-llowers and 
tho clinging luxuriance of siiinmcr creepers ; through them ho 
wandered, almost insensibly, walking mile on mile -without a sonso 
of bodily fatigue, wearing out physical strength without a know- 
ledge oi its loss, beaten, stmng, haggard, -well-nigh lifeless, yet 
conscious of nothing save that he looked his last for ever on the 
place of his bir^ and his heritage. 
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It was midniglit when he reached his homo in sheer ex« 
haustion. 

Of the flight of time, of tho bodily suffering that racked his limbs, 
of tho weakness upon him from want of food, ho knew nothing : ho 
only know that before tho next day dawned he must leave Cla- 
rencieux,— his own no more, but given over to the spoilers. All 
tho familiar things must pass from him, and bo his no more. 
The trees that had shod their shado over his childish play would 
fall under the axo ; the roof under which kings had sought covert 
from tho men of his blood would know him no longer ; strangers 
would sit by tho hearth to which hunted princes had fled, knowing 
they were safer trusting in tho honour of a Chandos than amidst 
the Guards of their lost throno-room. In tho banqueting-hall, 
where his ancestors had gathered tho chiefs of tho nation, curious 
throngs would rush to staro and barter ; tho very marble that wor^* 
his father’s somblanco would be sold to whoever would buy ; tho 
very canvas from which his mother’s eyes smiled on him, would 
]mss away to hang on dealers’ walls. In tho place that had been 
sacred to his race none would pause to recall his name ; in tho 
horitago where his sovereignty had been absolute, his lightest word 
troasui'ed, his idlest wish fulfilled, he would havo no power to bid a 
dog bo cared for, no right to arrest a hand that should bo raised to 
tear down with laugh and jibe the records and tho symbols of tho 
honour of his house. 

Through tho years, how over ma,ny, that his lifo should stretch to, 
jievcr again coiiLd ho lay his head under tho roof that had sheltorod 
his childhood’s sleep ; never again c(juld liis eyes look nj)on tho 
things beloved so long ; never again coidd his stops come here, 
where every rood waj hallowed, and where no race but bis race 
had over yet roignou-, 

In that hoTir, nothing but his oath to tho man who had bade him 
live on and meet his fate, whatever that fa to should bo’, stood 
between hin^ ^ ;id a self-sougbt grave. 

Death took tho young, tho fair, tho well-beloved — 0 God ! ho 
thought, why would it pass him by ? why would it leavo him 
breath on his lips, strength in his limbs, consciousness in his brain, 
when all that was worth living for was dead, when every pulse of 
existence through his veins was but a fresh pang P 

It was long past midnight; all was very still. Through tho 
opened casements came tho lulling of tho sea, and the faint, doAi- 
ciito murmur of leaves stirring in a windless air, moved only by 
tho weight of their clinging dews or by a night-bird’s wing. All 
in tho vast building slept ; all who loved him in tho household bad 
looked their last upon his face, — the faco that most of them had 
known since the laugh of its childhood had been on it. Tho moon- 
light streamed in, clear and white and cold, through the unclosed 
wmdows ; chamber opening on chamber stretched on and on in the 
spectral silver light ; the hush of tho grave rested on the mighty 
halls. where white-crossed Crusaders had defiled, and houseless 
monarchs been sheltered, and revellers feasted in the king’s name 
through many a night of wassail, and his own lifo of careless, 
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cloudless pleasure, spent with so layish a hand its golden moments, 
the quivering ashy gleam of the star-rays poured dotm the por- 
phyry chamber, leaving deep breadths of gloom between the aisles 
of its columns, touching with a mournful light tho drooping stand- 
ards and tho lost coronet of the last Marquis, shod full across Philip 
Chandos’ statue, and loa\dng in its darkest shadow the motionless 
form of tho exiled and beggared man by whose madness tho honour 
had departed from their house. 

Standing there before them, — those memorials of tho dead, — he 
felt as though they drovo him out, dishonoiuod, alien, accursed aa 
any parricide. Through him had gone what had boon dearer to 
them than life ; through him had perished what they had tfasted 
to him ; through him their name must bo tarnished by sneer, by 
scorn, wonso yet, by pity ; through him their might, their fame, 
their stainless hcritiigo, wore dragged in tho dust and parted amidst 
thieves. Tlio crime of Orestes scorned scarce moro of panicido 
than his crimo. 

Had not his oath hold him, had not his word, pledged to ono who 
now lay in lus fresh grave, liound his arm powerless, in that hour 
he would have fallen, killed by his own hand, beneath his father’s 
statue, where the moon tourhod with its brightest lustre tho proud 
brow of tho marble that stood there as though to bear witness 
against the wreck and shame of his ruined race, the desolation of 
his forsaken hearth. 


Tho stillness^, of the after-midnight was unbroken ; once tho dis- 
tant belling of a doer echoed over the park without : other sound 
there was none. Ho seemed alone with tho dead ho had dishonoured, 


— with tho great dead whoso mcmo/ics ho had shamed and whoso 
treasures ho had sold into bondage. 

IIo looked at those lifeless symbols as though they were his 
judges and accusers * and a shuddering cry broke from him and 
moaned down tho silonco of tho porphyry hall. 

“ Oh, God ! I saved our honour I ’’ 


Ho felt as though ho pleaded before their judgment-scat, — as 
though ho called on them to bear with him in his agony, to bo 
merciful to him in his misoiy. 

Ho looked once more at all that ho must leave for ever, then 


turned to pass out from the porphyry chamber. But the tension of 
his strength gave way ; weakened by little food, and worn out by 
exhaustion, his limbs shook, his frame reeled ; ho swayed aside 


like a tree under the blows of an axo, and foil prone across the 
threshold, — the moonlight bathing him where hu lay. 

Por# hours he was stretched senseless there, tho dog — ^tho one 
friend faithful — crouched down by him in a sleepless guard. Tho 
night passed lingeringly ; tho flicker of tho gentle leaves, or tho 
soft rush of an owl’s wing, tho only noiso that stirred in it without. 
Now and then there was tho sweeping beat of a flight of deer troop- 
ing across the sward that echoed from afar ; once a nightingale 
sang her love-song with a music of passionate pain. There was no 
noise of life in the great forests without ; there was none here in 
the moonlit banqueting-hall. 
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The wind freshened as the day drew near, blowing through the 
vastness of the forsaken chambers down the aisles of the porphyry 
columns : its cooler breath breathed on him and revived nim ; he 
stirred with a shuddering sigh. His limbs were stiff and paralysed ; 
his blood seemed frozen ; the warm air around felt chill as a tomb. 
He rose with difficulty, and dragged himself, like a man crippled 
with age, across the threshold that his steps should never ropass. 
The faint light of the young day was breaking, and shod a colder, 
grayer hue on all its splendour, from which the white majesty of 
the sculpture rose, hko a spectre keeping silent witness over the 
abandoned solitude. 

Thus, with his head bowed, and in his step the slow, laborious, 
feeble effort of bodily prostration, he passed onward, — onward 
through all that never again could his eyes look upon, save in such 
remembrance as dreams lend to sleep, to mock the waking of despair, 
— onward through the mighty entrance-hall, in which the silence 
as of death reigned, where the steel tramp of the soldiers of the king 
had once re-echoed to its vaulted roof. 

He looked back, in longing as agonised, in thirst as terrible, in 
yearning as speechless in its love as that with which eyes look back- 
ward to the bier in which all that made life worth its living to them 
lies sightless, senseless, and for ever lost. Ho looked back once, — 
in such a gnzo as men upon the scaffold mvo to the fairness of earth 
and the brilliance of sunlight that they sli all never gaze upon again. 
Then the doors closed on him with a hollow, sullen sound ; he was 
driven out to exile, and his place w’ould know him ho more. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

Tin: CEOWD IN THE COUE DES PEINCES. 

With the day after his last entertainment, the ruin, so sudden and 
so vast, had been rumoured on the town. 

Convulsed with amaze, aghast with indignation, indignant in in- 
credulity, the world at first refused to believe it ; persuaded of its 
truth, it went as nearly mad with excitement as so languid and 
polite a world could. 

Well as he had entertained the world, he had never, on the whole, 
so richly banqueted it as now, when it could surfeit itself upon a 
calamity so astounding. It was grateful to all, which no good 
nows could ever claim to be, — the story was so utterly undreamt of, 
so perfectly complete, without a flaw to make it less terrible, a 
lo(mhole to make it loss dark. 

. it burst upon the town like the bursting of a shell. In its first 
rumour it was utterly discredited. “ Absurd ! Had they not been 
at his ball last night ? Had not every one seen him at the new 
opera ? Ruined ? — preposterous ! He could never bo ruined. They 
knew better.” 
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Then, when the truth bocamo indisputable, gossip -mongers quar- 
relled for it as a flock of street-sparrows quarrel for a orliinb of 
bread ; and the town felt virtuous and outraged. To have been led 
into offering such clouds of incense, yeiir after year, to a man wlio 
all the whfle was on tho eve of bankrui)tcy. Gourmets were in 
despair, — there would bo no such dinners elsewhere ; andclub-wits 
wore in paradise, — there could be no dearth of a topic. Ladies 
fainted with grief, and revived to wonder if his Limoges-ware woiild 
be sold, and wept their bright eyes dim, to clear them again with 
eager speculation as to tho fate of tho Clarencieux diamonds ; divi- 
ded interests reigned logothor in their hearts : it was agonising, it 
was torriblo ; no ono w’ould over give the.." such fetes, but it was 
possible — all clouds have their silver lining — Ihfit the Chandos 
jewels perhaps might come into tho market ! 

Tho Countess do la Yivurol sot her delicate teeth as she heard 
of it. 

“I hate liini; T have my vengcanco. I ought to rejoice,” she 

thought . “ and yet ” And yet in solitude her tears foil. 

“lie is ruined 1-^ AW‘11, I have heljicd to do it,” said Flora do 
rOrmo, with gay sedf- accusation. 

^‘What a pity ! ” lamented Claire Ilahol. “ Tho art of opora- 
suppers will perish wdtb him.” 

“There is an ovt'vruliiig Pro\ideuc6,” sighed tho worldly- 
liolics ; “his books are not tit to bo read. Genius ? — yes, no doubt ; 
but wliat is genius without prmcij)lo r* ” 

“ Hied game,” said a c. nardsman. ‘ * Ily George, one saw nothing 
last night.” 

“Always eccentric,” liinhxl a cuib-loungcr. “A little mad, 
I think; and, on niy w'ord, it’s tho most charitable thing to 
suppose.” 

“Deceived us .shamefully, acted mo.st dishonourably,” wept 
Lady Chesterton, to her allies. “ My .sister’s peace is ruined for 
over ; indeed, 1 fear for hor very lifo. But we may bo thankful 
porliaps for ov(jn this terrible blow : it may have saved moro. 
What ha])])iness could she have looked for with a gambler, a liber- 
tine, a free-thinker, ho'wever brilliant his career ?” 

Two or three women — notably one beautiful Homan princess, 
with the splendour of Homo in Jier eyes — suffered passionately in 
heir solitude, and thought, wearily pushing off their weighty hair 
I'oni their brows, “ / woultl have gone witli him to his beggary.” 
For the rest, tho world talked itself out of breath over its lost 
fidor’s fall, and picked tho story of his calamity as a carrion picks 
LG bones of tho dead camel. It flavoui’cd thoii' white soiqjs, was 
10 choi«c.st olives to their wines, spared them si bait moments, let 
10 dull .seem witty if ho brought a piquant addition to it, and 
Eive a lulling morphine to tho pangs of jealous vanity. Tho world 
as perfectly certain, of course, that the assertion of ignorance 
as merely a blind, and that they had been wittip;^ly dupewi many 
«tu:s. A man mn through a fine fortune withoi; t knowing it 
diculous ! And the world began also, as Trevei/ ia prophe.sied, to 
id out that “ Lucreco ” was very immoral. j 



Chandos. 


Jpo 

Thus the babble busied itself over the week of a life, denyrf 
it even that sanctity of solitude which even barbarians have coii- 
codod to calamity, and exposing it far and wide in those pillories 
where no adversity can veil, no misery can hallow, no dignity 
beneath misfortune can avail to shield those onco given over to tho / 
mercy of insatiate tongues. ^ i 

They were shocked, grieved, horrified, most compassionately! 
sympathetic, of course ; but they were quite of opinion that tho 
idol they had followed had been utterly worthless, and began to 
discuss with unanimous vivacity the chances of who would bo most 
likely to seem^o tho prize of that inimitablo genius Dubose. It was 
perhaps regarded as almost the cruollost stroke of tho wholo fearful 
affair when the fact oozed out that tho celebrated chef alleged his 
spirit to be broken, and announced his intention of retiring for the 
rest of his days to a villa at Auteuil, thero to devoto his mind pri- 
marily in unintermpted study, to indito a worlc which should 
annihilato Erillat-Savarin, and become tho eternal Lihro d’Oro of 
gastronomists. 

Tho world, altogether, was harshly treated. There was no scandal 
or crimo in tho story of luin, — which omission rendered it curry 
without its cayenne ; and tho groat coveted master — Dubose — 
lost to it. It could have Hvod without its late idol well enough, but 
it could not bo roconcilod to living witliout his cook. So it said 
ouo De Profuiidis over tlio virtually d(;ad man, and turned to his 
sales, much as it would have turned tro7ii his tomb to his cata- 
logues. 

He was ruined, and tlioy had boon deceived ; it was frightfully 
shocking, of course ; but mo in while tho virtuosi fidt curious about 
tho Quercia torra-cotlas and tho l*’i*agono-rd medallions, tui’f-meu 
could not but congral ulato each otlier that tho famous Olaroncieux 
strains would becon o public property; dilettanti thought of tho 
superb Titians and exquisite Petits Maitros they had envied so 
long ; Pall Mall loungers rumoured of his cabmets of cigars, and 
epicures hmged to read tho catalogue of his Comet, his llcgcncy, 
and his Imperial growth wines ; whilst ladies comforted themselves 
for their darling’s loss by projects for securing his Della Eobbia 
ware, his Evangcliarium in conical letters, enriched with crystals 
i u cahochon, his Cellini vases, or his Pompadour cabinets. Ho had 
amused them, no doubt, far moro brilliantly than any other ever 
would do ; but, einco he was gone, it was as well to console them- 
selvos with his collections. Chandos before had entertained but 
his order ; now he furnished entertainment for all the world. 

When the palace-gates were opened in the raw grey of the 
morning, and the Poissardes rushed in, eager, envious, insatiate, 
devouring, iilliiig tho Cour des Princes, what matter to them that 
tho privacy of Versailles had never before been broken save by 
laughter and music, and tho soft fall of women’s steps and thd 
glitter of a throng of nobles ? — what matter that Calamity held tha 
throne-room, that a mighty adversity had set its seal of sanctity 
upon the thi’eshold ? Like the Poissardes in the Cour des Princes, 
the crowds r>4ied to enjoy the ruin of the leader of fashion, and 
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gave not one thought to the fato of tho discrowned. Ilis palaces 
wore theirs to wreck and to burn as they would ; they pillaged 
with both hands. 

Moreover, as Philippe Egalite, if history bewray him not (which, 
sooth to say, it often docs), took a latent pleasure in that rilling of 
his house, iu that dostruetion of his order, and wont up to seo the 
crowd thronging through tho dismantled palaco-chainbors with a 
smile on his lips, and his little eano swinging lightly between his 
fingers, to see tho annihilation of tho Eldost-born, to see the root- 
* ing up and trampling down of tho Whito Lilies, oven like IMon- 
soigneur d’ Orleans, some thoro v/ero of his own relatives, of his 
own rank, who canio up to watch tlio spoliation, and to view Iho 
wreckers among tho household treasuroo of the falloii man, willi a 
certain sense of gratification, with a certain self-congratulatory 
reniembraneo that ho had most inconyoniontly outshone thorn. 

The comot was quonchod iu tho blackness of darkness. Well, on 
tho whole, the stars felt they showed bolter. 

Thou tho papers, too, too)w uj) tho thomo, and embellished it in 
loaders and notes of tho week, and the Jftipercritic recanted, and 
found the tone of “ Lucieco” most unhealthy. 

“ Dieii! how droll an ond to his royalty! It is horrible, and 
petit’s amusing,” said Flora do I’Ormo, casting herself down, on 
tho day of tho lirst view, on ono of tho couches iix his own room, 
while strangers stared np at tlio painted ceiling, tossed ’over his 
portfolios, appraised tho bric-tl-OroCy wondered at tho Daphne, and 
talked that the French sc ^orcigu had bought all Iho Old Masters. 
What Demi-Monde said openly, a higher and more delicate Mondo 
thought sf!crotly, — a point of coincidence common betwixt tho two. 

Tho world found it amusing, tliia discrowning and disrobing of 
its idol. His treasures wero scattered, far and wide ; his favourito 
gems woro numbered in lots ; his pictures w'oro borne from barren 
walls to hang under other roofs and iii other lands ; tho Daphiio 
was torn from her roso-hnod shrino to ^mss to a Itussian palace; 
i tho Danaid was bought ; by an American fur-dealer to go to his 
j mansion in tho Fifth Avenue ; lho,‘ plato was bought by tho CT’eac 
^ jewellers to bo remeltod ; tho Circassian girls wore hired by .a 
Fi'onch duo ; tho Park Lane house was lot to strangers, — now 
millionaires of Melboui-no-mado fortunes, — who had tho painted 
ceiling gilded over, tho winter garden changed into a covered glass 
building for skittles, and the studio turned into a lumber-closet. 

Tho world had followed him, w’orshipped him, caressed, quoted, 
courted, adored him ; but when his catalogues closed, his interest 
for it had passed away. His closest friends wore not altogether 
sorry to* have his Titians in their galleries, his clarets in thei< 
cellars, tho Claroncioux breed in their racing establishments, au| 
to feel that ono who had eclipsed them had passed out of sight. 
His ruin was a nine-days’ wonder ; then a peeress ran away with 
a famous Tenor, and usurped the attention of society. AVomeii 
taught themselves a pretty blush when that shocking word “Lucr^cjo’ 
WU3 spoken ofi ?^ud men laid bets at evens that he had killed 
himself. 
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The woild indeed felt that such an oud fer the tragedy was due 
to it, esjjocially as it had been acutely disappointed in the fate of 
Clarencicux. 


The summer da3^s found Trovonna at the place that was lost for 
over to the great race which had reigned there since the thrones of 
Kufiis and Boauclerc. Ostensibly he was there in a soil-imposed 
devotion to his ruined friend’s interests, keeping watch and ward 
over the spoilers. Indeed, the world altogether gave Trevenna 
credit for behaving very admirably in the matter, — for showing an 
oxcollont spii'it throughout. Society naturally could not doubt his 
regret for a man witli whom he had dined almost every day of his 
life, and began to discover that he was a very sensible and very 
entertaining person : he spoke with so much good feeling, and yet 
with so much just discrimination, of his friend’s self-destruction. 

It was thought, too, very delicate in him that, after the first 
shock of tho town, he withdrew himself as much as possible to 
Clareiicioux, to avoid hearing tho misforhiiu) discussed, and to 
guard, as far as ho could, the conduct of tho sales from dishonesty. 
Of course ho hud no power, as he said ; still, if there were any 
residue, ho ‘should too gladly save it for his lost friend, though no 
0110 know whither that friend hful gone; and, at all events, it was 
as well to ko('p some note of the creditors’ proceedings. In truth, 
in all his life Trevenna had never enjoyed liimsolf so thoroughlyi 

To loungo through the porphyry chamber, with a buililf eating 
his luncheon under tho cc*ronet of tho last Marquis, to saunter 
through the jJortrait-galloiy and hear dealers appraise the Lelys 
and the Lawrences tho Vandykes and tho Jamesones, to ride- 
thi'ough tho forests and know they would soon bo foiled as bare as 
a plateau, to feci bis horse’s hoofs sink into tho roso and lilac 
heather-blooms and think how building lots would soon crush all 
tb at llowor-fi’i’j ranee out of sight, to look across from the deer-park 
oyer the sea and muse how the mighty herds wn)uld bo driven out 
and dispersed, while scalFoldings of bathing-hotels would rise to 
front the waters where now no stop stirred tho ospreys and no 
sound scai'od tho silver-gulls, — this was Trevenna’s paiadiso, — tho 
paradise ho had sot himself to gain ever since the oath ho hud 
sworn in his childish vengeance, standing in tho streets of Wost- 
minstcr. Jlannibal-like, he had sworn in his boyhood to sack tho 
citadel of his foes; more fortunate than Uuiiuibal, he had seen his 
Kouio fall. 

All tho cruellest traces of ruin wore those which brought him 
most closely homo tho unction of his success tlio writing-tablo 
strewn just as tho pen had last boon thrown down ; the studio, with 
the unlinishod picture on tho easel ; the statues with their enow- 
whito limbs smutched by the dii*ty fingers of appraisers; the 
treasures which had been the gift of monarchs noted down at their 
net value ; tho volumes that wore the collections of centuries num- 
bered and ticketed in lots ; the rose-terraces, with all their luxuriance 
of blossom, their perfect sculpture, their summer sunlight, filled 
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with the gathering of traders, Jews, and brokers: — these were 
tlie things that brought to him the full realisation of his uttermost 
desii*es. 

“ We should put the escutcheon up, and paint ‘ Ichabod * under 
it: the glory has gone from your house, my superb aristocrats ! ” 
thought he, as ho lounged down the facade of the building; and, 
but that it woidd have looked a strange lament for his ruined friend, 
he could have enjoyed doing that bit of bulfoonoiy himself. Like 
many men of strong will and indomital)le endurance, — like Crom- 
well, and Napoleon, and Ih-edorick, — he had a dash of the broad 
jester in him, a love of comic, farcical bathos ; it enters largely 
into many of the most powerful characters, h'or sheer school- boy, 
devil-may-care love and zest in the devastation, ho could have 
taken a brush himself and jminted “Sic transit” on the wdiite 
pedestal of the minister’s statm*; for ho was very Jinman in his 
Mophibiopholism, ami jovial, almost, in the old rich llollenic sense 
ill his animal spirits. Jlesides, ho had worn a curb so long ; it was 
a delicious sensation to bo utterly fioo and utterly victorious. 

A good many of thoso into whoso hands Claroncioux had fallen 
had made their camp thoro for a day or so, whilst the valuation 
was being made. It was given over to manj’- masters ; it had noiiQ 
in especial. Trevonna took his quarters Ihoro unmolested. Ua 
was, of course, closely allied with the lawyers, familiar for yoara 
with the agents ; and lie had a ploa&aut way with him that made 
him welcome even to thoso whom ostensibly ho came to inspect 
and control. Uo occajiied tho rooms Chandos had himself 
always used — that suite of tho Greuze chambers looking out on tho 
deer-park ; and as ho stretched his limbs on tho bed, under tho 
costly canopy of silk and lace and golden broideries, he could say 
to himself, what few over can say, “ I have accomplished the droarag 
of my youth.” He did not say so, so j)oetically ; but ho thought, 
with a laugh of self- con gratulal ion, — 

“ Which of us is the victor now y ” 

And deeper than that jesting triumph, more intense in exultation, 
moro exhaustless in sovoroign supremacy, was the sonse in him of 
liaviiig struck down for over tho aristocrat ho had hated, and of 
having alone, unaided, 8h(3orly by force of bis own maslorly intel- 
ligence and his own matchless wit, pioneered himself into a roaiV 
(»ii which he would distance the patrician ho had so long and sa 
futilol}’’ envied, and mount higher and higher, till ho filled th(^ 
and ascended tho throne from wliich he had flung down his 
rival. 

Thought of remorse, touch of self-condemnation, there wore none 
in him ; he had hugged what ho deemed his own wrong till ho had 
learned to look on treachery as a legitimate shield, and on chicanery 
as a legitimate weapon. Moreover, ho was of a bright, world-wise, 
unerring, uuscnipulous strength of nature, that never succumbed 
to weakness and was never tainted by afler-doubt. 

That this nature was also one that no benefit could soften, no 
gratitude warm, was the most damning thing in tho close-wrought 
steel of its formation. 
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The third day of his stay in the Greuze suite, he sat at dinner 
with the land- steward and one of the late lawyers of the ruined 
house. lie was popular with business men of every class, though 
they sometimes shirked his pungent knowledge of them. 

The confusion that reigned in the building pleased him; he 
would have liked to have seen the whole stripped and gutted by 
fire, if ho could ; he would have watched the leaping flames devour 
Claroiicioux as the Eomans watched thorn devour the fair palace-walls 
of Iho city of tho Barca brood. Tho old servants who carao to him, 
homeless, with tears running down their cheeks, thinking little of 
their own fortunes, but bogging him to toll them if ho knov/ aught 
of their beloved lord; the weary, dejected faces of tho keepers and 
tho tenants when he mot them in the shadowy woods, tho emotion 
with which strong men shook like womon as they sj)oko of tho 
master they had lost, — all theso touched him not a whit. They 
fingered him, bocauso there was one throno from which ho could not 
oust Chandos — the hearts of his poojde ; but they touched him not 
a second. And in like manner tho desolation and confusion of tho 
household pleased him ; and he would rather have seen a broker 
cracking a Ibottlo of rum at tho ohony tables of the banqueting- 
room, than ho would have sat there to bo entertained with all the 
sovereigns of Christendom, lie had never enjoyed himself more 
than as lio loaned back in tho Louis Quinzo arm-chair that Chandos 
had used to occupy, pulTed his smoko into tho fair eyes of the 
French painter’s women, and ate hi^> cuthd off tho gold plato with 
tho arms of Clarencieux raised in bus-- relief upon it, which would 
soon pass to a miUionaire’s ormolu bullet or bo molted down in tho 
silversmith’s smelting-room. 

As ho sat there, tlie crash of wheels driven at a gallop ground the 
avoiiuc-rojid beneath the windows; a carriage swept round and 
paused. Sdonco I'oUowod. ‘‘ Is it Esau como back to look at his 
lost land P ” thought Trevenna. 

As the thoiu'-bt crossed him, the door of tiro Grouzo cabinet was 
flung open, tho Due d’Orv'do strode in, liis frank face flushed, his 
chestnut hair — ^just dashed with a whilo thread here and there — 
tossed back disordered, his hazel eyes aflamo. 

“ Where is Chandos ? ” 

His mellow voice rang out .almost in tho fierceness of a challenge. 
Ho entered without any of tho ceremony customarily shown Ins 
rank, and without any of tho formalities of gi’eotmg: “/e fou 
d'Orvale^y as his world called him, disdained both ceremonies and 
formalities. 

Trevenna roso and received him with that informal indifference 
with which (it was his best and highest point) he received k prince 
as unembarrassedly as ho would have done a sweep. Lideed, there 
was something grand and true in his intense democratic scorn foi 
titular differences, if ho had not stifled his democracy when it 
was expedient, as ho courted his hated aristocrats when it was 
lucrative. 

‘Where is Chandos P” ropoatod D’Orvalo, imperiously. 
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** Nobody knows, M. lo Duo,” rotui'nod Trevenna. “I suppose 
you will have hoard ” 

Philippe d’Orvalo Bto])ped him with a passionate Parisian oalh, 
and struck his right hand on tho console by which ho stood, till the 
r(jom rang with tho echo. 

“ Heard ? Yes, I have heard. Tho nows reached mo in Eussia. 
I have travelled night and day siiico, without stopping, — though 
till I reached England I believed. the tale tho blackest falsehood ever 
spawned. You do not fawiu whore he is gone Y'* 

“Nobody docs, I have said, M. lo Due,” rejoined Troveiina, 
little impatiently. lie hold tho Picnch prince in profound derision, 
as a man wEg, having tho chance to rule half the continent had he 
chosen, spent all his substance on cafe-singers and posture-dancers. 
“ lie is gone, I a,m sorry to say ; and tho world cx])oct3 him to send 
it a sensational suicide.” 

Tho brown eyes of Due Philippe, so kindly and so full of gaiety 
and mirth at other times, grow full of ominous wrath ; his colossal 
strength, that stood unimpaired nil tho wild excesses of his life, 
towered in tho light against tho violet hangings of tho cabinet ; ho 
faced Trevenna with a suporo disdain, mingled with tho impationt 
• grief that his face, mobile as a w'omau’s and transparent as a child’s, 
botiayod witlujut disguise. 

“ What ! w'Jiat ! JJid every one forsake him in a single day?” 

Trevenna shrugged his shoulders. 

“Men are rats, mou^oignour, — scimy towards a liill granarv, 
and scamper away from a xotting house. As for tho forsaking, I doil’t 
know about that. Ho gave a ball one night, and lot tho town hear 
next day ho was all-biit liankrupt ; ho made a present of every- 
thing to his creditors, and disappeared another night, God knows 
whore. Now, a man who docs that don’t jilease society.” 

If Philijipo d’Orvalo had doubled tho fate that had bofalloii his 
fricucl, ho could have doubted no longer when those words wore 
spoken, under tho roof of Clarencioux, by tho man (Jhandos had 
protected, befriended, and benetited. 

Ho shook wdth rage as ho hoard ; tho rockloss and dissolute 
prince-Bohcmiaii miglit have many vices, but ho had not tho most 
dastardly \nce on earth : ho had no desertion for the fallen. 

“ You were his debtor, sir ; of course you aro but a time -server ! ” 
ho said, with tho haughty contempt of tho Vieillo Cour on his fine 
lips, tho noblesse spirit waking in him, utterly as it was accused of 
slumbering whilst he drank with buffo- singers, laughed with poli- 
I chinelle-showmen, danced tho mad Eigolbocho and Cancan at the 
Chateau, llougo, and learned their ar</ot de la Halle oyster.foa.sting 
with blooming Poissardos, in all his headlong Paris orgies, “ It is 
true, then, all this accursed history that I hear in every mouth ? ” 

“ Only too tnie,” said Trevenna, more gravely. Ho would have 
rather had any eyes upon him than Ihoso of this devil-may- caro 
and dauntless noble, this eccentric and hare-brained original, this 
hon enfant of tho Coulisses and tho Ohaumiero, whom Europe had 
pronounced insane for inviting Barbary apes to breakfast ; for he 
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knew how Philippe d’Orvale loved his friend. “ Only too true, 
M. le Due. Chandos has lost everything, and gone, no one knows 
whither ; out of England, no doubt. D was very suddenly that 
the crash came at last, — though, of course, the extravagance of 
years had long led up to it.” 

Philippe d’Urvale swung from him, and turned to the other men 
with the grand disdain with which he would have turned on to tho 
Mar^seillaiso swarming on the Terrasse des Eouillaus, had he lived 
in tho days of tho Lilies. 

“You woio all tho creatures of his bounty. Can you serve him 
no better way than by sitting drinking his wines in his chambers ? 
Could ho not be gono ono hour before you carrion-crows came to 
pick your feast ? Answer mo in a word — What has been done to 
savo him ?” 

“To savo him!” echoed Trovenna, whose imperturbable non- 
chalance and good humour alone left him able to answer the sudden 
attack of tho tiery Southern noble, which had paralyzed Lis com- 
panions. “ Everything, M. lo Due, that tact and good sense could 
suggest. But you cannot dam up an avalanche once on its down- 
ward road ; no mortal skill could arrest his ruin. It was far too 
vast, loo complete.” 

Philippe d'Orvale seemed as though ho hoard ludliing ; ho stood 
there in his llorculean stature, with his iiory glance Hashing on the 
men before him, his lips drawn into a close tight line under the? 
chestnut shower of his board. Ho only had they sot once before, 
when ho had seen a young girl struck and kicked by her owners on 
a winter’s night outside the (juinyHlcy whore he had been as a 
I’iciTot to a barricre ball of ouvriors and grisottos ; and tho man 
who had beaten her till she moaned where she lay like a shot fawn, 
lead been felled down in tho snow by a single crashing stroke from 
tho arm iti wh )s(j veins ran tho Idood of Eroiich nobles who had 
cliarged with (iodofroi do Bouillon, and died with Bayard, and 
fought at under the White Plume. 

“What is left him?” he asked (‘urtly. Ilis breath came short 
and sharply drawn. 

“Nothing, luonseigneur.” 

Trovenna felt his hate rising against this haughty roysteror, this 
sobered reveller, who came to challenge tho hopelessness and tho 
completeness of tho devastation he had wrought. Ho could not 
resist tho malicious pleasure of standing there face to face with tho 
aristocrat- ally, tho titled boon- companion of tho ruined man, and 
dinning in his ear the total beggary that had fallen on his favourite 
and his friend. 

“ Nothing ! Not a shilling !” he repeated, with tho same relish 
with which a hound turns his tongue over his lips after a savoiu-y, 
thirsty plunge of his fangs into tho blood he is allowed to taste. 

“ * Nothing ! ’ Is this place gone ?” 

“ It is going by auction, M. le Due.” 

The curt, caustic complacency of tho answer was not to be 
restrained for all that pmdonco could suggest. 

Good God ! what he has suffered I ” 
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Tho words broke unconsciously from D’Orvfilo’s lips : ho know 
how he had sufTercd. In the moment he almost suffered as much. 
Due Philippe was reckless, wayward, wasteful of tho goods of the 
earth and the gifts of his brain, was eccentric to the verge of 
insanity, and fooled away his mature years in the follies of a 
Bochester, in the orgies of a Sheridan ; but ho had a generosity as 
wide and a heart as warm as the stretch of his Southern lands, as 
tho light of his Southern suns. For a moment the grief on him 
had the mastery ; then, shaking his hair as a lion sliakos its tawny 
mane, he dashed his hand down again on tho marble breadth of the 
console. 

“ Sold ? By tho heaven above us, never ! ** 

Trevenna bov/od with a tinge of ironic inbolonco of which ho was 
scarcely aware himself. 

“ It would bo happy if monseignour could make his words good ; 
but, unfortunately, creditors are stubborn things. Claroncioux is 
710 longer our poor frioiid’s, but belongs to his claimants. It will 
be paroellod out by tho auctioneer’s hammer.” 

“ Nevor! ” 

With every respect, M. lo Due, for your very strong negative, I 
fear it is quite impossible that it can take effect. Claroiicioux is 
doomed !” 

D’ Orville flashed his glance over him with that mute scorn winch 
his grandfather had given to Sanson when ho sauntered up tln^ 
stejis of tho guillotine as calmly as ho had gone through a minuet 
with Mario Antoinotto o" Larnballo. 

“ You triumph in your patron’s ndvoriicy, sir. That is but 
inevitable : every jackal is content when tho lion falls ! By tho 
God above us, I tell you Clarencieux shall not be bartered ! ” 

Trevenna shrugged his shoulders. 

“ With every deference, M. lo Due, your language, though you 
are a prince, is not polite. With regard to Claroncioux ” 

“ It shall be mine.” 

Tho words were said as Philqq^o d’Orvalo could say such when 
ho choso, with a dignity that none could have surpassed, with a 
sovcrcigntv that sat ILuoly on him in its negligent oaso, witli a furco 
of will which now and then flashed out of his mad caprtcos and his 
fantastic vagaries, and showed what this man might have boon liad 
he so willed to lead the world instead of to bo tho hero of a night’s 
wild masking, the king of a scoro of wino-cup rioters. 

‘ ‘ Yours ? Impossible I ” 

Trevenna was startled almost into self-betrayal of tho thirst that 
was upon him for the dispersion and destruction of tho lands of 
Clarencieux, — of tho terror that seized him lest, by some mischance, 
any portion of tho bitterness of his fate should be spared to Chaiidos, 
any fragment of tho home ho had been exiled from bo saved from 
ignominy and outrage. 

“Impossible?” echoed Philippe d'Orvalo. “No ono over says 
the word to me ! ” 

There was all the superb defiance of the old nobles of Versailles, 
all the disdainful omnipotonce of the ancien. rS^ime, in the reply# 
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When he would, he could exert his command as imperiously, as 
intolerantly, as any marshal of Louis Quinze. 

“ Indeed ! I fear his creditors will say it.” 

Trevonna could pause neither for the courtesies of custom nor 
the ceremonies to rank ; he could have killed, if a glance would 
have slain, this loathed French noble, who, with his seigneur’s 
sympathies and his aristocrat’s loyalty to his order and his friend, 
came to arrest the consummation of that unsurpassed edifice of 
vengeance which ho had erected, at such labour and with such 
genius, to crush the might of Clarencioux and lie heavy above a 
suicide’s grave. 

A fierce oath, passionate as a tornado, broke from under the 
sweeping beard of Due Philippe where ho stood. But that his 
Honour forbade him to strike a man whom his patrician pride 
could not have mot and satisfied as hiserjTial, ho could havo dashed 
Trevonna down on the hearth ho insulted, with a single blow of 
his stalwart right hand. 

“ Say it ?” he repeated. “ By God, then, they shall not. What ! 
Parcel his lands out among thieves r* Lot a broker bo master here 
in his stead ? his homo to somo trader’s now gold ? Never, 
while there is lifo left in mo ! never, if my own c a silos are mort- 
gaged over my head to got the money they ask ! Whore is your 
country’s gratitude, that they lot his father’s memory go pawn ? 
Where are all those ho benefited, that there is not a voice lifted 
against such shame ?” 

Trovenna shrugged his shoulders. That this man was a prince 
and a millionairo whom ho bearded he cared not two straws : he 
only remembered Philippe d’Orvale as a madman with whoso out- 
rageous lollies all Europe had rung; he only remembered him as 
0110 who clung to t’lo idol Iho world had dethroned, and who 
threatened to tear down the topmost laurel- wreath with which his 
own hand had crowned his labour of vengeance. 

“ Monseigner:;* d’Orvalo,” ho said, with that malicious banter 
which Trevonna could no more hold back in his wrath than tho 
leopard in his will hold back his claws, “ if the country spont its 
money on eveiy gioat man’s extravagant scions, it would have 
some uncommonly uncomfortable legacies. It don’t oven pay its 
own debt ; depco lake mo if T can see why it should pay Chandos’ 
because his failier once was First Lord of its Treasury, and he has 
seen fit to squander as pretty a property as ever was made ducks 
and drakes of for pictures and dinners and women. As for those 
ho benefited, — gmnted thoy’ro a good many ; but if a lot of artists, 
and singers, and dancers, and shabby boys who think themselves 
Shakspoiiros, and boarded Bohemians who swig beer while they 
boast themselves Baphaels, wero all tb club together to help him 
with a shilling subscription, I don’t suppose they’d manage to buy 
back much more than a sholf of his yellow French novels. I’m 
as sorry for him as you can be (you can’t doubt my sincerity ; I 
shall never got such good dinners) ; but I candidly confess I don’t 
see, and can’t see, why, just because he has been a fool and 
spendthrift, a whole nation of sane people are bound to rush to his 
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i«scuo witli tlioir jjursos mdo open. As lie sowed, so he reaps; 
nobody can complain of that.” 

]^uc Philippe shook in all his mip^hfy limbs ; and as ho looked 
at the speaker planted there lightly, lirmly, with his foot apart and 
thii insolence of trium]")]! irrepressibly spoken in his face and hiif 
attitude, ho could havo leaped forward like a staghound, and shaken 
all tho lifo out of him with a single gripo. Itwas with a mighty 
ellorfc that ho kept tho longing in. 

“If yon reap as you sow, M. Trovenna, you will hayo a fine 
harvest of wovem hemp ! *’ ho said, ciu'tly, in tho depths of his brown 
beard, as ho swung with an undisguised loathing from him, and 
turned towards the other mon, who, mute with astonishment, and 
out of dofcronco for tho rank of the mad noble who had broken in 
on them thus, stood passive. “ You are his men of business, are 
you not? — wreckers enriclied by tho ilolsam and jotsam you save 
out of his shipwreck ? Liston to mo, then. "Whoevor they bo, or 
however his creditors hold this place, it shall bo mine. Whatever 
price they ask, wliaievcr liabilities bo on it, I will giro thorn and 
I will dischargo. Let tlioni name tho most extravagant their 
extortion cmi grasp at, it sJiall not bo checked ; I will moot it. I 
will buy Olaroiicieux as it is, from its turrets to its moorlands ; 
do you hear ? Not a troo shall bo touched, not a picture bo moved, 
not a stono bo displaced. It shall bo mine. And, hark you hero : 
I otTor them tlioir own terms, — all their groerl can cravo or fancy ; 
but toll thorn this, on tho word of Philippe d’Orvalo, that if thoy (lo 
not part with it peaceably, if thoy do not send their hell-dogs out 
of its places and tako tho bidding 1 give thorn, I will so blast their 
names through Europe that thoir trade and their credit shall bo 
gono for ever, and they shall perish in worse beggary than this that 
thoy havo caused. Toll them that, — Europe can let them know in 
what fashion I keep my oaths, — and with to-morrow mako Claren- 
cioux mino.” 

Tho passionate words quivered out on tho silenco of tho paiiitod 
chamber, furious as a hound’s bay, firm and ringing as an army’s 
sound to assault. Then, without another syllable, Philippo 
d’ Or vale swung round and strode out of tho cabinet, his lion eyes 
alight with a torriblo mcnaco, his lion’s mano of hair tossed back, 
lie had said enough. When onco ho roused from his wild masque- 
rades and his headlong Lohemianism to uso his looiiino might 
and to vindicato his jirincely blood, tkoro was not a man in all 
tho breadth of tho nations that ever dared say iioy to tho “ Mad 
Duke.” 

Ho saved Clarencioux, — saved it from being sundered in a thou- 
sand pieces and given oyer to tho spoilers, though ho could not 
save tho honour of its house, tho ruin of its race. Tho world was 
bitterly aggrieved, — it was deprived of so absorbing a themo, of so 
precious a prize ; and Trevenna could have killed him. 

Tho pyramid of liis vengoanco had risen so perfectly, step by 
step, without a fiaw ; it was unbearable to him that tho ono stono 
for its apex should bo wanting, tho one last lino of tho record of 
the triumphs engraved on it should bo missing. Ho had swept all 
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tho herds away, leaving not one; it was unendurable to him that 
the last coveted ewe-lamb should alone have escaped him. He 
had destroyed Chandos utterly, hopelessly, body and soul, as he 
j)elioved, — slain honour and genius and life in him, without a pause 
in his success. It was intolerable to him that tho last drop should 
not crown the cup, that the green diadem of the Clarencioux woods 
should wreathe its castle untouched, that tho royalties of tho exiled 
race should bo left in sanctified solitude, in lieu of being flung out 
to tho crowds and parcelled among the Marseillaise in the desolated 
Courts of tho Princes. 

lie had longed to see, had it been possible, tho plough pass over 
tho lands and tho harrow rake out every trace of the brini shed race ; 
he had longed to see, if he could, tho llamo of tho culturer licking 
up all the beautiful, wild, u.?ol(iSS wealth of heather and fern and 
forest lilies ; ho had longed to hear tho hammers clang among tho 
woodla'^id stillness, to watch tho oaks crash down under tho axe, to 
behold the beauty crushed out under tho iron roll and tho timber 
scaffolding of tho now speculators, to know that the very place and 
name and relics of tho exiled lord were el f aced and forgotten. 
Through Philippe d’Orvalo this last crowning luxury was denied. 

Clarencioux, though he had driven from it tho last of its race, 
escaped him, — escaped tho indignity, tho oblivion, the desecration, 
he had planned to heap on it ; ho had anado its hearths desolate, 
but his arm was hold back from the final blow with which ho had 
idnnned to make them also dishonoured, and to razo their stones 
as though no fires had over buna *4 tlno-e, — till sheep should have 
grazed whm’e kings had feasted, and wheat have wiivod where its 
dead rulers had their graves. 

through Philippe d'Ol■^ alo it was denied him. 

Thus, Bfune were fdthful to tho fallen idol: the sun-browned 
men who toiled from dawn to evening among tho seas of seeding 
grass and tho yellow oceans of tho swelling corn ; tho crippled 
dreamer whom bis fellows thought an idiot that a child might load ; 
tho reckless >,.iuptuary, tho prince-liohemian, whom tho world 
called a madman and vested with every vice that libertines can 
frame ; tho dog whom human reason disdains as a brute without 
speech : — those were faithful, — thoso only. But they were many, 
as the world stands. 

Tho two who were deadliest against him, and chiefest with- 
out pity or mercy in his fall, were tho man ho luid succoured with 
liis friendship and his gold, and tho woman ho had loved ami 
honoured. 
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CnAPTER I. 

“FACTLIS DESCENSUS AVI^JINT.” 

It was far past midnii^lit in Paris ; a chilly, bitter winter’s night, 
in the turn of the going year; a night without stars, in which the 
snow drifted slowly down, and the hoinelosa couched down sliiver- 
ing into a traitorous sleep, — a merciful sloop, from which they 
would wako no more, — an endless slotip, to bo yoarnod for passion- 
ately w^hen there can bo no bread for tho parching lips, if breath 
linger in them, no peace for tho aching eyes, if they wako again 
to a world of want. 

It was long past midnight in one of the gambling-dens which 
mock tho law in tho hidden darkness of their secret haunts, — tho 
dons which no code will ever suppress, which no legislature will 
ever prevent. Whore any vice is demanded, there will bo tho 
supply ; lot every shape of forbiddanco bo exorcised as it may, in 
vam. Wherever men bo liungered for their own ruin, thoro will 
bo also those who biing their ruin to thorn. 

This was one of tho worst hells in Paris, — tho worst in Europe. 
Men who dared vonluro nowhere else came here ; men on whom 
tho grasp of tho law would bo laid, woro they seen, camo here; 
men who, having exhausted every form of riot and debauchery, 
had nothing loft except the gamester’s excitation, came hero; it 
embraced them all, and finished tho wreck that other min had 
begun. Other places allured with colour, with glitter, with enticing 
temptations : this had none of those ; it allured with its own deadly 
cliarm alone, it niado its trade terribly naked and avowed ; it let 
men come and stake their lives, and raked tho stake in, and "went 
on without a pause ; it was a pandomoniac paradise only for those 
already cursed. 

It was hidden away in one of tho f-^’dest and most secret nests 
in Paris ; its haunt was known to none save its frequenters, and 
none so frequented it save those whom some criminal brand or 
some desperate doom already had marked or claimed. Close at 
hand to it, in an outer chamber, were the hot drinks, tho acrid 
wines, the absinthe, and tho opiates that were dmiik down by ashen 
lips and burning throats as though they wore water ; these alone 
broke tho ceaseless tenor of tho gambling ; these alone shared with 
it the days and nights of those who plunged into tho abyss it 
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opened for them. Often all on throuj^li the dawn, and the noon, 
and tho day, tho flaring gas-jets of its bnmers would bo kept 
aligbt: the crowd that filled its room would know nothing ol 
time, — not know even that tho sun had risen. The gay tumult of 
the summer life of Paris would be waking and shining on all 
around it in tho clear light of tho fresh hours ; and still horo whoro 
tho sullen doors baiTcd out all comers the gamesters would play on, 
play on, till they dropped down dead-drunk, or reeled insensible 
with want of food and drags or nicotines. Tho Morguo had never 
owed so many visitants to any place as it had owed to this ; tho 
Bagno had novor received so many desperadoes as it had received 
from here ; tho walls of Bicetro had never been so filled with 
raving brainless lives, as it had been filled with by tho haunters 
of this don, hiddcai in tho midst of curling crooked streets an^ 
crowding roofs, liko a viper’s nest under tho swathes of grass. 

These who owned it woro never known ; the longest frequenter 
of its room never knew who tho bank was ; it was a secret pro- 
found, impenetrable, — guarded as clostdy as its own oxisteiice was 
guarded from tho million eyes of tho clairvoyant law. No ono know 
that in two or three superb hotels, with fino carriages, fino dinners, 
fine linen, with fashionable wives and blameless reputations, with 
a high namo on tho Boiu'so and a rocci)tion at tho Tuilories, dwelt, 
i>i poaco and plenty — the proi>rictors. 

Does the world over guess how a millionth part of tho money 
that fills it is made ? Tho world ;ii' largo, never ! 

It was far past niiduight in tho hell ; tho gas-glare foil on the 
painted faces of uusoxed women, and on tho haggard brows of 
men who had played on here all through tho clay and played on 
through tho night. The croupiers wero relieved at intervals : the 
gamblers novor moved ; they hung there till the sheer physical 
powers of life gave way, and famiuo forced thorn from tho tables; 
stiiioss and bi eathless, only at long inlcawals rending themselves 
fi’om it to take tho di ugs and the stimulants that soddoned their 
senses, they \/ero riveted there by ono universal, irresistible fasci- 
nation. features of every varied kind wero seen in tho gaudy 
Haro of tho gas ; but they all wore the same look,— the thirsty, 
sleepless, iiitonso look of ravenous excitement. It was not the 
polished serenity of fu'^hionahle kursaals, tho impassive languor of 
aristocratic gaming-tables, tho self-destruction, taken with a light 
word, of the salles of Baden, of Ilombiirg, of hloiiaco; it was 
gambling in all its unreined fever, in all its naked excitation, 
in all its licadlong delirium, in all “ its arid quest for wealth 
midst ruin.” 

There is a vast error in which tho world believes, — that game- 
sters are moved by tho lust of gain only, by tho desire of greed, by 
tho longings of avarice. It is not so ; the money won, they toss it 
back without an instant’s pause, to risk its loss at venture. 
Avarice is no part of the delirium which allures them with so 
oxhaustloss a fascination ; tho spell that binds tl^em is the hazard* 
Give a gamester thousands, he cares for the gold only to purchase 
with it that delicious, feverish, intoxicating charm of chance, 
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There is a delight in ite agony, a sweetness in its insanity, a 
drunken, glorious intensity of sensation in its limitless swing 
between a prince’s treasures and a beggar’s death, which lends 
life a sense never known before, — rarely, indeed, once tasted, over 
abandoned. 

Tliero was scarcely even a sound in the fatal place. Once now 
nnd then an oath, a blasphemy, or a shuddering gasping breath 
broke the charmed stillness, in which the click of the roulette-ball, 
the rattle of the dice, or the rapid monotone of tho croupiers 
reigned otherwise alone. The room was crowded. Mon who had 
grown old and gray and palsied waiting on tho caprices of tho 
colour, — men who had wasted on tho framing of cabals intellects 
that might have rivalled Nowton^s or Descartes’, — men who had 
consumed their youth in this madness, and, young yot, looked for 
•nothing save a death in a hospital and a pauper’s unowned grave, 
— men who had flung away high birth, high gifts, high chances, 
and came hero to wear out the few last hours of dishonoured lives, 
— men with eyes in which tho wasted genius of a mighty mind 
looked wistfully out through tho bloodshot mists of a drunkard’s 
sight, — men who liad the trackers of turf-law or of social law in 
their trail, and, hidiTig for very life, know no nest surer than tliis 
foul one, — all these were hero in the tawdry glitter of tho flaring 
gas-jots. And there wore women, too, — some young, some 
1‘oariiilly young, — loveless and rouged, and hacking bitter coughs, 
or laughing ghastly laughs, playing, playing, playing insatiate, 
with tho tliirsty, eager, (^ovilish glare acliing in their painted eyes 

Among them stood Chandos. 

Tho look which had sot on his face the night that ho had loft 
Claroncioux had never left it; its glorious beauty survived the 
ravages of misery, tho gaunt Rlooplossncss of a gamester’s days, 
the wreck of all greater, bettor, higher things in him. Nothing 
could stamp it out utterly; but it had somothing more fearful 
than any one of tho other faces crowded round them. It survived 
to show all that ho had been, — to mark more utterly all ho had 
become. 

For ho had fallen very low. 

Ifo had met calamity greatly ; ho had been tempted to sell his 
honour for passion’s sake, and ho had repulsed tlio tempi alien ; ho 
had been allured to evade justice, and secure comparative peace, 
by acting a lie to tho world ; ho had refused, and had given up all, 
to remain with a stainless honesty and a conscience uncoudomnod. 
lie had done these things with a sudden power of will, a sudden 
steel-knit strength of resolve, that had sprung in tho instant of 
their n6ed, giants full-arm od, from the voluptuous unheeding 
indolence and indulgence of his life. But characters cannot change 
in a day ; endurance may bo forged hard in the flame of adversity, 
but it will give way many a timo first, and melt and writhe and 
bfend and break at last. Wlien all had been done, all ended, all 
sacrificed, all lost, the force which had sustained him had broken , 
down, the utter reaction followed. 

Tho habits of his lifo had left him with no shield ; the temper of 
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his creeds had loft him with no shelter, against the storm that had 
burst over him. His only knowledge had been how to enjoy ; none 
had ever taught him how to suffer. A limitless indulgence had 
been the master of his existence; he had no comprehension of 
calamity. With latent greatness, he had dominant weakness ; aa 
the limbs that lie ever on couches of down are enervated and sinew- 
less, so his nature that had basked ever in the warmth and the 
light of enjoyment, had no stamina to bear the crushing desolation 
that struck all from his hands at ono blow. 

In the moment of emergence, of temptation, ho had risen equal 
to it, risen above it, and been great; in the darkness that followed, 
in the darkness in which he was driven out into exile, stripped, 
mocked, abandoned, left in beggared solitude, to drift to his grave 
as ho would, ho sank under the burden that he bore. A strong 
man might have gone down powerless under the accumulated 
anguish, the blasted devastation, of such a fate. lie who had 
known nothing but the caress of fortune from his birth, ho who 
had all the loathing of pain and of deformity of the Achrean natuT-e, 
ho who had never felt a desire unfulfilled, a command unaccom- 
plished, ho who had been pliant to frailty, yielding to effeminacy, 
could have no sustaining force to enable him to face and to con- 
tend with the destruction that smote him to the earth. All who 
had kissed his feet forsook him as though ho were plague -stricken ; 
there was little marvel that ho forsook himsedf. 

Ho sooinod to walk like a blimi man through a starless night ; 
ho hnd TK'ithor sight nor knowledgo : all Ihnt was loft to him was 
thq conbciousncbS of misery, the power to suffer ; the ]’)owcr to on- 
duro was dead. IIo drifted senselessly on, far on evil roads, far 
towards the murder n him of all that ho had once been. Ho lived 
in infinite wretched iicss, and tho very memory of all better things 
died out in him. There is no arrest in a downward road. In tlio 
way of honour and honc’siy, and every holier thought aud loftier 
elfort, life pl’ ^ obstaedes breast high ; but in descent there is 
barrier, down tho ico-slopo there is no pauso, till tho broken limbs 
arc dashed to pieces in tho black crevasse below. 

In tho sheer instinct for covert in which tho hunted animal un- 
consciously finds his lair, ho had made his way to tho safe solitude 
and secrecy of a great city. Ho shuimod every sign, cvoij sight, 
that could recall tho world ho had left to him, or him to it. Tho 
placo of his rofugo was known to none ; it was hidden among tho 
innumcrablo roofs of a close quarter ; it was quitted only at night 
or ill tho earliest gray of the morning, and quitted then only for 
tho gambling-dens. There was not a creature with him or near him 
that ho had known or loVed, save his dog. A bui*ning fovor con- 
sumed liim at times ; at all others ho was sunk in a lothargy more 
dangerous for his reason than even the oblivion of opiiim-cfreams. 
Tho loss of lands, of wealth, of power, he would have mot with tho 
courage of race and of manhood ; it was the desertion of every 
creature ho had aided, of every life he had loved, it was the Judas- 
betrayal of all he had trusted, that had killed all strength and all 
life in him. 
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Ho lived in intense ■wretchedness ; the little gold ho had on his 
person "was not so much as ho had spent on a wonuin’s bracelet, on 
an hour’s outer tainment. The absolute fangs of want might bo 
upon him in a single day. He who had feasted emperors more 
brilliantly than thoy reigned in their own courts, and who had only 
spoken a wish to have it fulfilled as by enchantment, might any 
day want actually bread. Every thing around him, every thing 
touched or seen or hoard, was such as would have been loathsome 
and unendurable to his voluptuous and fastidious habits a few 
short weeks before : yet these lie was barely conscious of ; ho was 
lost in the stupefaction of a misery too groat to have anj'’ other 
sense awake in it. Now and then he would glance with a shudder 
round tho places to which ho wandered ; now and then ho would 
turn siekoiu 11 g from the food oll'ored him; nioro oflen all things 
passed him unnoted, and in his eyes there came gradually tho lustre- 
less dreamy vacancj’’ which presages tho nipluro of tho reason, tho 
dulling of tho brain. For liours ho would lio prostrated. When 
ho rose, it would only bo to drag his limbs wearily out into tho 
night, and go to tlio garni ng-hol Is, wdacro intoxication as sui'O, and 
even yet more dendly, was to be found, wFero aloim ho gained such 
gold us sutiiced to keep lilb in him, and to give him a stake to cast 
again. 

{Strangely enough, tho fcni])tross favoured him. Hazard oflen 
allures her prey with that merciless mercy, and tills his hands only 
to hold him closer in her coils. Ho won enough to keo]! life in him, 
— such as life w^as now. 

This wais tho issu(3 to w'liicli his career had como; this was tho 
jiito to whicli he, W’ho in his bright visionary childhood had vo'sv^od 
to rival in his nation’s ^story the chivalrous honour of an Arthur’s 
fame, had come; his pride trampled out, his genius drowned ‘in 
drugs, his waking h(jurs consumed in tho gambler’s diilirium, 
almost all manhood shiin in him. Tho llehiw’s thought wais 
right: his enemy’s work on him w'as worse tliaii luurdor. It was 
a terrihlo ahasoment, a tei iiblo suiTouder; it wms fiuilty, cowardice, 
fcuicide ; hut the storm, had ];eateu down on his once proud liead 
till it hung in a slave’s shame. Existence had grown so bidoous to 
him that ho sunk bcneatli its ceaseless tortme, longing I'lloiio for 
death. 

Those who have from early years been tried in tho fires of afflic- 
tion may grow tho sterner, firmer, more highly tempered for it, like 
tho wrought steel; but those to whom it has been wholly unknown 
in the suit sensuousness of a joyous life, stag^gor and fall swooning 
at the first intolerable breath of its blasting furnace. 

Chandos stood now amidst tho crowd about tho play-tables, in 
companionship with much of all that was worst and most desp(3rato 
in Paris. Ho did not know them ; ho scarcely knew how vilo tho 
character of many round him was. llis liconso had been tho licenso 
of a graceful Catullus ; his sins had been the soft sins of an elegant 
iSardanapalus ; he know notliing of tho jgiiominy of gioat cities; 
ho knew nothing of tho coarse criminality of such as those who 
harboured and gambled bore. Ho had strayed to its haunt 
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by clianco; ho returned a^ain and again for the sake of its 
secrecy, its opium-drugged wines, its rocldcsB play. Ho had no 
knowledge of the companions with whom ho was thrown ; ho was 
too uttoiiy lost in his own misery to note or to loathe them, whilst 
they looked on, haK awed, half curious, at one whom all Paiis 
know by name and sight, whoso history aU knew also, as he camo 
among them day after day, night after night, with that deathless 
beauty, that inextinguishable grace left in nim, as they were left 
in the slaughtered liody of Alcibiades, to show how royal a blood 
had run in his veins, how mighty, how majestic, how hopeless a 
wreck was there. 

Once one of them touched Ins arm, — a young girl, not twenty. 

** Why are you hero P You are as beautiful as a god 1 You are 
not like us — yot.” 

Ho looked at her with a dull vacancy, and answered nothing, as 
ho fiUed a glass with brandy. Sho thrust tho opiate ho had mixed 
with it back to his hand. 

Drink enough to kill yourself at once. Don’t live to ho what 
you will bo. Such as you go to a madhouse.” 

Her words dreamily i)ierced through tho sonii-insonsihility of his 
brain : ho sot tho opiate down undrunk, — ^Ibr that once. He thouglit 
of tho dead man who had bado him meet his fate, wluitover his fate 
became ; but tho next moment ho was again at tlio gaming-table, 
the next momont only its mad tempi mg remembered. 

Ho never heeded what ho won, what ho lost, though ho know 
that the very food of IJio next ilay hung in tho liaiiard ; ho would 
have blessoct tho famine that should liavo killed him. But ho had 
tho gam('ster’s instinct in him ; tho gamester’s i^cril alone gave him 
an oblivious in toxica .ion; ho never left it, except when ho wandered 
otft to some blct'i)iiig-placo and Hung himself down to sleep, weU- 
nigh as lii«dossly as tho dead sleep, hours, perhaps days through. 

Wo moutlis had gone with him. tHio siHondid strength and stamina 
of his frame ' jsistod tho ravages that were consuming them ; but 
what was worse than the body perished : the mind decayed, swiftly, 
surely. 

Tho golden summer, tlio ruddy autumn, tho bitterness of early 
winter, had passed ; ho noted no change of seasons ; night and day 
were alike to him ; ho only dully wondered how long life would 
cm*so him by leaving its throb in his heart, tho breath in his bps. 

Ho hud played thirty-six hours now at a stretch, among tho 
painted women and tho haggard men who filled this pandemonium. 
He had played on till ho had lost all, — tho only time that he had 
over done so ; tho last franc was staked and swept away. He stood 
blankly gazing down at tho tables ; ho felt that tho means of gain- 
ing the ono intoxication that was luecious to him was gone, he had 
no remcmbranco that it turned him on the streets a beggar. Tho 
eager throngs, seeing tho card pass without his stake being laid on 
it, pushed fiercely, ravenously, to got his nearer place. Ho lot 
them take it, moving as a somnambulist, and made his way out 
down the staircase and through tho low, masked side door that 
alone lent admittance to the gambling-rooms : the face of the house 
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was moroly a finiitorer’s and a tobacconist’s shops. IIo wont out 
mechanically ; ho know ho must got moro gold or go without this, 
which had bccomo tho singlo craving necessity of life. "Where ? 
Ho who had O'wned tho aristocracies of whole nations as his friends, 
and had given to all who asked, as though tho world wore his, had 
not a shilling now to, get him bread. 

lie walked on aimlessly, unheeding tho snow which poured down 
on hie bare head, tho cutting north wind tliat blow liko an ico-blast. 
It was between throo and four in tho morning ; there was scarce 
a soul abroad. In tho quarter where ho was low carriages over 
I'ollod, and tho thieves and revoUers who filled it W'oro mostly 
housed in somo den or another in tho inclcmoiit weather. Tho dog 
followed him closely ; othorwiso ho was almost alono in tho tortuous, 
oridb^ss streets, whoso W'iiidiiig.s ho took witliout knowing 'wliither 
they led him. The bitter rush of Iho wind lifted tho masses of 
liis hair, Iho sleet drovo in his eyes, the cold cliillod him to tho 
bone; ho was adiift in tho streets of l\iris, w'itliout a sou to got 
him food or bed, — ho wdio a few mouths beloro had reigned there 
in a .splendour i)a:^.'dng tlio sjdcudour of princes! 

llo longed for death, — longed as nevcT man yet longed for life. 
Tho uiisjjoakablo physical misery alono passed his strongtli ; to tho 
iKirvos that had shrunk fi'om pain, to tho senses that had boon 
i teeped in every pleasure, to tho tasios that had loathed uu.sightli- 
n(''.s a.s a t<n‘turo, to tlio luibits that Jiad boon enervated in nil tlio 
richness of enjoyment, Uio wretcliednos? that was now his portion 
was horrible bcwoiid tho utterance. 1 lo who had novor laicjwn what 
an liour’s suiFering, what a momcnit’.s d(‘nial, wm*o, now endured 
cold, and exposure, aiid need of food, and Jill tho racking pangs 
of want and foyer, liko any houseless boggiir starving in the night. 

IIo wandered on and on, — still always in tho samo (puu tei:, still 
al\>;ays keeping, by sheer instinct, far from all that lio had onco 
known, — far from all that Lad so lately seem liiin in tho magnrli- 
conco of his reign. lie wandered on, under llio lowering walls of 
]»oiit-up dwellings, through tho drhing of tho slowly- falling snow, 
against tho cutting brcatli of tho ico-clnll air. A strange faiutnoss 
htolo on him, a strango numbness seized his limbs ; ho began to 
loso all son so of tho keen blasts that blcnv against him; tho in- 
tensity of cold began to yield placo to a drcaimy exbaustiem and 

E rostration, half weary, half soothing : ho felt sleep slcaling on 
im, — deep as death, lie had no 'wdsh to re.sist, no power to over- 
come it ; the languor stole over all his frame, his limo.s failed him'; 
ho sank do^sni and stretched himself out as on soino wele^nno bed, 
with a heavy sigh, lying there on tho snow-covered ground, with 
tlio snow falling on bis closed eyes and tho wdnd winding among 
his hair. Tho dog couched down and pressed its silky warmth 
against his breast ; profound rest stole on him : ho know no moro» 
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CHAPTEE II. 

WHERE ALL IJFE DIES, DEATH LIVES.” 

There was intoiiso solitudo in the dark, cheerless nip:ht ; llio snow 
drifted noiseless down; nowand then the wild winds broke and 
howled with a hollow moan : all else was Very, still, — still as the 
starless, ink-black skies that bent above. One shadow alone 
moved through the gloom that a yellow lamp-light hero and there 
only served to make more impenetrable, — a shadow frail, bent, 
delicate as a woman’s, hjeblo as that pf age, — the shadow of a 
cripple. 

lie dragged himself along with slow and j)jimfiil efrort; when 
no i)as.soil under one of the lamps, its glare .^hono on a face fair and 
spiritual, with great dark dreaming that looked out ot the 

snow-llakes wearily, — the iac(3 of (xiiido Lulli.' The fragile, help- 
less, pain- worn rrovon(;al, who sliuddered from cold Jis a young 
faw]i will shudder in it, and wlio had barely till now (piitted the 
chamber where ho wove his melodious fancies and forgot a world 
Avitli whicli ho could havo no share, was out in the Intiernoss of the 
winter’s night, on a quest that his fidelity had novm* slackened in 
through many months of vain toil and fruitless search. The search 
was ended now. 

Ills foot touclied tlie outfluiig arm of the form that lay prostrate, 
half on the stone of the sH'ps on which it had sunk, half on the 
r(;ad tv> whicli the liijibs had boon stretched in the strango peace 
and languor which nad come with the slumber of cold and fasting. 

The SLOW had fallen faster and heavily in the last few moments ; 
it covered the liaiids, and was slied white and thick upon the un- 
co'ym’cd hair and upturned brow. A lamp Imriied just above; its 
flicker, gloving dully through tho raw gray mist, shone on the 
death-like calm of th(3 features in tho breathless rest of slooii from 
which few ever a^vakcii. Lulli stooped and looked ; then, witli a 
great cry, sank down on his knees beside the senseless form, lie 
Iviiow it in a glance, all changed though it was * his scai'ch was 
over. 

Tho dog lifted his head and gave a moaning of recognition, half 
of joy, half of entreaty ; but he would not stir from whore ho 
crouched on liis master’s breast, lending with his wajm breath and 
Ids curly hair and his massive strength, such aid and protection as 
ho could against tho blasts of tho storm and tho chills of tho night. 
If any life lingered, ho had saved it. 

liulli raised his voice in a shout for aid ; helpless and weak as 
he was in all actions for himself, loyalty and gratitude gave him 
die strength of giants to save the man who in his own extremity 
had saved him. 

There was no answer to his call, lie was alone in the bleakness 
and the darkness of the wintry dawm, with one whom he tirmly 
believed to bo dying of cold, of exposure, and of want , 
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the man whom but a year before he had known in every luxuiy 
and every pleasure that the world could p:ivo, — tho man who hall 
como to him in tho summer-heats of IS])ain as the saviour of 
his life and art, who had seemed to him tho very incarnation of 
beauty, of joy of splendid manhood, of proud, lojuicing;, perfect 
strength. 

Tho roll of a carriage coming slowly, and mufllcd on tlio whitened 
roads, smote on his ear at last ; he raised a louder cry, with nil tho 
power ho could gather. Ho heard a woman’s voice from tho 
interior bid tho Coachman stop and wait. In tho dull gleam of 
tho lamp ho could see the glitter of jewels Hash as sho leaneil out ; 
her words came strangely clear to him through tho frosty darkness, 
as sho asked, in French, — 

“ What is it i'** 

** Ono dying, — and from cold I 

Dying! Wait while 1 sco,” said tho voice lio had* hoard, as 
the form ho could dimly porccivo through tho gloom swayerl Ire >111 
tlie carnage -steps and camo towards him ; a woman who had been, 
who indeed was still, very lovely ; a woman wlioso youth was 
waning, hut who still was young; a woman in rich cosily di’iipori(!S 
that the yellow light glitiorod on, and witli tho bliuj gleam of 
sapphires above her brow. She was lleutiix Lennox. 

A moment, and she stood beside Lulli, disregarding tho snow* 
flakes that drove against her, and tho icy wind that blew througri 
her scarlet cashmeres. Sho was a woman of swift impulso, of warm 
pity. 

** Is ho dying, you say ? ” sho asked, w'ith an infinito gtJntloiK'ss 
in her voice, while sho stooped to look at tho prostrate form. She 
started with a loud cry, 

“(handos I — merciful Ilcavon 1 

Her lips turned very pale. 1 Icr voice trembled. 

“ Oh, Heaven, what a wreck ! 1 have seen so many, yot noyor 

ono like this ! ” 

Sho was silent a moment, gazing down at tho senseless fcalurcs, 
and softly touching, with a caressing hand, tho dead gold (jf Ifio 
hair, all wot and whitened by tho driving of tho snow, Tlion sho 
turned with a nervous energy; sho was iinpctiious and iai)i(l, and 
linn in act. 

“ He is not dead,” sho said, impatiently ; “ hut ho will die if ho 
stay there. Lift him into my carriage, quick ! Wo must get him 
warmth and stimulants ; my house is so fur off, and thero is no fit 
place here 

“My lodging is not distant. Let him como there,” pleaded 
Lulli, pkeously, while ho drew tho inanimate hands closer mto his 
own, as though afraid ho should bo robbed again of tho ono so long 
lost, so terribly found. 

“Yes, yes; anywhere that is near!” sho answered, rapid.’ /» 
while she flung tho scarlet down-lined draperies sho wore about 
tho half-dead limbs, and stood, regardless of tho blasts that howled, 
and of the heavy icy mists that descended on the earth like sheota 
of solid water, as her servants, at her bidding, raised him and laid 
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him gently down upon the cusliions of her carriage. She felt 
nothing of tho searching wind, nothing of llio drenching storm, 
nothing of ilio flakes that wore drivc?i against her delicate akin {in(l 
her masked-bail dross. Her eyes were dim with tears ; her lips 
shook ; her heart ached. 

“ How many fallen I have seen ! ” her thoughts ran; “yet never 
such a fall as his.” 

AYhen life and oonao returned to Chandoa, ho was stretched 
before a wood fire, that sliod its ruddy, uncertain light over a 
darkened room ; the dog was licking his hands and murmuiing its 
love over him whore ho lay; and beside him, watching him, were 
tho musician and tho rieiily-hued and delicate form of Beatrix 
Lennox. 

“ Clanjncicux ho iTiultered, dreamily. It was tho one loss 
ever at his heart, th») one name ever in his tlionghis. 

It struck Ihoso who heard it with a pang; they luiev/ how end- 
less must ho this longing, how endless tin’s loss. 

Liilli stooiK'd over him, his voi(!o very broken. 

“ hlonseigncur, do you not know mo r ” 

Chandos looked at him dreamily, blindly. IJ is head foil back 
witli a sigh of weariness. 

“ No, no ; if you had been merciful, you v;ould have L t mo die.” 

Tho words told his listeners more niourfiluily, moio uKciJy, lliau 
any others could have dono, Ijow bjilei- to him )iud become tljo 
burden ot'iho life once so rich and gr.'e i(,iifci. 

Beatrix Lennox, albeit a woman who had known f ho world in 
phases that bard on and chill and lill with an ironic mockery for 
most oniofions, thos( v/ho do so know it, locdced on at liim, where 
lio lay, w ith eyes o ’ patliotic pain, dim and aching with unslu'd 
tears. She had soon him but so late iii all tho glory of his kingly 
manhood, (>f his unshadow(‘d youth ! 

Lulli, his Yo’co broken with Ibe weeping that shook him like a 
young child, stooped over him, passionately praying for his recog- 
nition. 

“ Mon seigneur ! my master, ray friend, my saviour! look at 
me ; you know mo ?” 

Tho long-familiar tones readied tho brain, dullcu oy cold and 
want of food, 

Chandos lifted his ej^clids, laden still with tho sleep that had 
been so nearly tho sleep of death, and saw Beatrix Lennox. Ho 
remembered th(?Hi both tljcn, and, in tho old instincts of his cour- 
tesy to women, strove 1 o rise. "With an of fort lio sta ggored to his feot, 
and loaned heavily against tho high slato shcLf above tho warm 
wood-piled blazing hearth. IIo could not speak ; tho sight of these 
two fiicoa so well known in his past — that jiast which seemed 
severed from him as by tho gulf of a lifetime — brought back with 
a flood of memories on liis slowdy waking thoughts what ho had 
been, what ho was. They, looking on him and seeing tho iniin a 
few months had wi’ought, did not know how vast, how terrible the 
change was in him more utterly than ho himself. 
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Ilis eyes closed inYoluntarily with a shudder. ITo had buried his 
life ill the dens of tho populous city to cscajio sight of all those onco 
familiar to and with him. That any of thoso should meet liiui 
new was torturo almost imbearablo to tho pride 'whicli survived in 
him above ail tli.'it had sought to shame and stay it. 

“ I low do I come hero'f’* lie said, feebly, while his gazo vran- 
dored towards them with the patliotie glance of a man paralyzed, 
who :;0 eyes alone cun sp^ak. 

“Tho cold had vStruek you, and you had fallen,” answered 
Ileal rix Lennox, in lier voice t]i:iti(‘]l on him like soothing music. 
“Illy carriage was near ; wo brought you to M. LuUi’s room. Yon 
are weak still; tho night was so bitter. Wait and rest before 
yon speak.” 

Slu3 restrained tl .o tears tbatoboked her uttoraneo ; for, with the 
tact that nature gave her, sho divined how fearful must bo to liim 
the knowledge that they had found liini in liis desiifuiiou and his 
suheriiig, — they, who had been tho companions of his glittering 
prosperity, tho oiio tho rocipiont of liis widcjst charity, tlio other 
t]i(5 guest of his gayest hours. Sho sought to hide her own know- 
ledge of it as sho could. 

Lulli could exorcise no such self-restraint ; ho knelt at Chandos’ 
feet, his head bowed in his hands, liis heart half brokou. 

“Oh, moiisoignonr,” lio murmured, ]3assiona{ely, piteously, 
“liow liavo 1 searched for you! ho v/ have 1 grieved for you I I 
sought you night and day, — sought you li\ing or d<Md. (Jonhl you 
not have trusi('<l 'me ^ 'ouhl you not have lot 7/ic go out with you 
to your exile i"” 

I’lsandos looked down on liim. 

“ f’o7’giv(3 me, Lulli, 1 forgot yon v/oiild ho faithful,” 

“You never forgot ! ” criinl the mubician, lifting his head eagerly, 
while lie Hung back the silky masses of his dark hair olf his eyes, 
“ You never forgot mo; you only forgot yourself ! You mmem- 
berod my needs, you romembered my helijh*ssuess, you romoni- 
bered to save mo and servo mo to tho last : all you forgot was how 
I loved you ! ” 

('hamios stretclied out hi.; hand to him with his old gesturo; lio 
could not answer, tho Provemyar.s Ihh lity moved him loo deeply, 
stirred him too bitterly, in its contrast with tho abandoniaont of 
well-nigh every oIlL(3r. 

lieiilnx Lennox diw nearer, and laid her hand soitly on his 
arm. 

“You were very near death an hour ago. Ecst now^ and tako 
wiint I bring you.” 

With* the skill and the speed of, her sox, sho brought him witli 
her own hands somo food and some warm and fragi-ant coIFcm;, 
standing there in her mastiucrado-ibcss all glittering w’ith Vene- 
tian gems and Venetian grace, with tho ruddy wood-firo light 
upon her, as sho had stood in tho driving down-pour of tho snow- 
storm. The hand that held him the food so tenderly had but just 
laid aside the black coquette Venetian mask of her opera-ball ; but 
of a sui’ety tho ministration was not less gentle, the heart that 
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prompted it not less full of divine charity, than if it had ju^t cast 
aside the gray serge of a religious recluse. 

It was the first food for months from which ho had not turned iu 
loathing ; ho took it with a gratitude that, though his eyes alone 
spoke, sank into her memory for ever. She saw, what LuUi did 
not see, that it was the first he had taken for many hours, and 
that long fasting had done its work on him not loss surely than the 
winter night. 

Can he want bread ?” she thought, with a quiver of horror. 
Heartless though the world called her, this rcine (jaiJlarde of a 
lawless court, she would'* havo gone and sold her jewels and 
her cashmeres to bring him gold, had she not known by instinct 
that, though he might die of hunger, he would never take an 
alms. 

“ I owo you a groat debt, Mrs. Lonnox,” he said, simply, as his 
eyes rested on her, all the light dead in them, a heavy languor 
weighing down their lids, and a haggard darkness circling them, 
but with their weariness, a look of infinite thankfulness to her 
and to the one man who alone had never forsaken and reviled 
his memory. 

“ You owo me none.** Tlio words wore very low, as sho stood 
swaying to and fro tho gold strings of her Venetian mask. “i. 
owed you some time ago a far greater one.’* 

Owed mo ?” 

His senses and his memory w^^ro still dim ; warmth and, with 
warmth, life were fast fiowing back into his veins, but he felt . 
as one iu a dream ; tho faces ho looked on wore so familiar, 
tho place was so strango, he could not disentangle fact from 
fantasy. 

^‘Yes!’’ 

She came closer towards him, standing there in tho reflection of 
the blazing wood, with tho scarlet and black folds of her masquerade- 
di’ess sweeping f^ownward in the glow, and her haughty, handsome 
face turned to him with an inexpressible sweetness and tenderness 
tremulous upon it. Tho thought woke in him vaguely, even in 
that moment, Had this woman lo\ed him? Sho, swift to read 
unspoken thoughts, guessed it. 

“ Ho not think that,’^ she said, with a srailo of infinite sadness. 

^ I never loved you ; it is very long sinco my heart bc^at. But I 
would servo you anyhow, — anywhere, — if 1 could. Ho you re- 
member being witli mo at an opera-supper at tho Maison Horeo, 
years and years ago ? No ! how should you ? It was only 
memorable to me. Some German prince gave the supper, — who I 
forgot now; but there wero w^omoii present with whom even I 
abhorred association. Tlie jests were very free, the license verj’’ 
Unchecked, and I — I had forfeited the right to resent. You alone 
noticed it, — you alone pitied me ; you went and spoke in a 
whisper to the prince. Ho laughed aloud. ‘ Tho Lennox, who is 
she to—* You silenced him. ‘ She was at letist the daughter of 
a gallant gentleman; that should not be forgotten.’ Then you 
caina me with your gentle courtesy, and ofi’orod'. to take mo to my 
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carriage. Ah ! I was wrong to say I novor loved you. I loved you 
tlinx ! I never forgot it, — I never Bhall.** 

Ohaudos looked at her with a great gratitude, and yet a pain 
v'ellnigh as great; tenderness shown him subdued and ioucliod 
him as it subdues and touches a woman. 

“God knows it was Jrillo enough. If others remembered as 
you do ” 

He paused; no words over escaped him that could sound like 
a lamc'iit for the ingratitude that had forsaken him on every sich*. 

“Ah,” she sai(l, i)assionatcly, “ it was no Iritle to v/a-. If over I 
can repay it— it it bo twenty years hoiifeo — I will, lot the payment 
cost, what it may.” 

The promise was very hurriod and broken in its utterance for 
the most fluent and most eloquent woman of her time. She look 
hiH hands and bent over them. 

“ If you could lot mo servo you !” sho murmured, as softly a.s 
his mother could have ])roathed him her farewell ; then, witli a 
long, loving ga;'0, sho left him, the black and scarlet hues of her 
draperies lost in the gloom of the firc-sliadows. Sho could havo 
stayf'd with him, stayed with him willingly, to aid, to tend on, to 
assist him with every ministry that love, with which no touch of 
passion blent, could give ; but she kiKW him to bo very proud ; 
sho saw that pride was not d(‘ad, but lived in passioiialo pain 
beneath calamity; she fldt that the fewer eyes there W'oro ujxm him 
now, the better could h(i boar the kiiowlodgo that they had found 
• him, a horncdo.ss w^andcu .r, dying in tho streets of Paris. So, true 
to her uiiscltish instinct, and giiid(‘d by a tondemoss higher than 
compassion, sho left him, — she whom tho world called an adven- 
turess, •williout pity and without eonscienco. 

As she passed from tlio chamber, ho sank dowui wearily and 
faintly, hi.s head bowc<l on his breast, bis limbs stretched f»ut in 
racking misery from cold and stiirncss in tho heat of tho leaping 
flames. ITc, Avho in his superb coui])letcnoss of strength and of 
health had never known what the illm^ss of a day was, suffered 
now every ill of mind and body, — suffered almost more in Ihi , 
nimnont, when tlio reviving W'armth and tho stimulant of ilio 
clifucor food gavo him tho power of vivid consciousness, than ho 
had done in tho stupor of liis opium-drugged senses. Yet no 
W'ord, scarcely any sign, escaped him of wdiat Jio suffered ; tlioro 
was too proud an instinct in him still. liulli watched him silently; 
tho dog nestled close in the light of tho hearth. For many moments 
there w^a3 not a sound in tho chamber ; sheer phy.sical aching pain 
wore Chandos down, seeming to load him with tho weight of iroTi 
chains, 'to burn him with the scorch of lire. He wished — ho 
wished to God — that they had loft him in that dreamless sluinb( 3 r 
upon tho snow to die, with no more knowdodge of tho life ho 
quitted than the frozen stag that strotchc.s out its stillcned limbs 
upon some desolate moor-sido. 

Gradually, slowly, bodily exhaustion conquered ; ’ tho pangs that 
racked his frame were soothed to comparative peace by the after- 
action of tho opiates he had so long taken ; tho warmth of tho 
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hoarth hilled him to rest; his eyes closed, his brcathin" gre^w 
gentler and more oven ; he stretched himself out with a weary sigh, 
13 ho had clono in the darkness of the streets, and he slept at last 
ns ho had novor slejit sinco tho night ho learned tlio story of his 
ruin, — slept for hour on hour, with scarce a breath that stirred tho 
rtillnoss of his repose or could bo heard upon tho silence. That 
(Sleep saved him from tho fato which tho girl in tho gamiug-den 
had foroseon for him if he lived. 

\Vlion he awoke tho sun was high in the western skies ; it was 
far after noon. Lulli sat beside him, watching with a patitmeo no 
length of vigil could exhaust; the dog lay asleep ; tho ruddy glow 
of tho groat fire on tho hearth was dying down, though its intense 
boat still filled tlio chamhor. Ilis oyes, as tlioy unclosed, met 
Lulli’s resting on him witli that unwearied spaniel look which had 
scarce ever relaxed its watch over that repose which so rcsemhlod 
death. 

“Is it you, Guido?” ho asked, faintly. “Ah, yea, I remem- 
ber. And you have been waiting by mo there so many hours ! ” 

Tho rrovon 9 al strove to smilo, though the tears stood thiclc in 
his oyes. 

“ M'onRoigncur, I would novor weary of tliaty 

“ I know. There are ft3W like you.” 

“ Monscignonr, if all those whom you once served wore like fne, 
thoro would bo many throngs.” 

Chandos answered nothing; he raised hinisolf on liis Id't arm, 
and lay on tho licarili, gazing at ilio flicker of tho crimson flame, 
at tlio fall of tho gray noisol.-jfs ash. 

Tho deadliest pang to TJichard PI anta genet, in all tho bitterness 
of his discrowned fortunes, was w'hcn his hound, who loved him, 
who caro.^ sod him, who had been fed from his liand, and had slept 
by his pillow, wont from him to fawn on Polingbroko. “ 11 vovs 
micray il said tho forsaken king, — a wdiolo history of 

ill fidelity in the brief pathetic words. Tho deadliest pang of his lost 
royalties to Onandos lay in the abnndouinont of all, save this poor 
cripple, whom ho had loved and saved, and who had caressed him 
in the days of his purplo and his power. 

“ You can toll mo,” ho said suddenly, — his voice was very 
hushed, and camo with eflort through his lips, — “ what is the fato 
of— of ” 

“ ClaronciouxP” 

ITo bent his head. 

Tho musician looked at him eagerly. 

“Did you not know? Monsoignour d’Orvtile has bought tho 
whole.” ^ ’ 

Chandos looked up, a flush of breathless gratitude, of incredulous 
relief, banishing for tho moment all tho broken, aged, colourless 
pain from his face. 

“ Is it true ? Philippo d’OrviMo ? ” 

“Would I cheat you? True as that we livt). Ho forced them 
to surrender it to him, — bought it untouched, undespoiled.” 

•"ThenkGodl” . 
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Ho covered his face with his hands, and for the only timo in all 
his adversity, save the moment when old Harold Gelart had spoken 
under tho elms of the western terrace, great storm-drops forced 
them solves through his closed lids and his clenched fingers, and foil 
one by one, like tho rain before a tempest. 

Far more to him than any mercy to himself was the mercy which 
had saved Claroncieux from sacrilege, and barter, and dostruc- 
non. 

“ Monseignour d’Orvalo has it,” pursued tho swift sweet voice of 
the rrovon^al. “Nob a treo will bo touched, not a tiling bo dis- 
placed. Ho Hont for mo, and bade mo Kvo there; but 1 could not: 
it would have broken my heart. Ho nns sought for you cvery- 
whoro ; ho has longed to liiid you; ho would havo you rolurn to it 
us though it were your own still.” 

Chandos shivorod where ho sat. 

“ II I nm dead to it for over.” 

lie could not havo borno to look upon tho purple dislanco of its 
woods, ho could not havo homo to stand hosido tho far-olf course 
of the mere river that llowod towards it, — ^ho who had forfeited his 
birthright. 

Lnlli was silent; his eyes wntched over, with a dog-liko lovo, 
tho form of Chandos, where ho lay at length in tho dying glow of 
the llames, his face hidden, his frame shaken now and then wdlh an 
iiroprcssioio shudder. An unutterable thanksgiving was in his 
heart for tho fate which had sjiarcd his homo and his lands from 
tho shamo and ruin o'f 'bssolntion ; yet the knowledge that another 
dwelt there, that another had bought his heritage for over, brought 
in 'him, as it had never come bo loro, tho full realisation of his own 
eternal exile. 

He raised his head after many monionts. and strove to steady hia 
voice. 

“ Thank him from mo; ho wdll know hoio J tlunjk him. I used 
to feel how” true, how generous, his heart v/as, how nob'lo a 
friend ho would ever bo. Tell him ho is merciful beyond men’s 
mercy—” 

“ Volt will tell liim?” asked Lulli, softly : “ you will see hiinP 
lie loves you so well.” 

Chandos gave an irrojircssiblo gesturo of pain. 

“ Not yet ; not yet,” ho said, hurriedly. “ I doubt if over ” 

The words wefo unfinished; in his own soul ho folt as though 
never could ho force himself to look on tho fj’ionds and companions 
of that lost lifo which seemed to lio so far behind In'm in a linutles-H 
distance, dead and past for ever. Nor in himself (bd ho think thfit 
ho would long live, — long boar this bnrdori of hopeless wretciied- 
— long onduro this existence which "was unceasingly upon 
the' verge of madness or of death. 

AYhat had ho now Y Tho food that ho ate hero might bo tho last 
ever to pass his lips. Ho had not a farthing wherewith to, buy 
bread even for his dog. 

Lulli looked at him wistfully, and stooped forward nearer, a 
kindling light on his face. 
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“ Monsoigneur, hear mo! When I was dying, you saved me; 
when I was in beggary, you gave me food and shelter; when 
I was poor, and friendless, and alone, you were the world to me. 
You found me in misery, and pitied me ; and for the art that 
is my life and my soul you gained me hearing and you gave me 
fame. Through you I am no more poor ; they talk of me , my 
Ariadne has boon hoard through all the width of Europe, and they 
have paid her beauty with their gold, though that was never m\ 
thought with her. Listen ! Pay my debt to you I never can ; I 
love to owe it and to cherish it. But in some little sense I may 
serve you ; in some degree you can make me happy by lotting me 
ask you to remember it. Stay with me ; lot me toil for you, labour 
for you, wait on you, gather the gold they offer me for you. It 
will bo such joy to me I Without the sound of your voice, I am 
like a blind man lost in this wide world ; if you will only wait 
with me, you can give mo back strength, power, ambition, every- 
thing, and I shall love the coins that I hate now> if you will let mo 
glean them all for you, lot me do for you in some little kind all 
that you did for mo when I was a homeless cripple, dying, with all 
the music that was in me killed and silenced by my hunger and 
my poverty.” 

His voice rose in his impassioned entreaty, till it thrilled through 
the still chamber like one of his own melodies ; ho would have slaved, 
have starved, have killed himself, to have saved or ser^'od the man 
who had had i)ity on his youth. 

Chandos heard, and the words moved him deeply as the words of 
the old yeoman had done. Tie never lifted his head, but ho stretched 
out his right liand silently, and guisped the frail, nervous, trans- 
parent hand of the musicjan in a close clasp. 

“ What you wish cannot bo,” he said, huskily. **I should be 
lost to shjiine indeed ! But from my heart I bless you for your 
fidelity — for yonv love.” 

Cannot bo^^ Why not? In my need you aided mo,” pleaded 
Lulli, his wi^^uful eyes pleading more fervently than his words. 
He know too little of the world to know why, in his own sight, 
Chandos would have felt himself shamed beyond all humiliation 
had he listened to his prayer. 

The blood flushed his listener’s forehead with a pang of the old 
])rido of his proud race; ho could not teU this guileless, generous, 
devoted creature that ho would sooner die like a dog, die of famine 
in the streets, than live 011 upon tho alms of his debtor. 

“ It cannot bo,” ho said, gontly. “ Do not ask it, Lulli. If you 
have fame ajid comfort, I am more than rewarded by you.” 

The Provon9ar8 face darkened mournfully ; the whole of man 3; 
months had been passed in a vain quest for his lost master, in an 
unwearied, though, as it had seemed, hopeless search, throug’h 
which his solo sustaining thought had been to find his solitary 
friend and to repay in some faint measure all the gifts he owed. 

Chandos rose slowly from where he leaned upon the hearth ; his 
' limbs were still stiff and weak, though the profound repose of 
long-unbroken sleep had restored him something of strength. 
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ani the life-^ving warmth in which he had rested had lessoned 
the pain in ms brow and eyes and the oppressive weight on his 
lungs. 

‘SStay with me! oh, for pity’s sake, stay with mo!” pleaded 
Lulli, passionately. So willingly would ho have given up everj^- 
thiug on earth to bo allowed to starve for the only living croaturo 
who had ever pitied him. 

Chandoa gave a faint sigu of dissent, ho know not what ho 
should do, he knew not whether in tho next day and night ho 
might not perish of the same exposure and want ho had been now 
rescued from , but his highest instincts were not dead in him ; ho 
would not linger hero, though for one moment physical weakness 
and all tho long habit of physical indulgence came upon him witli 
a fearful longing to lie down and rest without olfort in thu 
soothing heat of the hearth, to stay in the lulling peace and sholtei 
of tho quiet chamber. 

Serious illness was on him, as well as the inertia of fever and of 
languor. l"or tho moment he felt it beyond his strength to puss 
out into tho bleak bitiiig wind, to face tho honioless night, to accoj)t 
tho fate that, drove liim out into tho wilderness of tho groat city, 
with uOno to give him rest, with nothing to buy him food, llo 
lougod to turn back, and lie down and die in the dreamy comfort of 
that calming tiro -glow. 

Jiut ho moved away, only pausing one moment to droop his head 
to Jiulli’s ear. 

“Toll me, what of her 

Tho musician turned shuddering away. 

“ Do not ask ino I do not ask mo I ” 

Chaiidos staggered slightly. 

“ Is she dead Y ” 

“Would to Iloavon she wore!” said Lulii, wiili a force that 
thrilled for tho moment with tho fierce vengeance of the South. 
The goiitlo dreamer, wlio would have pardoned the cruellest wrongs 
done to himself, could hate and could avenge whore those ho lovetl 
Were wronged. 

“ Hush ! I Iwvc loved her. What of her ? [ can boar all now.'’ 

“ She is Lord Clydosmoro’s wife.” 

Chandos swayed forward as though about to hill. 

“ 0 God I his wife ! ” 

Tho words broko from him like a wrung-out cry ; in Ihal 
moinont ho romemborod nothing save tho passion wherewith ho 
had loved her, save the beauty which was given to anr»thor. lie 
inado his way with a blind swaying movement towanls tho door ; 
ho had IK) sense now except that he must bo alone, — alone to boar 
this crowning bittemoss which had befallen liim. 

“Wait! — wait!” cried Lulli, imploringly. “Oh, Heaven, 
why would you have me tell you ? Wait ! You will come back to 
mo?” 

Chandos put him aside gently, though he had no consciousness 
of what he did. 

” Yes, I will come back,” ho answered mechanically, without 
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tho senso of what he promised, as ho made his way out once more 
into the bitter winter air. 

He had forgotten all, except that the ono who should now have 
lain in his arms — his wife— had gone, so soon, to the love and the 
embrace of another 1 


CHAPTEE III. 

m THE NET OF THE 11ETIA}IIUS. 

Luelt looked for him in vain. Ho never rotimicd. It was not 
that ho broke wittingly his promise; ho never know that ho had 
made it. 

lie dragged his limbs, how ho could not hayo rcanembcrod, to 
tho only homo ho owned now, — a pent, dark, dreary chamber in 
ono of tho million houses of tho crowded streets. There ho lay pros- 
trate many days, many nights, with no watcher beside him save 
tho dog, except once in several hours, when tho womau of tho house 
came and hlied afresh tho ilagon of water that ho drank from 
eagerly, and looked at him with a pitying wonder, rather for his 
hcauty than for his daiigof, and wont away and left him ; for sho 
only know him as a beggared ganicstor, and would have turned 
him, lialf lilbbvss, wholly senstdes'^ into Iho streets, had it not 
been that, woman like, she was moved to compassion by tho ])hysi- 
cal graces that no ruin could kill in him, and that touched her to 
pity as ho lay unconsciouH thoro. 

“As liandsomn ns a fallen angel ! ” eho would mutter to herself, 
while, though but i u old, bent, pavago, avaricious crone, she would 
just tomdi softly with her yellow horny hand tho gold locks that 
women had uf ed to crown with roses. “ An aristociat ! an aristo- 
crat ! JJdj't d>: Dim ! how many of them I have soon die olf like 
luurrainod c die from their gaming-hells ! ” ^ 

So, just for tho sako of his fair hair and his beautiful mouth, 
like iho mouth of a Creek god, sho londod him enough to keep life 
iu him liko a llickcriiig ilamo ; for tho rest, ho lay alone in tlij 
midst of tho peopled city, wlicro ho had once reigned sujn-omo, 
dying in his soliliido for aught that any know or cared. The vantor 
slurs shone clear through frosty nights, and looked in on hun 
prostrate there, with liis head fallen back, and his eyes wiOiout 
light or sense, and liis chosirisingheavily and wearily with anguish 
in every breath tho inflamed lungs drew ; while tho dog watched 
licsiilo him, moaning now and again its piteous wail, or covering 
with its caresses the clenched liands and tho contracted brow^ 
AVinter dawns broko chill and gray ; winter days rolled darklj” on; 
winter nights jiassed with riotous stonii or frost so crj'stal clear, 
through 'VS hich the cold moon shono liko a shield of steel; he lay 
there iu his loiielinoss as though in Iris gi’avo, forgotten, and with- 
out a friend in the midst of thousands who had feasted at his tables, 
in tho heart of palaces wlioro his word had been as law. Yet the 
life ill him would not die.> 
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It survived through all ; it recovered without aid, wilhout sue- 
without other comfort than "was given him by tho ^Ya^mih of 
[ue aiiimal’s nestling body and tho cooling draught of the icy 
irater. Whilst he lay there, one only, beside tho old brown 
withered crone who tended his wants in tho few intorvaJs of her 
laily toil, came and watched him. Ofio only of all those who had 
-cnown him and boon succoured by him iliscovorod tlio wrctchcd- 
loss of that last retreat, and stood besido the bed whore ho wa.v 
itrelched. Hale is swifter of foot and surer of chaso than lovo, and 
will remember and search, iiu tiling, v.dicu lovo has grown weary 
Hid laggard. 

One oiily came ami mounted tho narrow, daii:, rickety slaii>^, and 
mtcu’od tho room where thoro was no single thing of solace or of 
norcy except when the clear pale Lght of tho stars shone dt^wn 
Vom above the ondk'ss roofs; one only stood hr^ido tho 
vhero tlio man whom all Europe had oarossi'd and honoured h.id 
lo W’atciicr but a star\ ing dog. Troveiinn. stood thoro looking on 
lis work, and was content with it. EJiilippo d’Orvulo li.ul baillod 
him of his vengeance on tho senseless stoiics of Clare raieux, but 
none could take from him his voiigeunco on the living man whom 
his patient hato had slain more mercilos&ly than by a swift ami 
buiglo death-stab. 

All tho years of subtle dissimuhitiou, of enrking envy, of long- 
ing lliirst to destroy tho peace and the brilliance of Iho lile lie 
I'ursiieil, of gifts accepted W'ith greed because they \\'ero tho moiins 
of conquest, l)ut loathed and cursed and jniding by each one a .stone 
to tlio lead of his hatred— all these weni ov(u* and over recompensed 
iH^W, licre, in this darkened, ])Over{y -baled garret in the city ot 
Paris, vhero his prey, in terturo and in famine, lay insensible be- 
neath his gaze. 

Of all tlio woincri who had li.steiiod to Chandos’ lovo-words and 
toyc’d with the brighliioss of Jus iiair, there was not one M'lio i»ow 
held a stoiip of water to Ids lips. Of all tlio Jiaiids that ho had 
lillod with gold, there was not ono now to loncli witli ])itying caro.ss 
tlio brow ail bent and dark witli pain. Of all tho mouths to which 
ho had given food, there w.m not one now to muinuir a gentle 
word over his misery. Of all tho tlnoiigs wlioni ho Imd biddmi 
beneath his roof, of all the lives ho Jiad made prospci ous and 
joyous, of all tho friends who had laughed with him IJirongii tin* 
long luxuriant summer day of his existence, there was not erne nc‘W 
wild a^ked wliothor Jio were living or dead. Thoro was but iii.s 
enemy, who looked on him and rejoiced. 

Jh'(Ty unconscious sigh that broke from him, evra'v movcirM-ot 
of hid ftivored aching limbs, every breath drawn tlnough hi^- 
agonized lungs, cv(Ty coiit motion tliat knit liis burning forohecd 
in bis Eulforiug, every loo);: of dull bightio.'S sutfeving from the 
blind and sleepless eyes, his foe watched, and was content. 

Quanfl j emiettais inon pain a I’oiseau du rivage, 

L’oncle bciuhlait me d;re, “ K>pdre! aux inauvai.-? joiifr, 

Di€u te rendra too pain.” Dieu me le doit toujours ! 
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wrote the poet Moreau, dying in his youth of lack of the food dogs 
rejected. Chandos had thrown his bread on many waters, giving 
to all who asked, to all who were heavy-laden, to all who lived in 
darkness and in want. It was unrecompensed and owing to him 
still. He needed it now, but none repaid it. There only remained 
with him his foe, who bK>ught him the hyssop and the aloe 
when ho died for a drop of tho clear living rivers of the land ho 
had left. 

“Water! — water!” he murmured, unceasingly, where he 
blrptchod in his delirious stupor. Trevonna poured some absinthe, 
and touched his lips with it. lie shuddered, all unconscious as ho 
was, and turned with a heavy gasping sigh from tho loathsome 
drink, so bitter, so abhorrent to the fevor-burnt, dry lips that longed 
to steep themselves for ever in the cool flow of sweet, fresh waters. 
Trovenna smiled. 

*^Beau seigneur!” ho said, softly, to himself, “/ have drunk 
bitterness long ; it is your turn now.” 

Ho lay insensible, defenceless ; tho width of his chest was bare, 
and the loud, panting, inflamed boatings of his heart could be 
soon whore it throbbed like the passionate, aching heart of a 
mured eagle. Trevenna laid his hand on it, and his eyo glanced 
to a knife that lay on tho deal board on which his pitcher of drink 
was sot. 

“ How easy I ” ho thought. “ Bnt I have done better. I have 
killed him ; hut I have never brokmi a law. A stub there would bo 
mercy to him ; ho shall never get it from me.” 

Chandos’ arm moved whore it hung over tho bed, seeking 
instinctively, all dead to what passed or what looked on him though 
ho was, f ho place wJ’onco ho was used to take the cup of water which 
tho wonnii of tho house sot by him. For the sake of his beauty, 
she had ])oon pitiful iu the last hour, and had sliced in it a few 
cuts of orange. His hand wandered in a pathetic uncertainty, 
seeking, as a blind man’s seeks, tho only thing ho had life left in 
him to long lor. Trevonna moved tho table from his reach, and 
emptied out upon tho floor tho orange- water. 

Tho thirst, parched and delirious as the thirst of mon in tho 
desert, consumed his victim with an intolerable torment ; his mouth 
"Was white and dry as dust, his forehead red with the heated blood, 
his eyes wido open with a terrible sonsoless stare : thrown back 
tlioro, with his bare chest grand as tho chest of a Torso, and tho 
luxuriance of his hair tangled and tossed and lustreless, yet 
rotaiuiug tho beauty with which nature had created him deathless 
to the last, ho lay like a- young gladiator flung down in the sand 
of the arena by the clinging serpentine coils of the Ketiarius. 
Indistinct, disconnected words broke now and then from his lips, 
in the wanderings of thoughts that in the miseiy of that thirst 
stretched far away into dim memories of his past, — to the forest 
freshness of Engbsh brooks, to the deep still blue of Austrian 
lakes, to the sweet music of waters falling through mnumerable 
leaves down the steep height of many-coloured stone, of the grand 
breadth of Euphrates rolling beneath its palms, of the silver- 
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shcotod Dainibo lying in the deep shadows of its woods, of the 
stilJy muniiur of winding waters in tho Italian spriiig-tido leaf, 
Jlowing lazily and softly beneath the green wild arums, and tho 
tawny beds of osiers, and the wreathing boughs of Banksia roses, 
and the gentle fragrance of the young vino’s flower-buds. They 
wore on his lips ever, in longing, fugitive, broken memories, — 
those scenes and hours of his past, those thoughts of the earth’s 
fair freshness that was dead and lost to him. 

Trevonna stood still and listened to tho unconscious, unbidden 
suffering that longed for all that it was exiled from, that spoke lu 
those broken words of all the glories of romombored hours, all 
the freedom of tho forests and tho seas, while life was wrung 
and death embittered by that one poor piteous want, — one draught 
of tho water that beggars might drink from every brook that bub- 
bled. lie listened ; Jio could have listened over. 

IIo thought of the night when ho had ground tho Paria ewoct- 
mcats into tho mud of the gutter, and registered his childish vow ; 
ho had kept it to tho letter. Happier than Shyloclt, ho had cut tlio 
piece of his vougoanco from tho living heart* of his victim, with 
none to stay his hand. 

Tho gray chilly twilight of a winter’s day fillod tho attic ; tho 
light of tho first faint moon-ray glistened on tho baro walls and 
tho naked floor ; tho noise, tho stench, tho noxious rocking air of 
the alley below could roach but littlo hero; only an oath, or a 
hiugh more ghastly than tho oath, piorcod tho stillness of this 
chamber in the roof, whilo through its broken casement tho tide of 
tho icy night- wind pourod bitterly iii on tho uncovered chest, on 
tho fevered limbs, on tho daihenod aching brow. 

There was no pang of conscionco in tho watcher there, — no 
memoiy of tho friendship that had trusted, of tho loyalty that had 
saved him, — no thought of liis own fraud, of his own baseness. 
Ho only remembered w'hat this man had boon in tlie spoliidour of 
his promise, in tho gladness of his youth, in the brilliance of bis 
renown, and looked at him lying thus, and was content. Wliou 
tho not had wound its coils, and tho strangled limbs wore power- 
I0.SS, and tho strength reeled and fell under its twisting, writhing 
ineshos down into tho sand, the Betiarius had no pity, hut he looked 
upward to whoro tho shouts of “Euge!” and the tumod-dowii 
hands decreed with him no mercy to tho vanquished, and he 
lounged in again and again the fangs of his tnilont, seeking tho 
i«st life-blood. So it was now with Trevonna. His net had b(;eu 
deftly flung, and had brought his adversary down, blinded and 
paralyzed ; but he would never have wearied of stabbing again and 
again, while there was life to feel. 

Ho turned reluctantly away : he could have lingered there whilst 
there was a pang to watch, a sigh to count. He heard the footfall 
of the old Auvergnat woman heavily treading over the bare boards. 
She touched his arm, — a hideous, brown, wrinkled, shrivelled being 
of nigh eighty years, with avarice in her black glance, and a hor- 
rible old age upon her. 

“ You know him ? ” she asked. 
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** I know a little of him,” he answered, indifferently. “ You had 
bettor nob koop him hero longer than you can help ; he may get you 
into trouble.” 

Ho roused her fears and her selfishness, that even this inisorably 
hand might be withheld from easing the suffering they looked on. 
The Auvergiiat looked at him in terror. 

“ With tho police r"” 

Trevenna nodded and shrugged his shoulders. The old creature, 
steeped in Paris vice and dovOuxed with Paris avarice, sot herteetJi 
hard. 

“ By tho Mother of God ! I would have turned him in tho strcctr< 
days ago if ho woro not as beautiful as a marblo Christ.” 

Trevenna laughed, — a loud, coarso, jeering laugh. 

“ llis beauty ! You old crono, what can that bo to you ? If you 
wero twenty, now ” 

She tiinied on him her darkling and evil glanro. 

“ Women are fools to their tombs. I cannot hurt him ; I shoul'l 
SCO his face for ever.” 

I’revenna shrugged his shoulders. 

“If you wish to Bor\e him, got him lot into somo pauper mad- 
houBo. it is the only thing yon caa do for him.” 

She eluiddorod a dis-sont. • 

“ Thoy would shear all tJmt in a madhou'^e ! ” shu said, drawing 
through her hard wilhcrc'd htnids tlio Miken fniriKVsS of his hair. 
“ When I was young, i would have gi\eii my life to kiss that gold, 
— when I was young ! ” 

Tho words muttered half sulloiily, half longingly, on her lips, 
tlio moiiKU’y made her touch gently, almost tenderly, the locks tlnst 
lay in hor horny nalm. 8ho felt for him, — almost, in a waj^ 
she loved him, — tl is battered, evil, savage old creaturo of Paris : 
but sho ould strip tho linen from his limbs to Ihiovo and soil, for 
all that. 

“Send Mm there all tho same,” said Trevenna. “It is the 
only plac(; that will slioltor him now; except one, to bo sure,— tho 
Morguo ! ” 

And with these last words to rankle and foster, and ripen if they 
should, in the soul of tlio old beldam who had all to lo.'^e, nothing 
to gain, by tho life of ono whom sho had robbed Of every tiling, 
Trevenna went lightly down the high cra7:y staircase that passed 
through SO many stories to the basement ; thero was a more 
inlonsoly victorious glaiico in his oyes, a smile of tcufild success on 
his mouth. 

And ho wont out into the night, leaving the man who had rescued 
him from his prison to perish of thirst, or of famine, or of fovor, — ■ 
to die in tho streets, or to live like a chained beast in a mad- 
house, — whichever should chajico to bo tho fruit and tho end of his 
history. 

Troyenna never laughed more merrily at the vaudeville of the 
Bouffes, never ate his salad with keener relish at tho Cafe Biche, 
never looked on at Mabille with more good-tempered indulgence 
for the follies which had no attraction for himself, than ho did that 
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night. Once he laughed aloud, so /^aily, so* long, that a friend 
near asked 'wrhat the jest was. llo laughed again. 

“ I am thinking of Eelisariua begging an obolo ; and of Uenry IV. 
hunted and naked, and dead of starvation, at Spiros ! ” 

His friend stared, and thought the wino was in his head. But 
it was not ; ho was only drunk with success. 

The doom of his prey, however, then at least, was not tho mad- 
house or tho grave. Ho rose from his bod at length, tho superb 
franio with which nature had dowered him resisting all the stress 
nnd ]ieril that had sought to underinino it. Ho wondered woajily 
why ho couhi not dio. 

Tlio woman who had brought him drink and tended liim now and 
then, for tho sake of those lips like the Sun- God’s, of those limbs 
bko tho Antique, had robbed him of the litilo ho had loft while ho 
lay insensible. She said, when ho could hoar, th.it she had been at 
great cost for his illness : ho believed her; ho could not toll tliat 
her pitcher of water had been the sole thing set by his side. 

Having lost what ho had lost, moreover, what could tho few 
things stolon now ho to him Y 

Thus, w'hon ho roso at last and staggered out from tho wretoliod 
dw«'Jling whore ho had not a coin Icit to keep ovon its roof above 
Ills head, ho was literally beggared, — beggared almost ns uttoiiy as 
any unknown corpse that lay wailing burial in tlio doad~houso by 
th(‘ hfoino. 

i^inco the far-gone Gorman days, whon an emperor vainly bogged 
broad at tho Church ho had endowed, and dragged himself to a 
vault to dio unsepulohrod, there had liardly boon a full iiioro vast, 
more sudden, from tho height of ]»owcr to the depths of poverty. 

lie wont feebly out into the early night, that by a chance w.as 
clear, starlit, and mild. Beau Sire looked up at him and moaiii'd ; 
a piteoUiS hunger ga/.od out from tho dog’s eyes : ho was famished ; 
ho had wcll-nigli siorvod through all tho days and nights that ho 
had kept guard by his master. Ho had not a sou loll him to buy 
tho animal food. 

ITo shuddered as ho mot tho wistful, uneomplaftiing, hungry eyes, 
— ho who h<ad never behold pain save to relievo or to rcleaso it ! 

Ho almost reeled through the first .sticct that his st' jis turned 
into ; illness had mortally weakened him, .and his bead sv/ani Avilli 
tho booming noiso of tho tratlic, and with tho stench of tho crowds. 
Tho rotrioYor followed him foobly: famine wan telling on its 
strength; and, hko its master, used to all luxiuy and to all d<di 
cacics for so long, it was untrained to ant : its eyes were growing 
dim and ravenous. 

Chandcs sank down almost unconsciously on some stone steps d 
tho naiTOw thoroughfare ho had wandered into, and diew the dog 
to him with its fond head nestled in his breast ; ho could not bear 
the mute appeal of those longing, piteous eyes. The crowds 
past him, — rich and poor, chlolly the latter, for it was ii; a donsoly * 
peopled and ancient quarter, but all bent fast on their ovrit oii atiiiSv 
Two or three tunned their heads back over their shoulders to lr>ok 
At him, with his arm resting on tho shoulders of the animal that 



224 


Chandos, 


» 

pressed so closely to him ; none did more. They were the hurried 
pleasure-seekers and the toiling labourers of a great city; they 
could have no heed of one misery amidst so vast a canker of uni- 
versal want and greed. 

The throngs passed him like a throng of phantoms ; he thought, 
as ho sat there, of the thousand nights when ho had driven through 
l^aris with all the rank, with all the brilliance, of the Court of St. 
Cloud around him, with no name more famous, with no presonce 
more courted, at Tuilorios or Faubourg, than his own. 

>{ow ho must let his dog hunger for a broken loaf ! 

Whore he sat, the lamp-light Hashed on tho collar the retriever 
wore, — a handsome toy of silver, with his arms embossed upon it, — 
a relic of his long-lost life. Ilia hand wandered to tho padlock 
fastening it ; how many hours it recalled to him, that hurnishod 
ghttoring oruamont wlioro it gleamed under the dog’s black curls ! 
— hours of fresh autumn mornings among tho woods of (Harencieux; 
of breezy Scottish days, with tho splash of tho cool brov/n water, 
and the Hush of a snow-white swan, and the balmy honey-smoll of 
tho heather; of glowing deep-hued Eastorn sniisots, where tho 
reeds of tho Nile trembled in the after-glow, or tho curling flight 
of tho desert-hawk soared upward abo^o tlio rains of the temples 
of Jupiter Ammon ; — hours when tho days and tho nights were 
all too brief for tho glad luxuriance of tho “ life ho was gifted and 
filled with.” 

Then ho unfastened tho colbi, and rose and crossed the street 
to a small dark house whero he saw that things wore pawned,— 
a minor, obscure Mont do Piete. JIo entered and laid tho tov 
down. 

“ Take it,” ho siu’d, faintly, yet with a new, strange fierceness in 
the words, — the .rconoss that comes with tho gnawing of want ; 
“ take it, and give me food for tho dog.” 

Tho owner of tho wretched placo stared at him, and balanced tho 
collar thonghtfully in his hands, amazed at tho richness and tho 
workmanship of the thing oHbrod him. 

“ It is of value, — of great value,” ho muttered. 

Give me food for him, and tako it.” 

Tho words were very low, but there was somothing of menace 
in thorn. Tho man, old and, though avaricious, not dishonest, for 
his trade, glanced half frightened at their speaker, and, keeping 
the collar in his hand, stooped under his dirty counter, and drew 
out a i)lat0 of his own supper, — good food enough, thougli coai’se, 
and heaped up iu abuudauce. Tho retriever dovoui-od it as only 
starvation can dovour. 

Tho pawnbroker watched him with a half-stupid wonder, then 
took tliroo napoleons from his desk and pushed them towards 
Chandos. 

“ Your silver thing is worth more than your dog’s meat. Take 
those.” 

The coUar was worth thirty, as he knew well ; he voluntarily 
gave three. He thought himself stupendously honost; so he was, 
as tho world goes. 
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Chandoa drew back with an involuntary geshiro of repulsion. 
Want had not killed in him yot tho impiilsea of his blood ; then, 
as the colour faded, leaviiii? him deadly )»alo, ho stretched out his 
hand and took it. It would keep life in him for another week. 

'• I thank you,” ho said, aimidy, as ho bowed with his old courtly 
p aco to tho man who with wido-opon oyos watched him with a 
tiihcinatod amazo. 

“ Mon Plea murmured the pawnbroker, as he tumocl to Icavo 
the place, — “ inon Pint ! how stranfjo a man! lie wants food for 
a dog, and he bows like a king. ^ Well, I gave him llnoo, I gave 
him three ; I almost wish I had given him more.” 

Still, oven as it was, he felt by that voluntary gift of three ho 
had boon virtuous enough. Thoro aro many in higlior trades than 
ho who consider that to abstain for a liltlo part from all tho cheat- 
ing they have it in Ihoir power to do, is to attain a high degreo of 
social and commercial lujiiosty. 

Chandos turned to pass fiom llio place. In tho outranco stood 
Trevenna. 

Well clothed in daik warm seal-ikiiis that hung lightly on him, 
with his ruddy colour brighter, liis white teeth whiter, and his keen, 
frank oj'os bluer in tho winter air and glancing gaslight, ho stood 
in an easy comfort, in a traveller’s carelessness ; and on his mouth 
a lurking smile, — a smile of irveprossiblo ainusomont, of ironic 
triumph. Tie had watched (Jliaiidos luaiiy a time in tho gambling* 
Ik'II, in tho midnight streets, in tho opium-drunkonnoss, before ho 
h.id stood and looked at him whore ho lay insensible on what 
hcomed his death-bed. Ho had seldom lost siglit of him; ho had 
l)LOii the only ono who rcmoinbcred Jiim ; for hatois moreonduririf» 
than any love. But now only for tho iirst timo Chandos knowfJiat 
his ga/o was on him, —now when tho hazard of aeeidont had made his 
bitterest enemy ])auso at tho door of tho pawnsho]) and look on at 
Iho barter of tlio silvi'r toy. 

And not in tho iirsl instant when Chandos turned and saw him 
could ho wholly hide tho caustic mockery, tho victorious success, 
v.’ith which ho had watched this last depth of hopeless misery into 
Y/liich the man ho had jiursucd had fallen; not in that momtmi of 
'iijn'orno domination over Ids fallen friond could ho resist tho 
impulse that besot tho single woaktioas lurking in his briglit, bold 
nature, — tho weakness of an insatiable and wornaii-liko avidity of 
luite. 

Ho stretched out his hand with his old ready, pleasant smile ; 
the palm w'as filled with some ten or dozen sovereigns and a few 
ciisp bank-notes just won at tho whist-tables of tho Jockey Club. 

'' Tref-chcr ! when wo last mot, you used mo rather roughly 
because I otTonded you with a bit of common sense ; the direst 
insult to you men of genius. But let bygones bo bygones. Take 
what you want, Chandos ; you did the same for mo once. Take 
’em all : do, now. You won’t bolievo how, from my soul, 1 pity you, 
Bawnod tho dog’s collar?' — oh, tho deuce I Is it so bad as that? 
You look as if you wanted food youi-self ; why didn’t you write to 
lU'j I’m a poor man, as you know ; but still a (ive-pound note ■ ■ 

<4 
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Ho knew so well howto piorco with the cruellest strokes the most 
sensitive nerves of the nature ho had studied so long and so minutely. 
The words might have passed on a stranger’s car as kindly meant, ♦ 
though coarsely phrased ; ho know how more bitter than all taunts, 
more unbearable than all outrage, would they ba to the man who 
stood before him. 

He was not prepared for their effect. 

Chandos looked at him a moment in silence, then dashed hia 
hand down with his own clenched fist in a sudden blow that scat' 
teued in the mud the coins and notes. 

“ Take care 1 or you shall have the same on your jibing lips.” 

The menace was, low-breathed, but it thrilled with a fierce in- 
tensity of suppressed passion, Trevenna had not calculated or 
remembered the change that wretchedness and desperation 
work in the gentlest natures; ho had never thought how the 
softest and most pliant temper, goaded by indignity and altered 
by circumstance, will tui-n at last ferocious, liko a wild boar at 
bay. 

lie stooped, amazed and for tho instant speechless, and picked up 
the scattered money from tho doorstop) and the street (Trevenna 
never wasted anything ; it was ono of the secrets of his success) ; 
then ho looked up with tho iusolenco of superiority, the coarseness 
of triumph, that ho could no moro bavo sparoil to iho man before 
him than the hound will spare tho stag ho has pulled down tho 
gripe oi his fangs, tho wrench of his jaw^s. 

“ On my honour, morisoignonr. wo can't stand that stylo now, 
you know. Yoii’vo lost your head, that’s wdiat ifc is, wnth gaming, 
and drinking, and going to tho bad. I’m deuced sorry for you, on 
my word T am ” 

Ohaiidos’s hand fell with a swaving weight upon his shoulder and 
forced him back off tho step, off tho stones. TJncler tho goad of his 
foe’s insults, under tho taunting pity of tho man ho h.'ul saved ainl 
cnrichcdt all weakness of illness, all the (hV/inoss of exhaustion 
seemed to leiwv him ; ho felt as though the force of lions flowed 
back into his veins. 

“ Como out — into sonio lonely place,” he muttered in Trovoniia’s 
oar. “ Como quietly, or I shall find strength to kill you still.” 

Trevenna turned passively down a solitary, gloomy, uiilighted 
court of a dreary uninhabited fifteenth- century hotel, not far from 
tho Tourollo do la Reine Isaboau, in the ancient Euo dii Temple, 
where tho darling of Paris was struck down by tho assassins of his 
foe of Burgundy. 

Chandos had never released his grasp upon his shoulder ; he 
forced him slowly on and backward into tho darkness of the stone- 
paved court. Once alone there, in that gaunt black silonco, ho 
released him. 

“ Now teU me why you hate me.” 

The words were distinctly uttered, and wore not loud ; yet for 
the moment of their utterance, as he had done once before, Trevenna 
felt very near his death. But he was a bold man ; he did not 
quail ; he laughed audaciously. 
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“ Whv do I hate you P What a question I In tho first place, 
you can’^t know I do.” 

CJiandos took a step nearer to him. 

“ No lies ! Why do you triumph in my ruin P How have I eyer 
wron^^ed you ? ” 

Trovenna laughed again ; his temper was up for once, his savago 
hatred had got tho better of him, his caution was forgotten in the 
irresistible delight of flinging off tho disguise ho had worn so long, 
and taunting and cursing his fallen antagonist openly while ho was 
)>owerles3 ; oven as yonder, under tho IIouso of tho Imago of Ofir 
J.ady, tho boar of llurgundy had commanded tho “ coup dt ifnimiie ’* 
to tho fair lilbless body that his brute envy had slaughtered in its 
youth. 

“ I have no title to aspire ; 

Yet if you sink, I seem tho higher,* 

ho chanted, with a malicious humour. “ That couplet is true to 
jtho core. Triumph ? I don’t triumph. I only offer to lend you a 
five-pound note ; and you look doucodly as if you wanted it. Of 
oourso thoTo’s something droll in such a fall as yours. I can’t help 
that. To think of all you^UvSed to bo and all you are ! The soe-saw 
of Tortuno was never half so strikingly illustrated since tho days of 
Cra''^u8,” 

There was very little light whoro they stood, none save such as 
tho winter moon shod, but there was enough for him to see tho 
face above him, and tho words stopped abruptly oven on his fear- 
less lips. 

lie knew that for far less provocation than this blood had been 
t'hod a million times since tho days of Cain. 

“ Answer mo,” said Chandos, — and there was a menace in tho 
patient words more deadly than lies in passion ; “ answer mo. Wuij 
<u) you hato mo as devils hate H ” 

“ Can’t say how devils hate ! Don’t boliovo in ’em,’" said Tro- 
venna, flippantly. His audacious and insolent temper was dared 
and roused ; though he had died for it, ho would not havo aban- 
doned his victory. “No more do you. They all say now ‘ Lucreoo,' 
IS a deistical work ; a season later, it will be atheistical. Trust 
public opinion to run all down-hill when onco it takes tho turn. "Wliat 
if I do hate you P I’m not singular. No cud of men hato you, mou 
Chandos ! ” 

I Something of tho fierce concentrated passion faded from the face; 
K>n which tho white moou shone; a groat weariness of pain came 
there. 

“Hate Ihe P” ho re-echoed, dreamily. “ I never wronged any 
man, to my own knowledge. Why should men hate me P Why 
should you P” 

Trovenna shrugged his shoulders, and shook his sealskins with a 
careless laugh. 

“ ^Vl^y P Why, hate’s sown broadcast, like so much thistle- 
down. WTiy ? Perhaps you robbed me of my mistress, or I envied 
youi’s. Perhaps you beat me onco at ecarte. Perhaps you only 
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provoked me with your d — d languor of aristocratic hauteur ; that 
did a deal of mischief for you with a good many. Perhaps you in- 
censed me wdth the voiy cursed grace of your generosities, with tho 
veiy royal nonchalance of your liberalities; that annoyed more 
than you wot of, too. Hate? Why, what is there to wonder at in 
i hat h If I loved you, no^r, you inight think it out of the com- 
mon I ” 

-And yet, were love won by friendship, loyalty, and gifts, how 
had he bought this man’s I The memory rose in him where he 
stood, with the goading banter of Trevenna’s ironies on his ear ; yet 
tliere was too grand a fibre in his nature, too proud a chivahy in 
his blood, for him to smito his torturer with tho past of forgotten 
benefits, — for him to appeal iigiiinst ingratitude with tho rebuke, 

“ / fif'rvtd you ! ” 

“ VTou hate mo ! ” he said, slowly. ** / ” 

It was tho only utterance of reproach that passed his lips; in it 
a world was spoken. Though every other living thing had forsaken 
him, ho would have sworn that this man w'ould have been faithful 
as tho dog beside him. Tho rebuke, slight as it was, struck such 
lingering coiiscienco as Trevenna retained, and, with that sense of 
momentary shame, stung afresh all his greedy triumph, liis 
jeering exultation, his untiring mockery, into their pitiless ex- 
ercise. 

“ Well, if I do ? What if I do ? You*Jl call mo a hound that 
bites tho hand that fed him. Basta 1 monseiguour ; tlioro are some 
gifts and caresses wo can’t forgive so socui as wo could forgivo a 
kick and a curse. Unman nature! You loved human nature; 
don’t you love it now You wero an aristocrat, ana I hated aris- 
tocrats. A la lanUmc with oveiy one of ’em. Not but what I’m 
sorry for you, — dcuicod sorry for you. I’ll try to got you a place, 
if you’ll toll mo what you’ll fill. There are lots of things thoy’U 
.give you; tho world heartily pities you, you know, though you 
were so imprudent. Besides, if anybody over haled you, my poor 
Ohandos, u.ey can afibnlto forgot it now. You can’t sink lower,-- - 
a cleanOd-out gamester, a sotted opium -drinker, a beggar in tlui 
etroots!” 

Tho last words had scarce left liis tongue in their insolenci» oi 
assumed compassion, in their vindictiveness of victorious jibe, 
when Chandos dashed liis liand back on his lips, smiting them to 
silence, the solo answer that ho gave his traitor. His face hud 
changed terribly as ho stood and heard ; tho instinct of vengeance, 
tho instinct to «i7/, had wakoned in him ; for tho moment a very 
hell of crimo was in him. 

Trevonna’s laughing, sanguine, sun- tanned features turned livid, 
and sot fixed as in a vice ; tho blow stirred black blood in him. 
Lightly as a looi)ard, and as savagely, ho sprang forw'ard on tho 
man ho hated. Por one instant, in the grey gloom of the old 
lonely court, there was a closo-locked struggle ; wrong and hate ^ 
found their last issue in tho sheer animal blood-thirst, tho wild- 
brute, untamed instincts that live latent in all men ; tho next, tho 
ime(][ual contest ended. Just risen iiom his sick- bed, weak with 
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long fasting and past illness, fever-worn, and already blind and 
dizijy with the single exertion of the crashing blow that he had 
(iealt, Chandos reeled over under the fresh strength and supple 
ecience of his adversary, and swayed back heavily on the grass- 
grown stones of the desolate court. The dog, wlio had wandered 
away for a moment, sprang back with a lion’s bound and a lion’s 
buy as his master fell, rushed at Trevonna, buried deep fangs in 
his clothes and flesh, tore him with mad fury off Chandos, and 
stood guard over the sonsoloss and prostrate form; — none could 
have put a hand on it now, and lived. 

(Jliandos lay tlu'ro as ho had dono in tho frozen night when 
duido Jmlli had found him, utterly still, utterly senseless. 11 is 
lace was turned upward, and the moon shone on it with a while, 
cold, clear light. 

Llis foe lookod at him, standing much as in tho dim centuries of 
tho Aloyon Ago, a little further under tho shadow of tho tower of 
fair Quc’.en Isabcau, John of Burgundy had once lookod on in the 
evil night at tho stone-dead body of the man his jealous, covetous 
lust of ambitious envy had puisucd and hunted down to tho death. 

JIo had his victory, so sweet to him that ho never felt tho blood 
jiour from his shoulder, where tho retriever had seized him and 
ragged him olf. 

“ How easy to kill him now I” he thought. “Bah! only fools 
break laws. Ho will bo dead soon enough ; ho is worse than dead 
now; ho can I wish priests’ tales wore true, and souls 

could live. I wish his father’s could have power to see him as ho 
lios — see tho wreck of him and the ruin.” 

There was a hard, ravenous, gloating longing in tho thought 
that stretched out beyond tho grave. Not content with its ^MJrk 
on earth, ho looked liiigiiringly, oiijoj'ingl}", reluctant to pass away ; 
but it was rare that caution with him could be conquered by 
passion or desire, and ho know that if ho waited a moment more 
the dog would be at his throat, lie lookod onco more with a smile 
smile of full success — then went out from the still quadrangle, 
leaving the chill moonlight to settle in a broad imbroken space 
whore Chandos lay. 

That black shade of tho old Rue du Tomplo had seen many 
nmrdors since the night when Louis d’Orleaus was felled down 
there os he rode from his tryst with Isabeau ; but it had never seen 
fouler murder than that which John Trevonna had done, though 
he had hold back his hand from tho shedding of blood, from the 
breaking of law. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

•'BIW SHALL NOT HAVE DOMINION OVER TOtT.” 

The square court, surrounded with its four blank granite moss- 
grown walls, with tho round pointed towers looming darkly up 
towards tho sky, was wholly forsaken ; it was three parts in ruin , 
no one wandered there save once or twice in the length of the 
night, when tho beat of tho patrol’s stop sounded through it, 
waking its hollow echoes. It was as still as when, in tho mednoval 
ages, which saw its stones raised, tho monks of its brotherhood liad 
Ihited ghostlike through its shadows ; tho pale moon only looked 
down on it, her spectral swathes of light falling across the leadoji 
gloom of tho damp, lichen-coyerod pavement. 

liow long ho lay thero ho never knew ; hurled back, but swaying 
over from faintness rather than from injury, ho had fallen in a 
dead swoon, his head striking the stones with a dull sound that 
echoed through the silence. The fi’osh night-air revived him, 
blowing over his forehead and his oyes. Ho had been sinick dov ji 
heavily, liung in wrestling by a merciless hand ; but there wus 
little souse of pain on him as ho woko to tho knowledge of wbovo 
ho was and of what had chanced ; his bodily weakness had prevented 
iho strugglo and the resistance th.it inighc have been fatal to him. 
Ho looked up jit iho moon shining so far above, so clear, so bright, 
so traiujuil ,* lifo seemed to havo Jaded far away li’om him, and to 
have lelb him in tho calmness of tlio gnno. 

Ho rose with dillicully — his limbs felt powerless and broken— 
and ho staggered jui old stoiio bench hard by, where a shattered 
foiiiitain-spout sh wly lot fall a stream of water that ebbed away, 
glistening and shallow, in tho starlight over the squares of tho 
pavement. Ho stooped and drank eagerly from it — it was cold and 
puro — then ank down on tho bench. Tho dog gathered itsoll 
close against him ; there was no sound of tho world without, 6a\ o 
tlio dull roar of the distant night-traffic and tho striking of church- 
clocks upon tho stillness: they seemed alono in tho heart of 
— God-forgotten, man-forsaken, in tho midst of the peopled woiLl. 

Ill tho Boloiuu night, tho opium-mists, the braudy-drugg^d 
stupor, the doliiium of oxbaustiou, so long on him, passed avay ; 
tlu) thoughts of his mind grow clearer, for tho hi st hour since viic 
day of Ills ruin. An intense agony was oh him, — tho deep, still, 
tearless agony of absolute despair. Yet ho seemed to Jpok on tho 
mill of his life as from a bmial-placo from which ho wc«ild never 
rise ; to look on and see tho world that know him no more, tlio 
love that had abandoned, the friendship that had betrayed him, as 
one dead, whoso sense and soul returned to behold all that he had 
cherished revile his memory and forgot his loss. He had no feeling 
of pi-esont existence ; all ho knew was that in the world of men ho 
had no place, that in tho hearts of tho vast multitude of earth ho 
hod no remembrance, that he had perished for ever ij^to oblivion 
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when the stroke had smitten him down. There, in the slillnesa 
ttinl fcolemnity of night, all things seemed manifest to him ; apart 
Irom all that he had once known, he seemed to gaze on it and hoar 
its pitiless course pass on, as a man lying paralyzed watches and 
listens, having no more part or share with the humanity around 
liiiii than though his shroud had covered him, having no hand to 
raise if cheek be smitten, having no arm to lift if a fool mock 
his misery, having no lips to speak if a lie make foul mirth of his 
jiamo; lifeless, and yet among the living; slain, and yet alive to 
sutfor. 

This is how it seemed to him that ho was now. Breath was i\ 
him,— i hat was all ho claimed of life ; in evoiy other thing ho was 
a corpse; felled into a grave, whence he heard the jibing laughter 
of those who jested at his fall, the restless feet of those who passed 
till and bade him bo forgot, the stones Hung down on him by the 
huiids ho had Hlled with gifts, the kisses that wore welcomed by 
the check his kiss had warmed ! lie was dead ; and as the dead hit 
was abandonod and forgotten. 

The beauty that had been his was given to the om])race of another ; 
the caress that had boon on his lips now burned as softly on tho 
mouth of his spoiler ; tho roof that had sheltered him from his 
I)irth up covered tho sleep and the revel of strangers ; tho treasures 
that had owned him master, and been gathered by him from north 
t(j south, oast to west, wore bcatierod broadcast over tho earth ; tho 
world that he had led knew him no more, and never named his 
iiiono; tho women who had smiled in his eyes, and wound Ihoir 
wreathing arms about bis neclv, lot their bright hair brush tho 
bosoms end their pulses thrill to tho whispers of nowly- wooed 
lovers ; tho men whom ho bad served followud tho light of rising 
suns, and gave no heed to tho eternal night that had fiillo]i for 
him : all that ho had loved, all that ho had owned, all that ho had 
lost, was gono to make tho joy of other hearts : his fate was the 
fate of tho dead. 

He was forgotten in his misery, as slaughtered kings are for- 
gotten in their sealed sepulchres ; and his sceptre was not oven 
broken, in jnty and honour for his name, above his grave, but 
passed to tho hands of those who dethroned him, bringing them bis 
^voalth, his crown, his treasuries, his lieges. 

Of all that ho had possessed, of all he had reigned oyer, ho 
could claim nothing, — not oven a heart that had loved him. 

lie knew the wi(lt^ and tho depth of his desolation as Ao had 
never known it. Tile man whom ho had fed as utterly as ho had 
fed tho dog at his feet, when he had boon standing and homoless 
and fri^^ess, tho man whom ho had lifted from a foreign prison 
and served as few servo their own flesh and blood, tho man who 
had been his guest, his debtor, his suppliant for tho very bread and 
wine of his table, had turned against him, had deserted him, had 
cursed him with a foe’s hate; no other thing could have told 
I’im how utterly ho had sunk, how utterly had the world forsaken 
him. 

This man had flung his scorn at him, an^’ had reviled him with a 
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traitor’s pitiless mockery ; lie know it was the last depth of 
fall, tho last and the most infamous witness of his degradation,— 
as the riaiitagonet ha-d known it, when the hound that had been 
reared by his hand wont from him to fawn on tho conqueror. 

In tho state to which his mind had sunk, in tho world-wido 
wreck that he saw around him, the strangeness of Trevenna’s 
hatred struck him little ; ho did not muso, as earlier ho would havo 
done, on what could bo the secret and the spring of this coarse, 
merciless passion of enmity in one to whom his gifts had been us 
many as the sands of the sea, and whom ho had served more tiiily 
than ho had sorvod hiins(‘lf. Tlo iicceptcd it with tho hopeless 
apathy that comes with despair : all loll him, ull changed with Ins 
clianged fato, all condemned him whoro all had caressed him : it 
Koemod but of a pieco with the rest that tho greatest of dcbtois 
should bring him as payimmt tho blackest of ingratitude. 

Jn one seiiso only il id tho full bitteiness and ^liiimo of Trevenna’h 
taunts strike liomo to him : they showed him how low ho must have 
sunk that this inmi could driro revile him. It was less loathing of 
liis foe that rose in him than ilwas loathing of himself ; it was less 
haired of his betrayer’s infamy than it was hatred of liis own abas(‘- 
niont. Ho shuddered as ho thought what adversity already had 
made him ; he dared not think what a brief while moro might 
make him. 

A few nighis moio of the life lie had led, and ho would htivo been 
di'ad at llio Morgue, or raving in .i madlioiise. Tlio loiigllieiied 
sleei) that had preced(Ml tho cougr.stiou of tho lungs which cold and 
lack of food produced, had Ba\ed him ; had slilled tho fever in Ids 
blood, and freed bis ronsoii ir(jm tin' lialf-drnnk phantoms in which 
it had l(jst itself, and boon broken and blinded for so long, lie 
ruse from his wrotcred bed but the slnulow of what la* Inal once 
been ; but Mio look vas gone from his ey('SA\lucli had made tho./i//« 
tic joic in Ino gaming-don Ihrust the opium to him, a id bid him 
not live to bo wliat ho must bo. 

Her word*-’ c;iino back to him noAv where he tat, the seieiio, cotd 
night, tlirougn which tho stars alone loidved, slilling the not of his 
mind wdth tho senso of their own eternal calm. “ AVhat ho inusi 
bo ! ” Ho know Avell enough wliat that was. 

A little wdiilo move of such a life as ho had led since tho day t'f 
his ruin, of those hideous orgies, of that drunken stupor, of that 
horriblo and ghastly union of poverty and intoxication, of despair 
and vice, and tho lowest creaturo that crawled through tlio mid- 
night SHOW'S to devour tho stray relics of olhil that tho curs had lel't 
would bo as high as ho ; a little more, and every bettor thing would 
1)0 crushed out in him, and tho vilest den would spuin J^tini liom 
it to dio ill tho rivor-slirao liko a choked dog. 

Had ho embraced dishonour, and accepted tho rescue that a lie 
W'Ould have lent him, this misery in its greatest share had never 
been upon him. Ho would have come mthor with riches about 
him, and tho lovolinesa ho had worshipped would have been his 
own beyond tho touch of any rivars hand. Choosing to cleave to 
the old creeds of his race, ana passing, without a backward glance. 
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into tho paths of honour and of justice, it "was thus with him now. 
Verily, virtue must bo her own reward, as in tho Socratic creed ; 
for she will bring no other dower than peace of conscience in her 
|Tift to whosoever weds her. “ I have loved justn-e, and tied from 
iiiifiuity ; wherefore here I die in exile,” said Hildebrand upon his 
(loath-bed. They wiU be the closing 'words of most lives that have 
j’ullowed truth. 

AVhat could he be ? What could the future, if ho livt*d for one, 
hold for him? Misery, privation, abandonment, solitude, tho 
(•ofus(^loss thirst of vain desires, tho unoiuling void of elornal Ipsses, 
tlio liiiuuting knowledge of all ho might have bot'ii. These wore 
what iiiced him; those wore wdiat alone awaited liim. If ho liv(*d 
on, lie could but look for these, and for vi/vse yet, — ho to whoso 
beauty-steeped sonses every passing pain had boon unknown, every 
siglit of deformity been veiled ! H o thought of tho old sacred logieid 
of lliTodotus, — how, when the Argivo mother prayed at tho temple 
i)f Juno in Argo^ for tho highest blessing that mortals can attain to 
bo bostow^od on Cloobis and liito, her prayc'r was granted : her sons 
f(*ll asleep to w'ako no more, llo know now its terrible tnith, its 
eternal luoaiiing, — he who had thought ten thousand times tho 
span of his rich and shadowloss lifo -would bo too brief a s})aco to 
‘'peiul on earth! Death; — it would not coino to him; and lie 
longc'd for it as a man in a desert land, shi2uvreckcd amidst the 
bnining woallli of colour and tho cruel wantonnoss of beauty round 
him, longs for water as ho perishes of tliirst. 

Slill yet, oven yet, a pulse of life siiiTod that he could not with 
his uwii hand slay ; it was tho power of tho genius in him. Dulled, 
drugged, stilled, paralyzed, biaieatli the weight of intiiiito wretched - 
ness, the frozen ajjathy of dcsjiair, the fever of vico, tlio pangs of 
famine, it was not dead, and llio taunts of liis foe had stung the 
pndc sleeping with it into fresh existence. The insult of his tlobtor 
and his traitor had hccii tho cre-wning agony of liis pas^ion ; byt it 
brought back lifo in him, as tho {dunge of the sui goon’s steed will 
bring it back and cut the coids of death by llin very force and 
tuddouiiess of its stab. 

A g(’ntler hand could not have saved him or aiicstcd him; the 
uLpitying and brutal thrusts of his adversary roused him ere it 
w;n yet too late. 

There, in the silencf’, in tho solitude, walh tlio dark w'alls blood- 
ing above him, and tlie cold winter’s moon lof>kiiig dowm, some- 
chiiig of tho grandeur of rosibtance, scjmclhing of tho culm of 
endurance, came on liim. Should this man see him die in a 
bagnio ? point to him as one so womanish weak that the. first stroke 
of caTamity had slain him ? mock him fis a madinan, who, having 
squandered his birthright, flung his maiihoad and his mind and his 
soul away with it ? 

He bad been gifted with such a genius as was in Alcibiades when 
he bstened in love to the golden words of his master, or hoard the 
shouts of the people give him to triumph as his chariot-wheels 
crushed the wild thyme they threw. Should ho perish, like Alci- 
biades, in the arms of a courtesan, lost to all that earlier and holier 



234 


Chtmios, 


lime ? A ^eater iuheritanco than that which he had squandered 
had been given him in his intellect; a greater suicide than that of 
the body would bo the suicide that now was destroying the mind 
with which nature had dowered him. 

h'reedom was left him, and intellect, — the two first treasures of 
life ; whilst the powers of his brain were still his, and his liberty, 
the poet would •have said, — 

“Then first of the mighty, thank God that thou art.” 

There are liberties sweeter than love ; there are goals higher than 
happiness. 

KSome memory of them stirred in him there, with the noiseless 
flow of the lingering water ati his foot, and above the quiet of the 
stars; the thoughts of his youth camo back to him, aud his heart 
ached with their longing. 

Out of the salt depths of thoir calamity men had gathered the 
heroisms of their future ; out of the desert of their exile they had 
learned the j’owor to return as conquerors. Tho greater things 
within him awakened from thoir lethargy ; tho innate strength so 
long untried, so long lulled to dreamy indolence and rest, uncoiled 
from its prostration ; tho force that, would resist and, it might bo, 
survive, slowly camo upon him, with the taunts of his foe. It was 
possible that thoro was that still in him which might bo grander 
and truer to the ambitions of his iniaginativo childhood under 
adversity, than in tho voluptuous sweetness of his rich and careless 
life. It was possible, if— if ho could onco meet tho fato ho .‘shud- 
dered from, onco look at tho bitterness of the life that waited for 
him, and enter on iis desolate and arid waste without going back 
to the closed gates his forfeited pai-adiso to stretch his limbs 
within thoij* shadow onco morn ere ho died. 

Tficro is moro eourago needed ofteiilinios to accept tho onward 
ilow of existence, bitter as tho waters of Mavah, black and narrow 
as tho channel of Jordan, than there is over needed to bow down 
tlio neck to tho swoop of the death-angol’s sword. 

Ilo roso slowly and looked upward; tho hours had fled, the city 
wiis sleeping, tho busy feet of the crowds wore silent, and tho hush 
of an inlenso rest was on tho world around him. Beneath it vice 
might 3^et riot and misery still moan; but it was towards dawn, 
and tho noi.soless peace was unbroken ; the trembling rays of moon- 
light sliivercd on tho water’s surface, and far above, shining from 
llio doop, blud-black, fathomless vault, tho lustre of tho stars 
burned through tlio brilliancy of winter air, — a myriad worlds 
uacountod aiul unknown. Men had abandoned aud hope fGf.saken 
him ; on tho earth ho had no place, and in human love no memory ; 
but there, under tlioir solemn light, their own tranquillity encom- 
passed him ; solitude lost its desolation in tho eternity and tho 
immensity of that limitless space, of that unknown deity. 

A lifetime sufibrod hero, — what was it ? tho span of a single day 
ill those bright worlds beyond tho sun. In face of that changeless 
and endless calm, tho burden of so brief a labour might well bo 
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borne ; sufficient if through travail tho faiutest shadow of likonosa 
ujito truth were gained. To many in their aufiering that uiialtor- 
liLlo and eternal serenity of nature is pitiless, is u nondurable ; they 
find no mercy in it, no shelter, and no aid ; to him it was divino 
as consolation, divine with tho majesty of God. Above tho fret 
and vice and wretchedness of earth it brooded so still, so cold ; it 
stretched so boundless and so doathloss out into the infinite roiilms 
S2)ac0 ! — from it there seemed to breathe tho promise of a fiiluro 
when men should live “ sceptroloss, free, uncircum scribed from 
it there seemed to steal tho bidding, “Let tiio world abandon you, 
Lul to yourself be true.” 

Though ho had hxst all, thcro wore with him still tho dreams of 
Ills youth; tho world forsook him, and tho width of tho earth 
>t retched beforo him, — a doseit laid W’aste, barn u . and pitilo>s as 
throngli which ho iiuist 2)ass, wearily and in p»)litndo, to live 
Mid to dio alono ; yet ho aroMiwith his dead s( Length rovivtid, with 
lijo calm of a i^assionlcss cuduraueo fallen on him. 

llo aveeptod tho desolation of his life, for tho sako of all beyond 
11 lb, grontor than litb, which looked down on him lioni the silenco 
ui ihc night. 


BOOK TilK FIFTH. 


OIIAiTER L 
1^ i:x) I. 

Jt vaa sunset in Venice, — that Mij^rcmo TuonKjnt v.'lien tno magi- 
cal Hush of licht tran'^figures all, and waiidiaei eUM {mvo 

lung ached willi tho gi-eyne^s and the glino ot ii(jvi1iv..ih 1 <’jti(3S 
gazo and think tlioinhi'lves iu heaven. Tho si ill wabas of llio 
laguues, thcniarblcb and tho porphyry and the; ja ot the mighty 
jialacos, tho soft gia^yof tho nans all covered with i iing:s’'»’g^reen and 
the glowing blossoms of ernejaTs, tlio Jiidden un1i<[nu noohs wiiero 
somi? wo man’s head loaiiorl out of an iirehetl easeiu'iil, like a dn^am 
of tho Dandolo tinio when the .Adriatic swainnMl v/i!li the n turning 
galleys laden with llyzantinu spoil, tho dim, mystic, iiiuje.^tie vralls 
that towered above the gliding surface of llie <itei iial wiiU r, once 
alive with ilowers, and music, and tho gleam of gidden tresses, and 
Iho laughter of cai’c-less revellers iu tlie A'enicfi of Goldoni, in tho 
Venico of the Past ; — overj'whoro the sunset glowed with tho marvel 
of its colour, with tho wonder of its warmth. 
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Then a moment, and it was gone. Night foil with the hushed 
shadowy stillness that belongs to Venico alono ; and in the plaeo 
of the riot and luxuriance of colour thero was the tremulous dark- 
ness of the young night, with the beat of an oar on the water, the 
scent of unclosing carnation-buds, the white gleam of moonlight, 
and the odour of lilies-of-tho-vallOy blossoming in the dark arch- 
way of somo mosaic-lined window. 

One massive and ancient house towered up amidst many another 
palace, — a majestic, melancholy place, with shafts of black marble 
and columns of porpliyry, and der^p sca-piles that tho canal bathed 
into a hundred umber tints. Long ago some of the greatest of tho 
oligarchy had held there their hipest state ; now it was scarcely 
habited, loft to decay, and lost m gloom, — a sepulchre of detid 
‘Rories, while tho insolouco of foreign mirth and the shame of 
foreign arms outrjigcd tho captive and widowed beauty of tho Adri- 
atic spous(3. It was lonely and unspeakably desolate ; with the 
gliding slio(3t of tho still water beneath its walls, and tho long 
sombre lines of forsaken jialaces stretching beyond it on either side, 
and facing it in the splendour of tho early moon. Yet it was infi- 
iiitoly iin])rossivo, infinitely grand, standing there with its medisoval 
sculptures touched with rays of starlight, and its costly marbles 
washed by tho ebbing of tho tide. 

At one of its lofty, narrow ensoments a man leaned out into tho 
fragrant spriiig-fido air; ho had ris(‘i\ from close studios in tho 
chamber within — vast in spaco as a king’s throne-room, barren in 
garniture as a contadina’s hut — to watch the fading of the sun, th(.' 
sudden loss of all tho wealth f»f colour in tho grey hues of evening ; 
and ho lingered still, now that tho night had wholly fallen. Jn 
that stillness, in that soft lajiping of the waiter, in that glisten in 
the distance of tho silvery luguiio, in that scarcely-stirring wind 
filled with the breath of opening blossoms, there was a lulling 
charm, — there was tho echo of a long-lost youth. 

His face w,is of' a groat beauty ; though inaiiy years had passed 
over it, time c . uld touch and could dim it but Lttlo ; but in tho 
eyes there was the exile’s weariness and tho deep thought of tho 
scholar ; on tho mouth there was that look which comes of bitter 
pain borne, of strong victories wn-ung from calumny and poverty 
and hard dofianco, — such a look us Dante might have worn, yet less 
harsh, though not loss mournful, than the Florentine’s. He looked 
down on tlio deep and sleeping shadows, on the gliding darkness of 
the canal below ; tho sweotno.ss of tho young night, tho Adriatic 
fragraneo of tho sea- wafted air, brought him a thousand memories 
across tho desert of long years. 

Through his mind floated such thoughts as wearied Cleon 

“ Imleed, to know is something, and to prove 
How .'ill this beauty might be enjoy’d is more *, 

But, knowing naught, to enjoy is something too. 

Yon rower with the moulded muscles there, 

Lowering the sail, is nearer it than I.” 

There had boon a time when every breath of life had been for him 



In Exile, 


237 

enjoyment rich as tho god's life of Dionysus. Li moments such 
as these he longed for that dead time, as tho poet Ovid, in tho ico 
and winter storms and snow-bound forests of his Danubian exih;, 
longed for the golden sunlight, for tho purple pomp, for tho glaJ 
idolatry of tho vine-crowned land that know his place no more. 

“ Am I any nearer tho ambitions of my youth than L was twenJy 
years ago am I as near ? ho thought. In tho voluptuous hu-n 
and fragrance of tho Venetian night his years seemed cold and 
finiitloss and heavy-laden. 

Whore ho stood, in tho dark arch of tlio window, tho moasuicd 
music of oars beat tho water; beneath tho walls several goiulol.i.> 
gilded; on tho silenco rose, chauntod by tbo mellow voices of young 
Venetians, a h^unn of liberty. They iiiiekt pay to tlieir tyraulfi 
well-nigh with life for its singing ; yet that knowledgo gav'O no 
tremor to the. cadence that rang so bold and so clear in lYio still- 
ness. l^assionato, yet unspeakably sad, rich as th(^ world of colour 
thiit had just passed from tho world, but melancholy as the broaih- 
less stillnoss of tho calm lagiines, iJiu odo of freedom was hUiig by 
tho lips of those who knew theanselves slaves, — young, IVesh voices, 
tho voices of youth and of vivid ambition, yet touched to a deeper 
meaning and vibrating with a bopoloss desire ; for tlioy wore tlie 
voicoH also of forbidden liopo, and of thoughts hold in bond and 
enchained. It was the “ lu tnumpho ’* of liberty, — 

“ T!iou huiitros3 swifter tli.in the Moon ! thou terror 
()t tho world’s wolves! thou bearer of tlie (juiver, 

Whose sun-like shalts picico toinpcsL-tos''Ul eiror 
Afl liglit may pierce the clouds ; ” 

but also it was the lamoui of Loojiardi, — the lament most weary, 
most utterly desolate, of all uptm earth, — tlio lament of men whoso 
hearts ache for lofty aims and noble titdds, and whoso lives are 
denied all purpose and all otfort, — of men wlioso country is in 
thraldom. 

Tho chaunt ceased; all tho many and melodious tones which had 
lisen on the night and swelled louder and sweeter down the canal, 
till the boatmen far oIF Inward the echo and gave it back, wore sud- 
denly silenced, as a choir of song-birds will ceaso at noontide. Jn 
tho prow of the foremost vessel a young Venetian rosci, the gUiam of 
his auburn hair and tho kindling light on his face like somo ohl 
[lainter’s Gabfi(d or ^lichael yonder in tho gloom of tlio ancient 
churches, lie lifted his eyes to tho .arch of the casement whore ho 
stood uj) in the white, tremulous lustre of the moon. 

“JTou have striven for the freedom of thought and for the liberty 
of judgment,’* ho said, simply. “ Venice, who has lost th(;m both, 
hives you for that which you have loved, and gives you thus tho 
only homage she now dares.’* 

Without pause, without a word more, tho rowers bent above 
Uieiroars, tho gondolas floated down the dark surface, tho young 
impassioned faces of the singers turned backward with a fond and 
reverent fai-owell as their ve.'Sols swept into tho shadows, so deiep 
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so rjiyloss, underneath the walls of the abandoned palaces : it was 
all they had to give, that song of freedom in a fettered land. 

Tie to wliom they gave it thought it more than the gift of crowns 
laid at his foot. It touched him strangely with its suddenness, 
with its meaning, — this gratitude rendered to him by the young, 
pure, patriot- voices of those who might pay tho cost of that night’s 
uttorauco with tho pain of captive’s bondage or of exile’s banish- 
ment. It was more worth to him than any diadem with which tho 
world could hfivo anointed him, — this recognition of what ho sought, 
this knowledge of why ho laboured. 

It came to him as answ’or and rebuko to tho thoughts which had 
been with him as that unbidden music rose upon tho night. To 
enjoy was much ; but to sf^ok truth and labour for freedom might 
bo more. 

“ Ono fetter of trudiiion loosened, one web of superstition broken, 
one ray of light lot in on darkness, ono principle of liberty secured, 
are worth tho living for,” ho mused. “ h’amo ! — it is tho flower of 
a day, that dies when tho next sun rises. But to do somothiiig, 
however little, to free men from their chains, to aid something, 
however fuintly, thf) lights of reason ami of truth, to bo unvaii- 
quished tbrougli all and against all, theso may bring 0110 nearer the 
pnro ambitions of youth. Uajipine^s dh’s as ago conics to us ; it 
sets for 0 Y( 3 r, with the suns of early yiNirs : yet jx vhaps we may 
keep a higher thing bi'side which it lu'Ms but «i, brief loyalty, if to 
oursehes we can rest Iviio, if for tho liboity of tho world we can do 
anythiTur.” 

Bor ho was one of tlios(‘ wla* to tho ciut'^o of froodoin and of truth 
bring tho wc alth of tin ir iidelloct and the years (d‘ their life, and 
receive but little roqinhil save a sullen roveroiico wrung from an 
umvLlliiig 'wojid, and t je railing bitterness of tho crowds y/lio abhor 
light and hug crMir and tradition close. ITis wwds stirred with 
shame the he.irts nf nations steeped in lust and lethargy and tho 
greed of gold ; ru d they awoko to hoot and hiss tho ono who dared 
rouse thorn from their torpor or arrest them in their money-chang- 
ing. Tlis thoughts sank down into Ibo unworn hearts of youth, 
and they slvook themselves free from the ashes of superstition and 
tho chains of creeds; and the priests of suporstitioii cursed him. 
Ilis uttcraiico probed tho surfaeo of tho world, and, piercing its 
panoply of wordy f.ilseliood, brought to it tho clear, keen light ol 
Bcopticism and truth ; and tho world was weary of him, it slept bo 
much more soundly beneath tho veil and in tho darkness. He loved 
men with a jjity and a toloranco no trial could exhaust ; he would 
have led them, if ho could, to tho search and to the knowledge ol 
other tilings than their gold-thirst and their paradise of lies; and 
they turned back to their treasuries of money, to their granaries of 
hypocrisies, and would have none of him. Their cars were wilfully 
deaf, their eyes were wilfully blind, their foot loved the trodden 

S aths, tlioii* hands woro busy grasping their neighbours’ goods ; 

loy wondered at and they reviled him ; they would not follow to 
tho'mountain air he bade thorn breathe ; they stayed in the mud, 
seeking a coin> Ho was alone. Tho world gave him fame grudg* 
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ingly, reluctantly, because it could not withhold it longer ; but it 
left him alone and condemned because he saw no holiness in the 
shrine of gold, and no right divine in the tyranny of trnJ 'ion, 
lEowas alone; eagles that love the high light-penotrntod air, 
that has no mist and clog of earth-born dpst, must ever dwell in 
poliludo. Yet now and then thoro canio to him, as there had como 
from the voices of fettered men to-night, an echo of his own 
thoughts, a recognition of his own labours, and thc^so sulliccd to 
him. 

They v/ho labour justly for the sheer sake of truth find no'pro- 
pont rrjwjird : will they hereafter find it ? A weary question ; — one 
to which men never yet have gained an answer. 


CHAPTEIl II. 

m TRiUMTir. 

Tnn stars, as they shono on Vciiico, shone likowieo further north- 
ward on one of the mighty, hibyrinthino» ink-black cities of hihonr. 
Tho hofiyy pall of smoko loomed over the forests of roof, of chiin- 
neys, of factories, of churches ; tho bolls of tho latter wero cliimiug 
witli incessant, joyous, pealing clangour, bolls that rung a cJiimo 
called of Clod evci-y seventh day in the midst of tlio worshi]» of 
Mammon, bolls put up in many a sb'oplo, iron offerings to Doily 
by iron Ininds that wrung tho last bitter drop out of poverty, and 
clammed 'the Last starveUng of labciu*, and bought redemption 
cliea])ly by a sop to a parish priest. 

Tho bolls were rhyming wildly, with no pretonco, happily, that 
it was in tho honour of Godhead now,— tossing upward through tho 
V, 'eight of murlvy air wave on wave of changing sound, of riotous 
triuTiiph, of passionate, miithfui, random, nneonth jnusic like the 
harmony of Thor’s great hammers. Under tho sea of iron-echoing 
noise vast crowds pressed tumultuous, in a grim triumph like that 
of tho metal melodies. Their hard, keen, iiidomilablo faces were 
sharp-set as tho knives thej' made, were massive as tho iron they 
worked ; and on them was tho flush and tho pride of victory. J t 
was on tho night of a gi'cai election, an election that had followed 
in Lenten time on a sudden and UTihK>ked-for dis'-olutiou,— an 
appeal to tho country as agitating as it had been unforeseen ; and 
they had brought to tho foro their champion, their idol, tho most 
famous.of all hia party. In this vast city of Darshampton there 
was but one name and but ono sovereignty, — his. Tho people had 
crowned him ; and who should dare to discrown P 

In ono of tho chambers of a magnificent hotel, ho stood in tho 
dusky red glow of the sunset that bui’ned through the smoko-laden 
atmosphere and fell about his feet as though it too were eagr>T to 
seek him out and smilo on him, — this man, omnipotent in all ho 
undertook. A crowd of friends wore about him, breathless in con- 
gratulation on what "was but a repeated triumph, waiting in 
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delighted warmth of welcome on one in whom they saw a deity 
moro potent than all the gods of Semitic or Achcean creeds, — the 
doily of a supremo Success. Throngs had been about him from 
♦iarlicst Jays,— throngs of friends, of liattercrs, of men who believed 
in him honestly and would have fought for him to the death had 
need been, — of men who believed in nothing except the divinity of 
success, and followed that idolatrously in him because they saw his 
acumen never fail, his fortune never change. The city would give 
hiin ils banquet to-night; his party brought him devoted gratitude 
niid •ecstatic ])rido, the country bestowed on him scarce loss admira- 
1 ion ; young men looked to him as their leader, elder looked to him to 
reap tlio harvest of the seed they had sown in the future ; the aris- 
tooi acy dreaded, the plutocracy bribed, the multitude adored him. 
1 Lo was a groat man already ; later on ho would bo a greater, — 
popular beyond all cojicoption, triumphant in wliatovcr ho essayed. 

The sliouts and the clieers of the populace swelled louder and 
louder ; tho clamour was hoarse, Titanic, almost terrible in its im- 
])erativo power, as tho voice of thoPooide always is when once it 
thunders through tho land, — imperative for murder as imporativo 
for broad, mighty and resistlG.«!S alike in both. Jloro it rose with 
one accord, with one word, — his own name. They had brought 
him in, — those men withthoir horny, supple hands, and their bl.ack- 
(iiied, resolute brows, and their limos like the liiribs of tho old licr- 
suukors, those men of tho lUack Country, who grasped so doggedly 
at truths sharp as stc'ol, yet giMS])ed l)ut at half-truths, and, so 
blinded, reached but hatred of an Oi’dcr Avhen they though t| they 
grnsi)e(l at liberty for !^^J^Tlkiud. Tho shouts swelied louder ainl 
louder, more and more full of poroinplory demand ; they had 
broughi. him. throu di, or thought they had, and clamoured for 
their idol. 

lie humoured thorn over, as a lion-tamer humours his cubs, that 
ho. may cut tb<3 claws and grind smooth tho teeth and make tho 
brave oeast Ik' down passive as a spaniel at bis bock, and turn to 
profit tho world’s terror when ho shows how docilely ho guides the 
wild, tawuiy, desert-king, that at his bidding would leap forth and 
tear and slay. 

lie w'ent out on tho balcony, and the din of tho acclamations 
rolled up to tlio red evening skies like thunder. lu the largo squan; 
before the building, and in the transverse streets that crossed ai d 
mot, tho dense multitudes were gathered, wave on wave of human 
life, surging in in swift succession, and stretching far and wddo 
away beyond tho sight, liko a stonny and rcstles.s sea. Theh dark 
faces, swarthy and begidmed, shrewd and stem, were tunied up • 
ward to tho balcony with an eager pride and pleasure, w^hile from 
the brawny chests of the iron-workers that tremendous welcome 
rung. Tho sun shone more burnished red in the crimson, heavy 
west, and, slanting in broad, glowing, dusky streams of light 
athwart the misty gloom, fell on that ocean of upraised faces, and 
across the eyes of the man they hoiioiu'ed, — eyes so keen, so mirth- 
ful, so unerring, so full of sagacious life, of triumphant victorj’. 

“ lie is the man for tho Future,'’ said ono stalwart worker, with 
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tho breath of the fumace-blasts and the blackness of the iron- 
foundiy upon him, yet who readBentham, and Foiuior, and Mill. 

One, less book-wise and more world-wise, pierced nearer to tho 
eeciet of success, to the root of populaiity, as he answered, 

“ lie’s more : he's the man for tiie Prosent.” 

“ And tho man for tho People ! ” shouted a third, behind them. 
Tho words were caught up and echoed on all sides, till they ran 
lliroiigh the packed thousands like electric fluid, till from tho whole 
of tho swaying gigantic mass tho words broke unanimously, rising 
liigh abovo the pealing of tho bolls and the strife of tho streets, 
liurling his namo out in that grim, passionate, furious love ot a 
imdlitiido which has ever in it something, and wellnigh as much, 
of inonaco as of caress. 

ILo nodded to them with a ])h‘aMiiit, f.nnib ir smile, — such a smile 
ns a boy gives to his favourite and unruly dogs ; llicn bo stood move 
forward against tho iron scrollwork of tho balcony, looking down 
on that iiioveinont bonoath him, and spoke. 

Not for tho first time bore, in Darshampton, by many, tho ring- 
ing, metallic, clarion-roll of tho voice they knew so well stilled 
them like magic, thrilled thorn as hounds thrill at tho notes of a 
horn, and hold thoin in cliock as the liorii holds tho pack. He 
spoke as only those can spenk who have boon long trained to the 
public arena, who havo studied every technicality of tlieir science 
and every weakness of their audience, who havo brought to it not 
only tho talent of native skill, but the polish of long usage, the 
])owcr of assured practice. Jlo spoke well, — keen, trenchant, 
vigorous, humorous oratoiy, hhiglish to tho backbone, coarse in 
its pungency, withal, hero, ns it could bo scholarly elsewhere, 
ftrikiiig to the heart of its subject as siirol}^ and as sfraiglitly as 
the arrow of Toll to tho core of tho aiiplo. Tbia-o was a broath- 
hvss silence while he spoke, tho trumpot-liko tones of his ring- 
ing voice penetrating without effort to tho farthermost of Iho 
listening throngs, the Swill-hko humour and wit .shaking ^jar- 
donic laugliter from the brawny chests of hi.s hciu-ers, the biting 
and incisive roasoniug drawn in by them as eagerly as town- 
ducted lungs draw in the .salt, fresh breezes of the sea. He was 
their master, though they thought tlioinselves hi.s electors and 
cn^ators ; and ho played at will on them, as a strong, skilled hand 
plays on a stringed instrumoirt, moving it to what cadence ho 
chooses. They listened in devoted silence, only broken by tumul- 
tuous cheering, or by tho hoarse, gaunt laughter that was ominous 
as any curses raised against what they hated. Ho spoke long, 
though so succinctly, so pungently, that tho minutes of his speech 
seemed momenis ; then ceased, while tho rod sun -glow still strayed 
his foot, and the chimes of the bolls swung wild delight, and tho 
shouts of the populace teeming below deafened tho air with his 
name. 

Ho laughed to himself as he bowed many times his thanks and 
his farewell, then sauntered from tho balcony into tho lighted and 
crowded room, glancing back at th^t shifting sea of upraised, 
earnest, hard-lined faces in tho dusky heat of the fading sun. 

u 



D — d rascals, every one of you, my friends,” h© thought, “ oi 
out-and-out-fools ; God knows which. Have about oiDpression and 
tho wi’ongs of Capital to Labour, while you send your children to 
sweat, at five years old, in furnaces, and threaten to kill yoiu 
brother if ho don’t join your trade-union and strike when he’s told : 
clamour for tho rights of man, and worry your brains after political 
economics, while you think all the ‘ rights * centre in scribbling 
your name in a poll-book and talking mild sedition in a tap-room ! 
Oh, you precious fools ! how we use you, and how wo laugh 
at you ! ” 

For he was not even wholly fnio to those who wore so true to 
him ; and ho had no belief even in their thorough, heartfelt earnest- 
ness, erring from imi)erfect vision, and distorted from imperfect 
education, but sincere and true in its widest errors. 

They thought they had made him what ho was; he knew that 
they wero his tools, his wax, his weapons. 

lie glanced hack once on to tho vast, oscillating crowd in tho 
reddening angry sunset mist, and tho laugh of a consummated 
victory, the insolence of a secure triumph, wero in tho backward 
flash of his eyes, mingled, too, with a certain proud i)Owor, a cer- 
tain exultation of self-achieved distinction, llis naino was still 
echoing to tho skies from tho lungs of tho close -packed throngs. 

“Who dare sneer at that name now he thought ; and there 
was in that thought tho glow which Theniistocles ielt w’hou they 
who had exiled him as a nainolcss thing of tho j^eoplo, to wrestle 
with the base-born in tho King of Ojniosarges, welcomed him in 
tho city of tho Violet Crown as tho victor of Salamis, tho slayer 
of Forsia. 

Then ho wont within from tho stormy clangour and tho scarlet 
flusli of evening, and was feasted through that night by the men 
of the mighty town nobles who hated him bearing tlioir part in 
his honoui’, rivors of wine flowing to his toast, tho crowds of tho 
streets knowing no theme but his present and his future, tho nation 
on tho morrow saying, as tho cit3»^ said to-night, “He is a great 
man ; ho will no a stiU greater.” 



BOOK THE SIXTH. ’ 


CIIAPTEE L 

“ rftlifAVEllA ! GIOVENTU DELL* ANiSO ! ** 

Do\\rN at tho foot of tlio mouiitain-.'ilopoa reaching to Vallom'brosa, 
hidden away in tho doo]) belt of tho choatnut-forosts, was a little 
Tuscan village. Sholtored high above by tho pines of tho hills, 
and veiled from every glance by tho thick masses of tho chestnut- 
leavori, no strango foot over scarcely wandered to it. it was out 
of the route of travellers ; it had sluniborod hero for ages : it had 
bi,<'ii here when Milton looked on tho V'^al d’Arno ; it had been 
Lao whouTotila thundered at tlio gat(‘S of lloino ; it had boon hero 
when IMaulus caught in tho colour of his words th(> laughter, tho 
ijiiith, tho tavelll-^Yi^', tho girls a hire aUnre^ tho wino-brawls, and 
the IJaechan feasi -} of tho Latin life; it had been hero through all 
changes, but it liad never chang(‘d. Ikdiko, it had bouu sacked 
by ('lusar, lazod by iiieodoiic, vi'ilod b}’' Stilicho, pluniJorod by tho 
i ranks of Call; but it avus still the same, bui’viving all ruin, and 
covered in tho siDring-tiino with so douse a leafy .shad*) that tho 
grey tint of its stoiio, tiie rod brown of its few roofs, show'ud no 
more than tho oriole’s nest through tho boughs, Tho jiurplo pluma 
of tho olives ripened and were g.itherod, tlio rod o.siia’s changed to 
tender green, the grapes were garnered with the viutago-tide, tho 
cattle came down the hill-sides v/lion tho susi sank hnv, the chest- 
nuts turned to ruddy brown and broke their husks and fell upon 
the mo.ss; a. few live.s Avoro born, a few lives AV'ero buried. Tlieso 
Aveio all the cbange.s known there, the changes of tho night and 
day, of the soasoii.s of tho year, and of tho coining of life and of 
death. The light of tho after-glow shuuo on it, tho scorch of tho 
later sumnicr parched it.s holds and Avood.s, tho snows of winter lay 
upon it.s hill-top and gleamed bedAveon tho darkness of its i)inesv 
tho breath of the spring breathed tho lloAver-glory over its laud, 
ind uilCuiied tho AA’liiie sjiiral bloiMnn of its arnins in tho water- 
bed ; but through wars and rnmoiira of wars, through tho Cam- 
paign of Italy as through tho wars of tho Groat Captain, through 
tho raA'ages of tho Cinque Cento as through tho raids of tho Gotn.s 
and the Gauls, tlio little woodland nook of Fontano Amoroso 
lemajjied unaltered, as though the foot of Dionysus when it hud 
pressed its sward had bidden its blo.s.soms keep on etornal bloom, 
and the Dryads and tho Satyrs, driven from every other ancient 
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haunt, still lived beneath the green fronds of its trailing plants, 
and laughed amidst the bronzed gold of its autumn vines. 

It was ill the “mezza netted’ Aprile,” beloved of painters, 
hymned of poets, which makes of all the Southern land one fresh 
and laughing garden. IJpward yonder, higher still on the hills, 
there was some little ehilliiess Lingering still, and the air blew keener 
through the aisles of pines ; but here, midway in the sloping of rich 
mossy greensward, deeply sheltered by its beeches and chestnuts 
and by the slopes of its fir-woods, the delicious spring of Italy was 
ill its fairest, with the purjilo orchid glowing in the noon, and the 
dolifiate wind-flower fanned by the breeze, and the young buds of 
the vino opening in the clear and perfect light. A fcjw miles from 
the clustering dwellings of Fontano was a grove of boech-trees, 
always, savo at tho height of :ioon, dark as twilight ; for the branches 
were dense, and the trees towered massive and many. Yet in tho 
heart of them was a nook lit for tho couch of a Naiad, — lit to have 
had laid down in it tho fair lifeless limbs of Adonis. In tho shade of 
tho leaves tho moss and grass were over fresh ; the sn n -tan of niidsuni- 
mor never brought drought there; anemones and violets, and all wild 
flowers that bloom in Tuscan woods, filled it with odour and colour, 
and through it welled tho bright clear water of a broken fountain, 
BO old that undoriioath its moss might still be traced tho half-effaced 
Latin inscription, lly it perhaps Virgil once had learned, or 
Claudian rhymed his epic ; at its spring tlio beautiful evil lips o) 
Antonina might have drunk, or, Iv’tig bt sido them, Lucretius might 
have thought of tho Ihruriaii shades, looking far down into those 
deep, ray loss aisles of beech, sublime and sad as his own genius. 
Where the wahir rippled, hosing itself among tho mosses and the 
orchids, a glory of sunlight came, touching to silvo.r tho wing of a 
wood-pigt3on poised lO drink, lending a warmer blush to tho wliito 
wild rose as tho rilbiig boo humined far down in its violated chalice, 
and shedding its ripe gold on tho hair of a young girl loaning; 
motionless thei o. 

Tho birds, ' jarlcss of her presouco, paused in their flight to glance 
at her ; tlio nightingales, thinking it night in the beech- shadows 
yonder, sung her thoiv softo.st .‘^ongs; the butterllios alighted on 
the flowers her hands hold ; they know her well, they loved her: 
they were her only playmates in tho long Italian day. Aruinlilit . 
and tho palo-groc'ii blossoms of tho ivy, and anemones glowin/ 
crimson, and tho emerald coils of moss, wero in a loose sheaf on hi i 
lap; she eat in ji day-droam, watching tho mystical flow of iln- 
water as though its patient music could sing her the hymn of hi i 
future. 

She was very young, but on her beauty was tho Tuscan- glo'v ; 
and she had already tno tall, .slender, yielding, voluptuous foiiu et 
tho South. In the hair, like a chestnut that has the ilock of the 
sunlight upon it, in tho deep eyes with their blue-black lustre ainl 
their dreamy passionate lids, in tho lips so soft, so proud, so mourn- 
ful, in tho brow, broad and thoughtful like an antique, in tho bril- 
liance aud tho light upon tho face, wero all the Southern types : 
it was only in the fairr.ess of tho skiu that something moie Northeru 
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have been fiiuciod; in all else it was the rich ami sunlit lovc- 
iiiio.^s of Italy. 

Her hand rested on tho stone that bore the Lahu words, all 
covered now with tho wild growth of ivy ; her gazo rested on th(j 
water sparkling so bright in sunshine hero, Jlowing so dark 
beneath tho grassc's there ; tho ehoaf of woodland wealth rested 
listlessly on her lap. Sho leaned there, in her childhood’s caro- 
lossness, in tho classic solitude, against the black shades of tho 
beech- woods that closed her in as in a tomplo, and only lot tho 
ilood of snn pour do\sai across tho mined lloiniiu fountain aiuT the 
coiinilcss /lowers at her loot. 

She was fair as Sappho while yet love was unknown and a child’s 
laughter amidst tho roses of Toma was only Juishod now and then 
by vague and prescient dieirns ; she w’as lair as lloloiso whiio yet 
oidy tlio grand Serenity of tlui (Iror'k scroll lay opened before lior 
(‘Ves and no voice beside Inn* liad taught a loro more fatal and a 
mystery more mournful than tho wise words of Hellas. 

She was very lovely, motionless lu're where no sound came e\- 
ef'pt tle^ lolling of tliu water and tho gliding noise of a bird’s wing, 
when* tho tender green blossoinimr vines hung coih^l abovc^ hm’ 
head, and W’horo the do(‘p brenze ol tlm ])eech-belt dn^w round be,v 
tlie gb.om of tho night. 

A\’lioio she loaned thus, oiu* pnsMiig through tho d< nsonoss of 
that gloom saw' her, unseen lum.velf, and ])au.sed; ho tliougliL of 
bro><'i [liiK* aiiKJiig tho Jlow'cis ore tho cruelty of fiit(» f'll on her. 
The young life ai.d tlio gva*'S-grovvii ruin, tlio ai^ile ot {;oIour and 
sunlight, and the mass of ei (‘lo^ng shade, \ver(» a ]>iet.uio and a 
])Oom in one, — tho gladiieFis of a ^iii'ck idyl, with the mystic daik- 
iiess of a Northern ?:5aga. 

Once ho would have lingered there, drawm tlio ivy-W'roatliH from 
the liai ids, w'ooed the eyes from their iruising go /.(g pa used hosido 
lier in tln^ leafy peace, — once, in the days of Ins youth. Now ’ ho 
leohed an instant, thought how fair she was, and i):i!"<ed onw'ard 
dow'ii Ills lonely path far into tho bceehou sliadow's. 


CIlAl’TER IL 

CASTALLV. 

StTDDRNLY’, wdtliout a warning, tho radiance of tho late ‘day 
clouded. Before the mules could patter along tho stony roads, 
before tho contadino could reach hoiimward us they came from 
antique Pelago, before tho workers could leave tho oljvo-fiolds and 
vineyards, before tho mild'ioyed oxen of the Aponnine could be 
driven through tho rank hill-gross, without warning, tho mighty 
clouds gathered, tho night fell, the fires ran dow'ii heavens, tho 
storm broke. 

Through it, as best he might, he who had an hour or two before 
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passed through the moss-grown path of the beech-woods, made hig 
backward way. It was now peril to life and limb to be out in its 
fury ; the melon-plants were tom up by their roots, the twisted 
olives writhed into tenfold contortion, the peaceful bubbling waters 
turned into angry torrents, the young trees were uprooted and 
hurled down the ^teep descents ; the* darkness was impenetrable, 
except when the lightning lit the whole land in its glare, and the 
rushing of stones and of boughs and of saphngs, as the winds tore 
them up and whirled them on its blast, roared with a thunder only 
droWhod in the peals that shook from hill to hill and echoed 
through the solitudes of the forest. 

He could not even toll his road ; ho had lost its certainty in the 
blackness around. Unknown to himself, ho had wandered back 
once more into the beech-glades, and was lost in their impeneti-ahlo 
shades, instead of holding on his u})ward road along the hiU-sido 
through the pines. Ashe wont, feeling his way slowly through 
the dense hot gloom, ho trod on some fallen thing that his foot 
crushed oro ho felt it. Ho stopped and stooped to it ; lio thought 
it might bo some frightened hare or some lingo bird struck in the 
storm and entangled in tho yielding, clinging moss. Tho darkness 
was dark as that of a moonless midnight ; ho had no sense to guido 
him hut tho senso of toiicb. Tlio grasses and tho tlowers, all 
bruised and beaten, met bis band; tlien, as it moved furtlior, it 
wandered to the loose trail of some iioating hair, and ])asscd over 
tho warmth of human lips and I he ontline of a woman’s cheek and 
bosom. Tfo thought of the Tuscan child whom ho had seen in tho 
sunset light. 

Tho la'.avy tresses lay in his hand ; lie could not tell whether she 
wore living or dead , she w^as so still in tho darkness. He passed 
his hand gently over her brow, she did not move ; ho spoke, she 
did not hear; bo drew her loosened dicss over her uncovered chest, 
she did not feel his touch. There wais warmth Irom tho lips on his 
palm, there ..as a faint pulsation in the heart as ho sought for its 
throb ; that w^as all. Elso sho lay, as ono dead, at his feet in 
the blackness of the driving storm, in tho din of tho echoing 
thunder. 

Tho fire flashed from tho cleft skies; the blnzo of an intolorablo 
light poured down. In it he saw lior, and the broken stone of tho 
Latin ruins, with tho w’ater gliding into its dc'O]), still pool. Ho 
paused a moment, loaning over her with tho tliiclc wealth of tho 
hair lying in his hand; ho could not leave hei’, and succour there 
was none. AVith littlo thought, save such an impulse of ]nty as 
that in wkich n man might raiso a fawm his shot had struck, or a 
song-bird his foot had trodden on, ho stooped and raised her in his 
arms. Her head fell back, her limbs were powerless, she lay 
passive and unconscious in his hold; forsaken here, sho must 
perish; death was abroad in every .blast, in every flash. He 
hesitated no more, hut leaned her brow against his breast, and, 
thus weighted, wont on his toilsome and perilous waj’’ thi’ough the 
beech-glades. Ho know his road now ; that w'as much : and ho 
v\'n8 not voiy far from his own home. He forced his passage 
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plowly and with difficulty through tho denseness of the woods. It 
was a lotlious and dangerous toil. But still as ho wont ho sholtorod 
Ijor, and lio pierced his road at length through tho aisles of tho 
beech- wildcnioss till ho caino into tho broken arches of what ]iad 
once been stately Iloman courts. So far near his rofugo, ho paused 
a second to tako rest ; tho vivid lightnings filled tho arcade with 
their glow, tho peal of the storm rolled above ; he leaned against a 
marble shaft and looked down on his burden. Her head rested 
on his breast as peacefully as though sho slept upon her inotfhov’s 
lieart; tho long dark lashes swei>t her cheek; her lips wore slightly 
})arted with a warmer breath. There was a toucliing sanctity in 
tlie unconscious rest, a plaintive appeal in iho extremo youth and 
in its death-like calm. 

“ Poor child ! ” ho thought, ** slio may live to wish sho had been 
ubandorif'd there to dio in the peace of licr childhood.” 

In other years his lips would have called hack tho sleeping life 
with a caress ; now he looked on her with a passionless pity, gonthj 
bcc.uno profoundly sad, sad hocauso sho had so much youth, and 
tl'.d youth was a wonvan\s. 

Then ho wont onward through tho shaltored avclics that W(‘ro 
r'‘mo])iod and covered with inipeiudrablo i\ y and feathery grasses 
tinted to every huo in tho Hashings of tho light, and ontorod by a 
low sid('-d()oii tho first court of a Latin villa half in mins, crossed 
tlio court, and passed into tho liivt chamber. It was long and 
l<d'ty, and had in it tho decay of greatness ; fragments of a portiict 
'•(‘iilpturo wore upon tho walls, a frosco in linos fair as though 
p. iiitod but yesterday covered tho ceiling, tho pavement was of 
mosaic marbles; thc.so were all of its old classic glories that time 
had loft untouched : for the rest, it was an artist's studio, a stude^nt’s 
, library, strewn with papers and with books, w’ith h(‘ro and there a 
cast or bronzo ; at tho far end a lectern with a vellum manusciTpl 
open upon its wings, and in tho midst an I'ltruscan lamp swinging 
from on high and shedding a subdm'd silvery light .and a soi't 
perfumo oil tlie gloom. Hero ho brought her, and laid Ikt gently 
down upon tho cushions of a couch. Sho know no! lung of what 
was done with her. Ho wont to a flask of Montopulciano standing 
II' Mr, poured somo of tho wiuo out, and touched her li])s with if. 
^ho diank a little, by mere instinct ; the warmth rovivfd her ; her 
hMs trembled, then unclosed, and her cyo.s looked out with a 
'Iroriniy, bewildered sightlessness, 

“ AVhat is it ? AVliere am I ^ ” 

” Have no fear, my child ; you are .®afo now. I found you in 
the storm, and brought here.” 

Her glance met his ; consciousness camo to lior. 

“ You saved my life, cccelicnza ! How can 1 thank you ? ” 

Pjy tolling mo you are unhurt.” 

Sho'looked at him with thdt awed wislfulnoss, that earnest won- 
dering gratitude, of a child. 

He touched the bright masses of her hair, moving them back 
from her brow — sho was so young; ho caressed hor with his hand 
tts ho would a wounded bird. 
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“ I fear you are in paiu ? There is a bruise on your temple ; 
and you were senseless when I found you. Do you suffer now ? 

“ Oh, no ! not much. You brought me from the forest? IIow 
good ! how merciful ! ” 

She stooped her head with the supple gi’ace of the South, and 
Icissed his hand with the reverent supplication and thanksgiving of 
a young slave to her owner. lie drew it from her quickly. 

“My child, do not pay mo such homage for a more common 
charity. What creature with the heart of a man could have left 
you to perish alone ? The blow must have struck you down soiise- 
Was it from a bough do you think ? ” 

She shuddered with the iriomoiy. 

“ 1 cannot recollect. The storin came up from the back of the 
vV'oods before 1 saw or thought of it ; it burst sud(l(‘nly, and as 1 
wont something struck mo down ; wht'ther it was the Hash or 
a fallen branch, 1 can remember nothing since, till I awoke— 
hero.” 

She lifted herself a little, and glanced round the chamber with 
the startled wonder still in her eyes, as of one who wakes from a 
deep sleep in a strange scone ; her glance came biick to him, and 
dwelt on him with a venerating marvel and admiration : slio knew 
his face W(dl, thougli until that day ho had never seen licrs. Her 
swooping lashes \ver(! wciglitcd ami glistening with tears as she 
looked — sweet, sudden ttuirs of an infinite gratitude for her rescue, 
and to him by whom she had been saved. ISho was very fair in 
that moment. 

Her hair, all loos('iu‘d by the wind, foil backward and over her 
shoulders, like a ‘liowor of molten gold; the warmth of the 
chamboi’, and the surprise of her waking thoughts, gavo a glow 
liko a wild rose to her cheeks. Some of tlio ivy-coils that she had 
dropped in her haste to rise and floo from the storm had caught in 
the gay coh'^Ti and tho white broideries of her simple picturesque 
dross : an artist would have given a year of his life to have 
painted her as she was Ihen, in tho shadowy chiar’-oscuro of tho 
lamplight, in the marble waste of tho fur-stretching, half-ruined 
chamber. 

A dim fugitive memory wandered before him with the glance 01 
her eyes, — a likeness that ho could not trace, yet that pursued 
liira, rose before him with tho earnest, haunting beauty of her 
luce, bar down in his past it lay ; he could not disinter it, — he 
could not give it name or substance, — but its shadow flickered 
before him. She was liko something remembered, liko something 
recovered. 

“ You are tired and exhausted ; lie still,” ho said, as she strove 
to rise. “ They shall bring you food; I need some myself; nnd 
in an hour the storm may lull, perhaps. May I ask who it is that 
my roof has tho honour to shelter ' 

She looked nt him still with that wistful wondering homage; 
she was shy with him, and tho language of courtesy was unfamiliar 
to her: it was very new to her to be addressed so. 

“ What is your name, poverina f ” he asked her. 
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“They call me Castaiia.” 

“ Castaiia ! — a fair and classic name ! And what else P ’ 

“Nothing else, eccellouza.” 

Her Toice was very low; her head sank, the tears glittered 
thickly on the length of her lashes. In tbo unswor slio had told 
linn all the history she had. 

Ho was silent a moment, regretful that he had pained her ; his 
voice was very tender as ho spoke again. 

And your mother — is she living h” 

She shook her head. 

lie looked at her with a deep pity, this child witli the brill i:nico 
of Southern suns about her, and a lato so Ion* I3' and so blightoil at 
the outset. 

• llo asked her no moro ; but, ns a Tuscan woman answered his 
sumiiioiis and brought into tho chainbor a tray of fruits, and 
iriacaroni, and trulHes, with soino ilaaks of Italian and llhino 
wines, he served her with hia owni hands as assiduously, as rovo- 
MMitly, as an 3' would sorvo a queen. And as tbo rest and tbo 
food revived her moro and moro, and more and nioro restored 
tbo animation to her lijjs, tho lustro to her eyes, slie M'enicd, in tho 
uiitiquo classic Doric charm of tho sibait chamber, like some gem 
of tho old Yoiictian masters sot in tho white coldness of tho marble 
wulls — like some Imstroua, gold-loavcd, Italian ilowor, sprung 111 
its bud from tho grey solomDit3', the sublime decay, of Itomaii 
ruins, 

ilo wondored whence she caino and what she was — this Tuscan 
cl lid with tho grace of a dauglitcr of tho Aiitonincs, who was 
without a iiamo; and onco moro tbo momury which had haunbal 
liim rose again, not to be grasped, but lust in tho mazy siiadoa 
of a far-di.staiit past. 

Tho storm was at its lioiglit, tlioro socmed little cbanco c)f its 
abatement ; tbo mighty din of its thunder rolled like tbo roar of a 
hundred battles, and tho moaning and trembling of all tbo beech 
and chestnut woods were board on tbo stillness. Sbo shuddered as 
sbo listened. 

“ Ah ! T should havo boon lying dead in all that terror now, but 
for your pit3' ! ” 

“ Do not thiuk of it,” ho answered soothingl3'. “ Let tbo storm 
rago as it will, 3’ou aro safe hero wdth me. Toll mo, where is it 
you live?” 

She looked at him with an intense sadness, very stiango upon 
tho glow and glory of her 3'outh; and, lliougli ibo flush giew 
bolter*iii her face, it was nroud and still in its pain. 

“ lllustrissimo,” she said, softl3’', for there was a breathless awo 
of him upon her, mingled touchiiigly witli a bj)aniol-liko trust, 
“ you ought to know whom 3mur house shelters ; it is only just. I 
have no name ; I have no hislor3’’. My mother died when 1 was u 
lew months old; sho came a stranger, and tho village know nothing 
of her, only this — she was not wedded. Tho l^adro Giulio and his 
mother adopted mo ; they havo been veiy good. Tho name they 
found on me was Castaiia. 1 have nothing moro to tell.” 
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Tho simplicity of the words lent them but the deeper sadness , 
the restraiiied pain, tho half-haughty, half-appealing shame, with 
which sho spoko them, gavo them but tho stronger pathos. They 
touched her listener greatly. 

“Thank you for your confidence, my fair child,” ho answered 
hor, with a pitying tondonicss in his voice — she was so young to 
bo already touched with life’s sulToring and tho world’s reproach 
“ You do not know your hi.'^tory ; there is room, then, to hope it a 
bright one.” 

^0 shook her head. 

“ IlluKtrissimo, howP It began in shame; it will end in a 
convent.” 

‘ ‘ A convent ? Bettor tlio tomb ! ” 

lie spoko on an impulse. To cage her to that living death of* 
tho voii noomed barbarous as to shut away in darkness, till it died, 
ono of tho golden- winged orioles that llutitored through Iho length 
of a spring day bolow tho slopes of ValJambrosa. 

“xos! hotter a til ousand times! In tho grave ono sleeps un- 
conscious ! But, forgive ino, occollcnza; T weary you. Let mo go.” 

“Go! with tho storm at that height ? You would go to your 
destruction. No living thing could pass fvom hero to i’ontano in 
such a night. Wait a while ; it may lull presontly. And givo mo 
uo titles of 'dcfcronco ; 1 can claim imuio.” 

“You must bo a gicjit lord ?” hho said, softly and hesitatingly. 

11 0 .suiilod woai’ily. 

“ My greatness — if I over truly bad any — departed from mo long 
ago. 1 am no noble. I am Uttlo riclicr than your peasants of 
Fontaiio.” 

Sho glanced roi ud tho chamber. To hor, after tho hare sim- 
plicity of tho Foiila’no hamlet, tho frescoes, tho sculpture, th(' 
mosaics, though they woro but tho relics of Latin ruins, made it 
seem a palaco ; then her glistening moditativo oyos dwelt on him. 

“ You aiv lord of yourself, at least ? ” .sho said, lingeringly, with 
the expression of a child. 

“I have but a rebollious .subject, then,” ho answered, witli ii 
tinge of sadness that did not escajio her. “But, pova'ina^ you 
look foYorish and tired. I have been thoughtless for you. Aro j cn 
in pain P” 

Sho smiled at him — a smile of infinito paticnco and sweet uo.‘ c 
that brought back iu his thoughts onco more a momur}'’ ho could 
not follow. 

“Not much : it is nothing.” 

She would not confess thfit, in truth, an intolerablo pain achcil 
through hor bruised tompl 0 .s, and that an utter exhaustion wa^ 
stealing fast upon her. 

“ Lio still, tiioii,” he said, bonding over hor ; “tho tempest is at 
its worst now. Tako no heed of me, but sleep, if you can.” 

She thanked him, and obeyed him ; sho watched him with a 
roveront, ’wondering homage ; sho revered him already like a king, 
like a deity. 

Shb had passed all her young years in tho chestnut-shadow.’ 
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■beneath Vallombrosa, and sho had far too much innocwnce, far too 
much faith, to think of harm that couhl bo done her in tlxis soli- 
tude, to feel anything but a sublime, devoted trust in tne strangui 
■who had saved her life. Moreover, the weariness that was grow- 
ing on her, tho sloop that weighed down her eyelids, the reaction 
from the shock and peril of tho night, loft her little sense save of 
a lulling^ peace that surrounded her, of a voice that soothed her 
like music, of a wish to bo silent and still, and keep unbroken this 
soft charm. 

He left her, and wont to tho loctom at tho farther end ofc the 
room, whore the vellum scroll lay, a disputed manuscript of 
IJoothius. On tho wide stone hearth some pine-logs wore burn- 
ing, for tho evenings were chilly, though thu days wore so wnrm *, 
iho aromatic odour of tho lamp filled tho room with a sweet, faint 
incense; tho shadows w’oro deep in all tho farther parts of the 
hall, only about tho hearth wms tho rudd}^ llickoring glow of tho 
pines ; all else was in gloom. 

Tho hours pass(?d uncounted ; tho thunder had somewhat lulled, 
but tho w'inds wore a hniricano, and tho drenching downpour of 
rain scoured tho land and howled through tho pine and tho beech 
■woods. It was a night wdiich broke tho mountain firs like saplings, 
and wTonchnd up the grey writliing olives by tho roots, and laid 
tlio young birds stone (lead by tho score. No human thing could 
vonturo out in it and bo sure of life. Tho tAvclflh hour struck 
from the campanile as tho lull of a inoinont suceoedod to tho 
roar of the stoi-m ; he lifted liis head from whore ho bent over tho 
lectern, ami looked at tho }^oung companion chance had so strangely 
brought there. In tho glow of tlie embers sho lay, in her delicate, 
riclil3’-hiiod beauty, a child in her iniioconco and "her tranquil rest, 
far more than a child in her grace and her charm, rT-ii thing of 
light, and life, and colour, and youth, in tho cold, classic solitude of 
tho lonely and half-ruiiied hall, wlioso cracked inosaic had been worn 
by tho passing of so many banished foot that had troddon through 
their brief day, and had glided onward doAVii into their tombs, lie 
watched her with an indefinablo pit}', with a fugitive, intangiblo 
remembrance pursuing him; her bri(^f story was ho Tnournful, and 
tho moroory that pursued him was so strong, though he could find 
it no clue, and would give it no substance. As a (diord of rnusicj, 
as a flower blooming in a desert place, as a sound of liaiTost-cihaiit 
or spring-bird’s singing, will bear us back to long-gone liours, so 
tho sight of her bore his thoughts backward to years that were 
sealed for over, — thoughts that thronged on him, many, and cm- 
bif tercel by thoir own dead sw’eetncss, as tho thought of all that ho 
Will never again seo comes on tho exile wdth tho mere scent of 
faded leaves brought to him from tho summer woodlands that hear 
his step no more. 

In them ho was lost, as he leaned against tho broad bronze 
wings of the lectern-eaglf?,*'with his eyes on tho ring of ruddy 
colour that circled her like a halo. The storm shook above tho 
low, flat roof of the Latin villa, breaking on it as -with tho force of 
ft waterspout. He roTised himself and went near 1 or. 
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“ She cannot go out in such a night as this,” he thought. 

She slept still, softljr as a child, a proud, resigned sadness, like 
the memory of her stained birth and lonely fate, on her face. IIo 
was loath to break her rest, yet ho knew that to lot her sleep on 
here would be to let the coarse tongues of the mountain peasants 
touch even her defenceless childhood. IIo stooped and passed hia 
hand lightly over her brow. At the touch, slight as it was, sho 
wakened instantly ; the blue- black lustre of her eyes startled into 
consciousness, the flush on her cheek bright as the scarlet japonica 
blossoms. She started up, ashamed. 

“ Oh, eccellenza, forgive mo ! I have been asleep ! ” 

“ Naturally, after your danger and your fatigue. It was the 
best restorative you could have. It is midnight now, and the stovin 
is scarce lessened ” 

“Midnight? The Padre will be so wretched! What will h-* 
think ? Lot mo go ; pray let me go.” 

“ Impossible; you would go to your certain death. I could net 
venture mj'-solf in such a night ; you hoar tho hurricane ? Yon 
must remain with me.” 

“ With you ? ” 

“ Surely : I would not lot a dog leave my roof in such weather 
ns this is. Besides, you are miles higher on tho slope hero tlian 
Pontano; tho return to tho village would bo impossible for those 
far hardier than you.” 

yiio looked at him wnth a wondering awo ; he sr-cmed to her such 
an emperor as ^larcus Antoninus, who luid laid down his pomp 
and coirio to dwell a while like otlnu* men. Tho doop-blue, w(^nry, 
brilliant eyes that gaz('d on her made her think of tho serene, 
imperial eyes of Ai«gustus. 

“ I ai'i a total sh-angor to you, it is truo,” ho said, gently, mis* 
interpreting her silonco ; “ but you aro not afraid to remain in my 
lioiiso ? I am only hero for a viUcfjiitturn^ and tho place is dosolalo 
enough, hat h will at least give you sheltcu'.” 

“Afraid? Afraid of you? What could I fear? You saved 
my lifo ; it is yours to command. All is — I cannot thank yoa 
onoiigh.” 

Tho words woro very touching in their Ii([uid Tuscan, in their 
complete innoceiico, and in their perfect trust. 

“You have nothing to thank mo for; a mulo-drivor or a char- 
coal-burner must have done for you what I did,” ho answered her, 
Ilia voice unconsciously softening. “And now go to rest; you 
want it. 1 will send the women to you, and they shall remain in 
your chamber ; for you are not well miougli to bo left alone.” 

“Ah, eccellenza, how good you aro!” sho mui mured. A few 
vears older, and sho would liavo been grateful to him in silence, 
bettor knowing the motive of his words. “ But indeed I am 
strong now; we, below Yallombrosa, have tho strength of tho 
mountain air, and — shall I not trouble'you with staying here ? ” 

“Par from it; you bring your own welcome, like the birds 
that come and sing under our windows. Qood-night, and deep 
well.” 
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fie hold hia hand out to hor ; sho was but a child to him, and a 
child who had boon sheltered on his breast through tho driving of 
iho storm. Sho stooped with tho exipiisito softness of movement 
ijf Southern womon, and touched tho hand he gave hor, lightly and 
leverently, with her lips. 

“ I would thank you, eccollenza, but 1 cannot.” 

She (lid thank liim, howovor, better than by all words, with that 
hesitating touch of her young lips, with that upward glanco of her 
eyes, languid with sleeji and f.itigue, yet lustrous as tho Tuscan 
'‘Ivies by night, — oyes that ecomod to him to havo some story of Ids 
piiht in their depths. 

Them he summoned tho womon to hor, peasants who dwelt in 
tho villa, and she left him. 

lie. having surrcndeiX'd to her, lliongh she knew nothing of it, 
tho only liabitablo chamber that tlio half-ruinod villa allbrdc'd, 
btrotcluMl biuihclf in tho warmth of tho pine logs on tho wolf-skins 
strewn before it. Sho had brought back to him, why or wlieiico ho 
could not toll, memories that ho would willingly let die, — meinori(‘s 
that, through the length of weary ycsirs, burned still into his heart 
witli unuttoiable lunging, with intolerable pain. 

In tho loiieliuess of tlio old classic hall, iii tho leajiing light of 
Iho pmo llamos, throngs of shadowy shapes arose aiouiui him, — 
tho bhapes of his past, summoned by tho light of a child’s smile. 

She, inoaiiwhilo, lay wakeful, yet divaiii}, gazing out at tho 
uiiiainiliai chumbor and the .sw'uyiiig liguro of tho p(‘JHanl woman 
Jiicping wiitoli o\er her, and iiodding in hor sh'op. Her thcnights 
woie bti'Cjied in ail tho wonders of legendary lore, and sho fancied 
'<•1110 eiKihaiitinent had been wrouglit iii her .since, out of that 
awFiil foicst (larknc.si?, she had been brought to this churmed still- 
no.'.s, 111 v.'hich only one remembranco was with hor, Hie remein- 
hrance of tlid imising, lu.stroii.s, weary' (‘yes tliat laid looked bo 
gently on her, ot th<‘ voice that bad soothed hor terror and h(*i‘ pain 
with an acemit .softi'i' than she laid ov<‘r hoard. She tliought’ of 
him, and liiouglit, as one oilier had once dono before, that he wa.M 
like the roel-king of l.'‘rael, but having known tlio bittomoss of 
ahilicatum, having kiiow'ii tho iiigratifndo of the pcojjle. Then lier 
niusing became a dri'am, and, with a simlo upon Imr lifs, .she slept 
uialor a stiaiiger’s roof till tlio tempest had ini'^.si'd aw.»y and tho 
il.iwii wa,s bright. 

As sho awoke, the morning had risen. Tlio sun broke in full 
glory over a bpleiidid iriass of purplo cloud and tnmbh d storm- 
mirtt that glowed in magnificent colour beneath the iiewly-iibon 
rays. The earth laughcii again even ainid.st lier rum, — hei ruin of 
eruslifid olive-buds, and iipiooted saplings, and trees rent asunder, 
and nests Hung down, with tho young buds killed, and tho mothers 
Hying with piteous cries over the wreck; but tho wheat-sprouts 
were too low to bo harmed ; tho virucs, tliough they traihid and 
hung helple.ssly under tliotdead weight of rain-drop.s, wore still 
only in bIo.ssom ; tho watercourses made the wilder, rnoiTier music, 
filled to overflowing, and laying in swallucs the rank gra.s.ses of 
tlieir bed? ; the mules began to patter o\Tr the broken paths, pick- 
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ing their careful way over the dislodged holders of rocks and the 
deep channels of hrimming brooks. Beneath Vallombrosa the 
morning was fair and snn-lightened again, deadly though tlio 
tempest had been over-night, and rough work of destniciiou 
though it had wrought. With the sun she rose ; her youth, like 
the youth of the spring and the earth, the brighter for the storm 
and the danger gone by. There was the Hush of waking childhood 
and of past sleep upon her cheeks, and her eyes had the gladney.i 
of a wondering dream in them, as she found her way, marvelling 
if she dreamed a fairy-tale, down some broken marble steps and 
out into the air. 


CIIAPTEE III. 

“GIOVENTtl! PBIMAVEEA DELLA VITA I " 

The full light poured into the open loggia before the half-ruined 
courts and halls of the Latin villa. Within, the one spacious 
chamber, with its frescoes and the mosaics, its books and scrolls, 
was bare enough. But the world of blossoming spring, of 
morning mists, of lavish foliage that opened out before it, madt^ 
ample amends for any poverty and decay of the interior ; and it 
was perfect for a villfyiaiiira, thi-j desei ted place that Komau pomp 
had once filled in Augustan days. 

in this loggia, roiuliiig, her host sat,— a man no longer young, 
though as yet there was no silver amiilst the fair and golden length 
of his hair ; a man of a grave grace, of a serene, meditative dignity 
of look and of movement that had in it something that was very 
weary, yet something not less grand, not less royal : ho might 
have been a king in purples rather than what he was, — an exile, 
and poor. 

The book was open upon bis knee, but his eyes were not upon it 
for the moment; they were resting oil the gardens without,— 
gardens wild, forsaken, uncultured, but ouly tho more beautiful 
for that. What ho w^atchod in them was the passage of tho young 
Tuscan flitting through them with tho freedom of a cliamois lu her 
step, and all the languor of a dow-ladou flower in her loveliness. 

Sixteen years beyond tho Apennines bring womanhood; they 
had brought it to her in tho loveliness nature had dowered her 
with, but in all else she was young as a child, — she had never 
wandered from tho chestnut shadows of her viUago, had but dimly 
beard of another vast world beyond tho beech- woods, had known 
no friends but the birds who sang to her, no pleasures but to watch 
a blue-warbler shake his bright wings in Ibe m3rrtle9, or to look 
deep down into tho heart of a passion-flower and build a thousand 
fancies from its mystic buimiug hues.** She was a child with the 
beauty of a woman ; there could be no greater peril for her. 

He thought so as ho saw her in this deserted garden. Art Jiati 
140 handling with her ; the pure liill-air had made her all she was ; 
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and sho had tho unconsciousnosa of somo rich-plumngod bii'd, now 
floating Boflly through the sunlight, now pausing on tho wing, 
now alighting to di'op down in hapjiy rest in a couch of feathery 
grasses. 

lio gazed at her as she wandered thimigh them, that exqnisito 
Bast) in her stop which many a royal woman has not, wliich a 
eoiitadina may have balancing on her dark iinpovial head 11 jvannier 
(/t w.iler-mclons. Tiio lizards did not himy from her, bill watched 
her with curious eyes; tho timid hares lot her sloop and atroko 
them ; tho old owls blinking in the ivy let her lift her luiiul and 
touch their crests ; tho wood-doves flow about her and ja'chod tho 
buds from tlio boughs she held up to them. Sho bent over tho 
black swollen water, and saw her own rollocti^m laurel- crowned as 
tho branches mot abovo her head; sho gath^Tedtbo lilies of tlio 
\alloj", tlio buds of Uanksia roses, and tho young green ivy-blos- 
soms, and crowned herself with them till tho wrcatli was too heavy 
and hhook all her glistening hair downward in a shower of gold, 
bko a jdeturo of riora. Then, lastly, slio sank to re,st. on 11 grey 
lock of lalleii scnlpturo, tho crowai of* llowors still above her brow : 
aiid after tho glad, thouglitloss pastime of a child, tho proud and 
j»vufouiid sadness that usually in reposo was on her face sutcoedoLl 
11 with a chai'iu not tho loss groat because so sud«len. 

Jl was like tho sudden fall of evening over the brilliance and tho 
glow of her own TuM-an landscape. 

Ashe saw it, ho left tho loggia and wont, hnvards j»i‘r. Sho did 
not lie.' r his step till ho had approached h'U* tdose ; then s]u‘ spj’ang 
' up witli the swiftness of a tavn, and willi words of gintitudo luado 
Italy softf'r by the awe of him whi< h lent her itsdobealo coyness. 

“1 have been watching you for tho last half-hour, ( lie'll alia,” lie 
'ctid, gently. “] am glad you could find such coinpanioii.y in liiy 
h^wors and my birds; Ihero is little else hero fit fur your bright 
kouth.” 

Sho put her iiands up hurriedly to remove tho dew-I'ideii wrcatli* 
d'bud and blos^onj ; she had forgotten it till speech lirought 11 
»ack to her thoughts, lio put out his own hand and stayL'd her. 

'•Not for worlds! J w'ished a Titian lived to paint, you! you 
look like a young priostoss of Flora. Hut, tell mo, wliat spell hav<' 
voii that tames the lizards, and stills the luives, and brings all the 
biids to your hand r” 

iShe lilted to him her musing eloquent eyes, grave as a child’s 
vshon ho pauses to think. 

“Ido not know, cccellenza, unless — it maybe because I love 
them so well.” 

His face gi’ew a shade darker and yet softer : her words roouUed 
ko fond belief of his own youth. 

You think lovo begets and secures love ? I thought so once.” 

“And was it not so 'r ” 

' “No ; but — that knowledge .‘'•hoidd not kill love in us ; there is 
nuch that is worth it, if thertfbo much that is not. liecauso a 
' tui-ns and stings you, it would bo w’Ud veiigcanco lo wring 
ko wood-pigeon’s nock.” 
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He spoko half to his ov/n thoughts, half to her; she regardod 
him with a reverent, grateful, wondering gaze ; in her little beech- 
forest nest of Fontane she had never seen anything like him. 
who had known but one bent old priest, and brown, brawny 
muleteers and vintagers from whom she shrank as the white sea- 
swallow shrinks from the hard beak and cruel pursuit of tlio 
kestrel, thought almost he must be more than mortal. 

“I ought to leave you, ’lustrissimo ? she said, hesitatingly. 
“ I have troubled you so long.** 

“ Do you wish to leave me ?** 

Wish ? oh, no ! ” 

“Well, do not leave mo yet, then. Como within, and lot mo 
BOO, though no Titian, if I can paint you with your crown of 
llowors. Your Padro Oiunto will feel no anxiety ; I sent a inoa- 
Kongor to him to say you wore here.** 

The gravest contrition stole over her face ; sho looked penitent as 
a chidden child. 

“ Oh, ’lustrisbimo ! I had forgotten him. How ungrateful, when 
ho is so good ! How selfish one grows when one is hajipy ! ” 

“Then are you happy with mo ? ’* 

“ Eccellenzu,*’ she said, under lior breath, “ it seems to mo that 
I have been happier than in all the years of iny life.” 

The reply pleased him. ITo iuid alw ays lovi'd to see happiness 
about him, 

“ 1 am glad it should bo so. And do not believe that happiness 
makes UK sellish ; itisatroasou to iho sweetest gift of life. It i-' 
when it has deserted us that it grows hard to keep all the better 
things in iis from dying in tlie blight. Mon shut out happinc'"* 
from their schenios ff)r the world’s virtue ; they might as well sed' 
to bring flowers '0 bh)om without the sun.” 

Ho s])oko aga'ii rather to his own thoughts than to her ; Init ''lie 
underi tood liun. Tins ^ajung Tuscan, lost amidst the clicstiuii" 
boneatli Vallombrosa, hud Jii her the heart of a Heloiso, the niu.^i 
of a Hypatia, though both w^ero in their childhood yet. 

“ J'lxt ollonza,” she said, licsitatiiigly, “ that is true. If w'O RmI' 
light from a plant, it will grow up w arped. When they eond n i 
do tlioy over ask if wdiat they condemn had a chance to behold lini 
light ? Perhaps — porliaps if my mother had boon happy sho woull 
not have been evil, as they call her ‘r ” 

Tlio colour binned hotly in her face, but her eyes wore raisi^d in 
wistful entreaty to him ; it was but very vaguely that she umk"- 
stood tho sliamo that sho was made to feel w^as on her birth, bat 
very dimly that sho comprehended some vast indistinct error with 
wdiicli her dead mother was charged. 

Tho question touched him with great pity. 

“ l\wvrimiC' ho said, caressingly, “ do not weary your young lif*? 
w’ith those subtleties. You do not know that error lies at all u]ieu 
your mother’s histoiT ; who can, since you say that history is 'svhelly 
imknowu, — even to her very name 1 It may bo that the thing tb<' 
world — your little woodland world, at least— blames in her,,wa3 
some unrecognised martyrdom, some untold unselfishness. At all 
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©TPi.hs, be she what she will, you are stainless and blameleas; all 
j^oii need seek is to be so for ever.” 

She looked at him with passionate feeling:. 

“I thank you, occellenza, more for those noble words thazi for 
the life that you saved me.’* 

The brief answer was very eloquent, — eloquent of her nature and 
of her g:ratitude. He said no more, but led her within to the old 
lifdl, only fit for a summer residence for an artist, or a scholar 
f^iilticiently content with its classic charm and forest wildness to 
l‘o:ir its scant accommodation. An ousel stood bcfoi’o tho open 
i'olonnade facing the gardens ; ho paused biTore it, and glanced at 
her. A lovelier theme never lured any painter’s brush, with the 
fr-'sh crown of lilies and roso-biuls and light- "roen blossoms of 
shaking their dew upon the gold-tlaked show or of her hair. Ilxj 
looked at her, then he threw aside the colours ho had taken up. 

“Twenty years ago I could have given your picture thoro,” ho 
said, half wearily. “ Now I have not tho heart to paint you, my 
fair child. I have not the great inspiration, —youth.’* 

Twenty years ago ho would have found no hour more beguiling 
than that spring morning with tho young Tuscan, bringing the 
bloom of her beauty and of her crown of flowers out on the can- 
vas ; now it only recalled to him all ho had lost. 

A shadow stole over her eyes ; he saw it, and turned back to tho 
ea <ol. 

“Are you disappoint oc: ? ’* 

She looked beseechingly in his face. 

“ I never saw any paintings except those in our little chapel.** 

“No? Well, then, I W'ill try and give you your desire.” 

ITotook tho brushes uj» again, and, standing before tho easel, 
6k'*tcbe(l lier as she leaned against one of tho pillars of tho colon- 
nade, tho rich glow and warmth of her j^oung face but the briglitor 
for the wdiilonos.s of the lilies and tho deep green of the loaves that 
circled her liair. ITo had both tho skill aiicl tho haliit of Art ; and 
tho impassionetl brilliance of her beauty, with tho coronal of blos- 
soms w'eighting her forehead with the w'eight of all diadems, ro.^o 
gradually under his hand out of tho sea of brown opaque gloom on 
which it was painted. Tho hours passed, and the picture grow ; it 
beguiled him for tho time of heavier cares, and won him out of 
deeper thoughts ; yet over and again, as ho lifted his eyes and 
glanced at her, the weariness which had made him turn from tho 
ta<k came over him again. ITe thought of so many golden hours, 
when faces as fair had bloomed to fresh life thus on his canvas, and 
the glory of his youth had been with him to lend its sweetness to 
the oytv!, and teach tho language of love to the lips, of those ho 
p.iinted. Tho soft labour only recalled to him so many days that 
were dead. 

The noontide was intensely still, tho heat of tho sun quivered 
down through the open arclios of tho colonnade ; tho picture grew 
clearer and ricJier beneath hiS hand, and tho blossoms faded where 
they crowned her hair. J5hc untwinod thorn, aud touched tlioip 
» mournfully. 
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Ah, eccollenza, they are all dying ! ” 

He smilod, not without Badness, too, though it was for deeper 
things than the flowers. 

“ Never mind ; you have had their sweetness. Be content with 
that. Nothing endm’os.** 

“But it is oetter never to have had them than to see them 
withered ! ” 

“ 1 doubt that. If wo should have been spared much pain, we 
should also have missed much joy.’* 

Hia thoughts were with other things, though he spoke still in the 
figure of the flowers. lie had seen his own crowns wither and 
fall and bo trodden under foot, yet it was better to have worn 
th,em. She looked at him in silence, reverently, wonderingly ; she 
mused on what his history could be ; she thought him a lung in 
exile. So, in a sense, ho was. 

There was an inflnito shyness of him in her that gave her ten- 
fold more charm, it was so imiocent and so full of religious vene- 
ration. lie seemed to her like the archangels of her Church, 
so full of majesty, so full of pity. Sho thought with him of all 
the grand, serene, lonely lives that sho had read of in the Latni 
legends. 

He rose, and turned tlio easel to her. 

“ Oastalla, do what oven wise men never do ; see yourself as you 

aw,” 

Sho came forward, and looked, as the sun fell full on tho work of 
a few houi’s, and her couiib ‘nance changed as by magic ; a breath- 
loss siu’prisu was on lior lips, a s<-arlot flush upon her cheeks, tho 
light of an immeasurable admmition and amaze beamed in her eyes. 
{She stood entrance i at the likeness of hersell*, as, with its diadem 
of blossoms, it go iod out at her from tho brown shadows of tho 
backgroiiiid. 

Well r’ ” ho asked her, smiling. 

Sho turned to him bewildered and beseeching. 

“ Oh 1 Tustrissimo, can it bo ? Am I as boautiful as tliatV* 

“ Hid tho river and tho fountain never tell you so before ? ’* 

Her head drooped, the colour iu her cheek deepened; Imr 
innocent delight had had no thought of vanity, but at his words 
sho remembered whut sho looked on was — herself, 

“ And yet it is boautiful ! ** sho murmiued, very low, as though 

in apology. “ And if 1 bo really like it ** 

“What then?” 

A prouder gloiy flashed into her face ; she lifted her head with 
tho royalty of a daughter of emperors, mingled with a great soft- 
ness of regard. 

“ Then, I think, if I could once see tho great world I might reign 
there, and 1 might win some love, and not bo scorned as peasants 
scorn mo hero.” 

Ho paiisod a moment ; the words touched him to compassion, 

“ Would it not bo so, eccellenza ? ** 

“ Yes,” ho njiswerod, slowly ; “ doubtless it would. But do not 
wish it, if you be wise. Your ^adems would siot be so pure as the 
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on© that lios \rithorod there ; your brows would soon ache under 
them, and for the lovo ” 

“ ^ ” she said, softly, whilst the glow faded, and her oyos filled 
with tears as die spoke with tho pathos and the gnilolessnoss of a 
cliild, “ I long to be loyod ! All the children of hniitane have their 
mothers, who look brighter when they see them near ; but 1 am 
all alone. I have been alone so long !” 

Tho words had an intense and touching piteousnoss in them ; a 
harder nature than her listener’s was would havo boon moved by 
tliem. How could ho find tho crueltj^ to tell her that tho chances 
were as a million to one that the only love she would ovor meet in 
tins world boyond tho pine woods to which rho vugindy looked as 
tho rodresser of her wi'ongs, would bo one loss mercii'ul to lu'r evc'U 
than the bitterness and loneliness which now visited on her inno- 
cence and her youth tho unproven error of her dead luotlior ? 
Twenty years before ho would havo hoard her wdth iittlo thought, 
save to let his lips linger on tho brow whence tho Jaded ivy-buds 
had fallen, and niunnur to her the tenderness whicli her uiiiiwak('n(‘(l 
heart longed for, as an imprisoned bird longs for the slielier of 
biiiiimer loaves and the whispers of Ksuminor rivers; now such a 
thought as this was distant from him us the wide unknown world 
was lar from. her. 

But pity her ho did, profoundly. This nainoloss, motherless 
child, with her radiant grace and her proud instinctK, was as divso- 
liito as any chamoi^-fawui lost ou tho hills and driven as an aliiai 
from every herd with wliich it seeks u roliigo. 

“ You will have love, some day, poocrind” ho said, genlly, “ and 
as much as you wall ; you will hardly lift such oyos as those to ask 
for it in vain,** 

She sighed, and her head sank lower, while sho lof)kod still at 
the painted likeness of liersolf. She was unaware of any tribute 
to her beauty in liis words ; sho thought ho m(3ant that some, one 
day, would pity her. 

“Ah,” she answered, wearily, “ w'hcre is the worth of lovo, if 
with it is scorn ? ” 

The thoughtless taunts and the careless jests which among tlio 
piM^autry had been cast at her from her birth up as a foundling — 
ivilher in the mothers’ jealousy of her face and tlio children’s ro- 
sciitmont of her lovo of solitude, than from any cruelty or any real 
contempt — had sunk deeply into her nature, rousing robcdlion and 
disdain woU-nigh as much us they caused sorrow und a vaguo soh.^jo 
of shame. 

Ho saw how great a shipwreck might ho made of her opening 
life, oven from tho very purest aud loflio.st things in nor, if 
Ibis outlawry banned her long— if this passion of mingled de- 
liance aud humiliation were fostered by neglect. Ho spoke on 
that 

“ Scorn ! Why dwell on scorn ? It is unworthy of you. It is 
•} word that may bring a pang to those who merit it by their mvn 
ill deeds ; it need havo no sting for any other. Keep your life 
high and blameless, and you will afford to treat scorn with scorn.” 
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She did not reply to him with words, but she flashed on him 
with an answering glance the night-like lustre of her eyes, in an 
eloquence, in a comprehension, in a promise, that accepted his 
meaning far more deeply and more Tividly than by speech. He 
saw that she might be lea by a cord of silk — that she would not bt 
driven by a scourge. 

He stood a few moments in the shadow of the colonnade, later, 
when she had left him, looking at the painting that had grown out 
of the deep, sombre hackwork by the work of his own hand, the 
head alone luminous, from the veil of gloom around it, with its 
spiritual radiance, crowned by that wealth of flowers ; ho looked, 
then turned it aside towards the wall, so that the richness of colour 
no longer smiled out of the opaque shadows, and went within to 
his solitude. That face, gazing out from the darkness under tho 
diadem of woven blossoms, scorned like the nhantom of his own 
dead youth. 


CHAPTER IV. 

“SEIGNEUlt! AYEZ PITIE, " 

Never in tho rich days of the Cinque Cento, or the Dandolo ago. 
when tho cities of Italy w<iro filled with pomp and mirth and 
music, when th(3 mighty palaces were WToatlicd wdth flowers that 
lent their bright bhislr to tho white stone and glow'cd ovor tho blat Jc 
marbles, wlu'ii tin dark arcbos framed bair, like tho gold arras thai 
draped the balc^ nics, and lips ripe as tho scarlet heart of tho ro.^e 
that glowed in their bosom, w^as any beauty rarer or more lustrous 
tlian tliat c>f tho young Tuscan who had grown up under th.* 
forest-sLarl.-w'S below Vallombrosa, scarce more tended, not moro 
liccded, than one of the passion-flow’ers that bursts into its glorious 
bud unseen by any eyes above tho broken stone of some ruiiu <1 
altar of Pan. Though her years were so few that tho fulness d 
her beauty might yet bo scarcely reached, she had already tlio 
splendour of a Tiiian picture on her, the superb grace, wild a 
doer, proud as the daughter of Cresars, that hero and there still 
lingers, as though to verify tradition, in tho women of Campagua 
or of Apennine. 

The loneliness of her childhood, the consciousness of a ban placed 
on her, the haughty instincts which had wakened in self-defe»c^3 
against tho shafts of sconi, the solitary and meditative life whih 
^llo had led, had lent her a certain patrician piido, a certain 
thoughtful shadow ; a wistful pain sometimes gazed out of her eyes : 
a lofty rebellion sometimes broke through tho dreaming gladness of 
her smile. She was happy, because she was young, becauiM sl^ 
was sinless, because she had tho innocence winch nnds its joy i^i 
the caress of a bird, in tho radiance cf a sunset, in the mere brdatk 
and consciousness of oxistonco ; but she had the pang of wounded 
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prido, tho burden of a scarco-comprobonded shnrao, and tho vap:uo, 
impassioned longing of a mind too nixlont and too daring 
for its sphere ; and these gave their character to lior face, their 
hues to her youth; these mado her far more than a more child, 
however lovely, can be. She was like Ileloiso cro her master IukI 
become her lover, and while her eyes, as thoy gazed on tho Grcolc 
scroll or tho voUiim Evangoliarium, were brilliiint with 11 10 light of 
aspiration and dark witli tho thoughts of a poet, In it liad never yet 
droo])od, heavy with tho languor and burning with tho knowledge 
of love. 

From tho aged priest she had learned all his scholarly lore that 
plunged deep into tho life of tho past, and drank deep of Latin 
and llellenic culture ; he had loved tho rugged roads of wisdom, 
the unfathomed sea-depths of knowledge, the buried treasures of 
cloister folios and of crabbed copia — she had loved them too. With 
no other in tho obscuro hill-side, to which fate hud coiulemnod 
him, to give him sympathy or understanding in thi'so things, tho 
stem old man had taken oagor pleasure in steeping with them tho 
virgin soil of a young and thirsty mind. In tlio bare, grey, narrow 
chamber of his dwelling, with its singlo lancet window through 
which crept tho mellow sunlight from tho cloudless skies, tho fair 
head of the child Castalia, with its weight of buniishod tresses, 
had bent above t lie huge tomes and tho century- worn Tiiaiiuscriptuiri 
for Lour on hour, like lleloiso in the cell of the e,auoui’y. She had 
a passionate love of thoso studies : and, whilst they lilled her mind 
with great and impersonal thoughts, they did inucli to console her 
lor her fate, and much to enrich her intelligenco fur bi^yond lier 
years and her sox. They, and tho beauties of tho eartli and tho 
seasons, wore her solo pleasures. Tho priest’s mother, under 
whoso roof she lived, was nearly ninety years, docre])it and harsh, 
who, well as sho loved her foundling in her heart, could bo no aid or 
associate to hor. With tho xxjasantry, the people who malign(‘d 
her unknown parent, sho would havo no converse in their (lower- 
feasts and their vintage celebrations. Sho lived alone with tlnj 
learning of dead ages and tho fragrance of a forcbt-world. 

Some, such an isolation would have maddened or ruined; Cas- 
talia, with a singular vividness of imagination, and a proud ])atieneo 
beneath the passionate warmth of her nature, had received through 
it a higher character than any other and happier lifo could havo 
developed. 

Sho was a poem, with her slight, sad, all -eloquent story, that 
needed no detail to fill it up ; with her touching desolation of cir- 
eumstapee and of destiny, and her brilliant 3'outh that in its 
elasticity and its enthusiasm broke aside all bun’ior.s of doom and 
pain ana found its careless joy God-given from a song-bird’s carol, 
from a cloister-scribe’s story, from tho tossing of a sea of green 
rushes in the wind, from tho dreams of an outer world, unknown 
and glorified in fancy into paAdiso. She was a poem in the spring- 
liino of her life and in tho spring-time of tho year. 

^e smile of women’s eyes had no beckoning light for him, tho 
whisper of women’s alliiromont no sorcery for his ear ; ho had bGon 
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a Yoluptuary in an earlier time, but be had passed through hitter^ 
uess and poverty, and sensuous charms had ceased to hold him. 
Yet there was enough of the poet lingering in him to make him 
vaguely feel spme memories of youth and some tenderness of pity 
arise as ho looked on the bright head that he had painted with its 
diadem of flowers, on the opening life that he had found in this 
beech-wood nest. Had chance not thrown her on him, he would 
never have sought her ; brought to his protection, to his compassion, 
she won her way to him as some forest-fawn whom he should havo 
found wounded and beaten in the storm might have come to his 
hand in after-days, and been caressed for the sake of its past peril 
and its present gratitude. 

He had sought the seclusion of the old Latin villa for the isola- 
tion which he, a writer and a thinker of whom the world spoke, 
often preferred to the life of cities, under grey Alpine shadows, in 
still Danubian woods, by olive-crested Southern seas, or amidst the 
Moorish ruins of a Granadine landscape. Wealth he had none ; 
but as each young year awoke in its renaissance, he liked to havo 
around him the richness of colour and fragrance, the beauty of tho 
earth’s dower, that needed no purchase, but could be made his own 
by each who loved it well enough to understand its meaning. 

In the monastic twilight and silence of the old classic hall, tho 
painting with the crown of flowers glowed brightly and vividly liko 
a living thing from out the gloom ; and with the deep studies and 
the solitary thoughts which nod heretofore usurped him, the memoiy 
and the presence of this fair child mingled, — not without a charm, 
a chaim which had in it something of recollection. The remem- 
brance was fugitive, and he could never bring it clearly before hifi 
knowledge; but it was there, and strong enough to make him seek 
more of her histoiy. The search was futile : there was no more to 
know ; her mother had died, inute and nameless, and whence sho 
came there was no record—there was not even a suggestion— to 
show or to hint. One thing alone was certain ; her mother had 
worn no marriage-ring, and the only word marked on the child’s 
linen was tho single one Castalia. 

Tho woman had been of great beauty, the peasants said, though 
worn and haggard, with eyes that burned like flame, and a terril)lo 
wandering look ; but she had been utterly exhausted when she 
had reached Fontane, and had lain almost speechless, "until in the 
middle of the hot, heavy, tempestuous night she had looked with a 
glance that all could read from the face of tho priest to tho sleeping 
form of the child, and then had sighed wearily and restlessly, and 
died. . 

The blank in the history made it hut the more mnumM, tho 
more suggestive. An exceeding pity^moved in him, as he hea^, 
for tho bio ushered in in such abandoned desolation, and for which 
there seemed no haven open save the cloister, — a fate as barbarous 
for her radiant and impassioned lovbliness, whioh not even tho 
melancholy of her fate could dim, as to wring the glad throat of. a 
song-bird in the full rush of its forest melody. With him at least 
fihe was happy, — she who had never known what happiness was, 
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except Bucli forms of it as the sweet, irrepressible intoxication o( 
the mere sense of existence which 3’outh gives, and the joys that a 
vivid imagination and a passionato, poetic tompeniment confer. In 
his presence she was happy, and ho could not rofuso it to her. Few 
days passed 'v^dthout his seeing her, in the beech- grove where ho 
had hrst glanced at her by the bpken fountain, in tho pine- woods 
sloping up toward Vallombrosa, in the deserted gardens or in tho 
ruined hall of his own Latin villa. He had no thought in it savo 
that of compassion, even whilst her lustrous eyes vaguely roralled 
him his past; and in the untutored thoughts that hail iod in thoso 
liill-solitudos on the legacies of tho Hellenic schools and tlio litera- 
ture of tho Renaiasanco, he found the wakening intelloctof a Corinna. 
Love had long been killed in him ; it was a thing of his youth, 
never, he believed, like that youth, to revive, and no touch of passion 
mingled with tho pity she aroused in him ; but that pity was inliuilely 
gentlo, and to her the most precious mercy that her life had known. 

In her home, silence and austerity reigned with tho stern sim- 
plicity of the primitive Church. From the peasants she met with 
at best a good-natured insolence that was to her instinctively im- 
perial natui’e worse than all neglect; from him alono she met with 
what ennobled her in her own sight, and filled her towards him 
with a passionato gratitude and veneration that was only not love 
because no kn(>wlo(lge of love had dawned on her, and because an 
absolute submission and awe were mingled with it. To her ho wkiH 
tho incarnation of all sublime lives that she liad dream od of over 
tho histories of Plularoh, and Tacitus, and Claudijvu, of Augnatin, 
and nildcbraiid, and Basil ; to her ho was as an omporor to his lieges, 
aK ail archangel to his devotees ; all grand and gracious tilings to 
her seemed blended in him, and all lofty and royal lives of poet, 
saint, or king with which her memory was stored seemed to her mot 
in his. It was not love that she boro him ; it was something in- 
finitely more unconscious and moro idealized : it was an absolute 
adoration. 

She did not know why the hours were a dead Wfirthloss space 
unless they brought her to his presence, why the mere distant sound 
of his voice filled her heart with a joy” intenso as pain, why .niy 
suffering he had bidden her would have been sweeter than any 
gladness, why the forest-world about her wore a light it had never 
had before :^she did not know; she only knew that all the earth 
seemed changed and transfigured. IIo was not blind to it; it 
touched him, it beguiled him, it pleased him ; it was very long 
since any thing had loved him and been tho happier for his smile ; 
it was very long since these softer, slighter things had come into his 
life, and they had a certain charm for him. 

There had been a time when all women’s eyos had gained a 
brighter light at his approach, though that time lay far away in a 
deserted land ; yet in some faint measure it revived for him, as ho 
Raw the silent welcome, morb eloquent than all words, of this young 
Tuscan’s glance ; and to him she was but a beautiful child, to be 
caressed, without deeper thought. 

“ EcceUenza !” she said, hesitatingly, one day that he ^ 'caused 
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by her beside her favourite haunt by*the Eoman fountain in the 
black bolt of the beech- woods, “you tell me that I have talent; 
you say that my voice, when I sing the Latin chants that you love 
best, is music the world would lovo too. Would they do nothing 
for me in the world ?’* 

That “ world” was so vague, so far off, so dim, so glorious to her! 
She could not have told what she thought lay beyond those chest- 
nut-belts that she had never passed ; but her ideal of the unknown 
land was divine as Dante’s of the City of God. 

lie answered her slowly : he knew the fate to which her defence- 
less and nameless beauty would there be doomed ; but ho could not 
find the heart to break her fair illusion. 

“They might, — they would; but you are better and safer hero 
in your mountain shelter.” 

A quick sigh escaped her. 

“Oh, no!” 

“ No ? How can you tell that? You do not know what would 
await you. Be happy while you may, Castalia ; the world would 
crush you !” 

She looked at him wistfully, while a grander power and aspira- 
tion than the mere longing of a child for “ fresh fields and pastures 
new ” gleamed in eyes that in a little while would burn with 
passion as they now glanced with light. 

“ It is only the weak who are crushed. They could not scorn mo 
for my birth and lonolmess if 1 forced them to say, ‘ Sco I fate was 
harsh to her ; but God gave her genius and endurance, and she 
conquered !’ ” 

Tho words and the tone moved him deeply : the fearless youth, 
with its faith, its fervour, its courage, its sublime blindness of belief, 
recalled to him his own. 

“ Ah, Castalia !” ho answered gently, “but the world loves best 
to dwarf God mid to deny genius. And genius in a woman ! Cyril’s 
envy stones Hypatia, and casts her beauty to the howling crowds.” 

Her head drooped, but the look of resolve, though shadowed, did 
not pass off her face. 

“ Perhaps ! Yet better Hypatia’s glory won with her death, than 
a long, obscure, ignoble, useless life ! You say, bo happy hero, 
’lustrissimo : happy I when all my futiu*e is the convent 

It was a great terror to her, that monastic doom to which the 
priest inexorably condemned her future ; — other provision he could 
make none for her. She was so full of vivid, luxuriant, abundant, 
glowing life. Life was to her an unread poem of such magical en- 
chantment, an ungathored flower of such sorceress-charm ; — and 
nothing opened to her except that living tomb I 

He gave an involuntaiy gesture of pain. 

“ God forbid 1 Some fairer fate will come to you than that. To 
condemn i/ou to a convent-cell ! it would be as brutal as the cap- 
tivity of Heloise.” 

A brooding weariness passed over the beauty of her face. « 

“ But Heloiso was happier than 1 should be. She had been loved 
once rio na 
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There was no thought in her as she spoke, save the longing for 
tendornoss over denied lior^ and an instinctive comprohonsiou of 
the passion and the sacrilico of raracleto. 

Where he leaned against a beech-stem above her, his hand 
touched her hair lingeringly and tenderly, as it had done when ho 
had brought her through tho storm, — like a touch to a ilutteriug 
bird. 

“You would love like Ileloiso ? ” 

She drew a deep, soft breath ; sho was always awed with tho 
do'^pair and the beauty, half mystic, wholly sublimated to hey:, of 
that eternal tale. 

“All, who would not P That alone is love ! ‘ Uuand Tompereur 
(hU voulu m’honorcr du nom de son (Spouse, j’aurais miouz aimer 
ctro appeloo ta maitresse ! * ” 

The words of Ileloise on her innocent lips, which uttered them 
with no thought save of their devotion and their fidelity, — their 
choice of slavery to her lover rather than of imperial pomp with 
any other,— had an eloquence and a temptation greater than sho 
knew. 

Ho sighed almost unconsciously ; it was tho lovo of which ho 
had dreamt in his youth, — dreamt, and never found. 

“ Caslalia I you mako mo wish wo had met earlier I " 

“Earlier! WliyP” 

* ‘ No matter ! What is it you are reading there ? ” 

Sho lifted him the book ; an Italian translation of an English 
romance, — “ Lucrijce.’* 

A shadow, weary and heavy, camo on his face as he glanced 
tnrough tho pages, 

“ \oii know it ? ’* sho asked him. 

“ Yes, I know it.’* 

“ 1 lovo it so well ! It was left here by chance years ago, by some 
travellers going through to Valloiiibrosa. It is beautiful! . It 
moves me as tho w'inds do when they mako their music througli 
the woods, and seem as though they called on men to coaso from 
evil and remember God.” 

Tho words, fantastic, yet very eloquent, while her eyes grow 
humid, and the colour on her cheek grow warm as tho scarlet heart 
<‘f a pomegranate, were perhaps tho truest homage the work had 
over known* 

iio Closed tho book and gave it back. 

“ Since you feel it so, you give tho author his best reward.” 

“ But you must think it great, too?” 

No ; it is very imperfect. . No one know that bettor than ho 
who wrote it.” 

“ It is perfect to rne. And who was he, — its writer P 

“ You see his name there.' 

“ Yes, his name; but hm fate— — ” 

“ Was, they say, a very common one. It was the fate of Icarus, 
who thought himself a winged god, and fell broken to earth.” 

“ He never feU ignobly,” she said, below her breath. “ He 
strove to rise too high, perhaps ; and those who were earth-bound 
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envied him, and shot him down as hunters shoot an eagle; but 
whoever wrote that book would only gather strength from anv 
fall.” ^ ^ 

Ho answered her nothing. 

The spring deepened into early summer ; he had been seven 
weeks in the Latin villa since the day he had found her in ths 
storm, and ho saw her often. He was beguiled with her, and tho 
thoughts of her cultured fancy, all untinged by the world’s taint 
as they were, ha^a certain charm for the scholar, not less than hor 
personal loveliness had a charm for one who had been, as the world 
held, a libertine. But either passion was dead in him, or her de- 
fencelessness lent hor sanctity in his sight; for no warmer word or 

f iance than that of a pitying and pure tenderness ever came fi’om 
im to teach her either his power or hers. 

She knew nothing of his history, not even his name; to the 
peasantry he was simply ** tho stranger.” Ho was sojourning here 
for the villegiatura^ and into his solitude none had ventured until 
she had been taken there by the hazards of the mountain weather. 
Muse on what could be his history she often did, but to question 
him on it she would no more have thought of than, in the old 
legends of her^ Ohurch, those whom angels visited thought of press- 
ing curiously upon their reverenced guest. She foflowed other 
words of Hfeloise, “En toi jo ne cherchai que toi, rien de toi que 
toi-m6me.” It was he who was the idol of her thoughts ; what 
he was, whence he came, she never sought to know. Tho king- 
sliip of tho earth would not have seemed to her an empii’e too 
superb for him to have forsaken. 8he would have believed what- 
ever he should have told her of himself— save evil. As it was, ho 
told her nothing ; and ho spoke her language and tho dead Latin, 
which was equally familiar to her, so that he might have been a 
Tuscan by birth, or, as her fancy — imaginative to extravagance— 
sometimes could have almost conceived, have lived in those »*ges ef 
Augustan Eome or Gracchan Eovolution of which he loved best to 
converse. 

Utterly at his mercy she was ; of peril to her from him she had 
no conception,— what he had commanded she would have obeyed 
implicitly ; of her own danger she was profoundly ignorant ; and 
that ho could have erred she would have no more believed than tho 
simple fanatics of her native beech- woods would have believed in 
the error of the saints and seraphs to whom they prayed. The 
very difference in their years, wide as it was, lent an addilioniil 
charm to their intercourse, and even an additional danger, suice it 
lent it also an apparent and fallacious security. 

Later on that same day, returning through the forest Ubqvd 
Fontane to the ruined vUla, where he lived in the ascetic simplicity 
of a man whose only riches lie in his own intellect and in the 
books that he can gainer round him, he saw her again, as the sudden 
break in the wall of leaves and the sudden descent of the rocky 
pathway brought him to a grey antique broken bridge that spanned 
what was now little save a water-course, orchid-filled, with 2 
narroWi glimmering, brown brook under the flowers. She was 
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leaning over the parapet, resting her arm on a basket of fruit. 
There was the indolent, reposeful grace of her southern blood in 
the attitude, but there was also something of depression; and 
while a joyous light flashed into her eyes, he saw that they had 
been dim with tears. He paused beside her. 

“ Costalia ! what has vexed you ? ** 

An idle thing, c^ellenza.” 

Nothing is idle if it have power to wound you. Toll me.** 

A proud pain, that was half of it scorn for itself and half the im- 
patience to repay scorn, was on her face as she raised it. 

“It is my folly to he wounded! But as two contadine passed 
ino a whBo ago, they thrust out their lips with a smile that was 
wicked, and looked at mo. ‘ Like mother, like child I * And 1 
know that they meant disdain at mo and at her ; and my heart 
ached because I could not revenge. Rovonge is guilt, the Padro 
Giulio says ; it may be, but when they mock at her, it would bo 
very sweet to me.** 

The strength of vengeance gleamed for a moment over the soft- 
ness of hor youth ; he saw how easily the noble nature here might 
bo driven to desperation and to guilt. If the lash of scorn fell on 
hor, it would never chasten, but it would goad and madden into 
rebellion, perhaps into recklessness. 

Poverim!'* he said, caressingly, “evil be to those who cause 
3 ’ou one moment’s pain. Does so much coarseness and cruelty 
exist oven in your primitive valley ? But do not hoed thorn, Oas- 
talia ; theso women arc beneath your regrot ; and, remember, 
calumny can only lower us when it has power to make us what it 
calls us.’* 

Her glance gave him eloquent and grateful comprehension. 

“ Oh, ’liLstrissimo ! it is not their scorn that 1 hoed ; it is only — 
I am afraid that it may bring me yours. And death would bo 
more merciful to mo ! *’ 

The words touched him deeply, — more deeply than ho showed ; 
for ho sought to turn her thoughts from herself, as ho took hor 
hands in his own, and looked down into the splendour of her eyes. 

“ Ca.stalia, never fear that. I honour you for what you are, my 
cliild. Your mother’s error — if error it were— can never rest upon 
3 'ou ; and the world is often sorely at fault in its judgments. It 
condones its thieves, and condemns its martyrs. But you are rash 
to attach so much value to my opinion. You do not know who i 
am, — whence I come, — what my history may bo.” 

“ But I know you. Had I sought to know more, would you not 
have thought mo unworthy of so much ? Tho fable of Psycho is 
so true ; where doubt has onco como, faith is dishonoured.” 

He smiled at the flEible she chose, and her insight into human 
nature. 

“ Right, I think Eros was justified in taking wing and in never 
returning ; but stiU there js such a thing as prudence. How can 
vou tell that some guilt docs not rest on me ? — that 1 come hci'o 
because 1 am a marked and disgraced man ? — that I may be utterly 
unlike all you believe me ? ” 
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Sho looked at him proudly and yet sadly. 

“ ]jJceollonz[i, those who boar guilt do not look as you look ; and, 
whatever you bo, you are great** 

“ No ! 1 told you I am a fallen Cmsar, and dropped my purples 
long ago.’* 

“ But his purples are tho least part of Caesar's greatness.” 

“Not in the world’s estimate. Come, let mo see you home- 
ward.” 

He raised tho load of yellow gourds and luscious summer finiits, 
glowing amidst loaves and wild flowers, as ho spoke ; she tried U) 
take it from him. 

“ Oh, illustrissimo I do not do that! Fowmiist not carry a burden.'* 

“I have carried many,” he said, half with a smile. She looked 
at him still, with that reverent, wistful look ; she wondered what 
ho had been. 

“ You have P But they miist have been the weight of royalties, 
then. Give me the fruit I Pray do not take it for me ! ” 

“Castalia, an emperor is bound to seiwe a woman. We have 
that lingering chivalry among us, at least.” 

Tho rocky road wound down under beech-boughs, and over 
green turf, and into tho twilight of dense woods, till the aerial 
campanile of Fontano rose in its delicate height like a frozen 
fountain out of tho nest of leaves. Tho Tuscan sunset, in all its 
glow, was just on earth and sky as they entered tho valley w'hcro 
the white spire and tho masses uf chestnut- wood stood out against 
the intense blue of tho early summer heavens. 

“ Coleridge cried, ‘ 0 G >d, how glorious it is to live ! * ” he said, 
rather to himself than to her, as they came into tho roseate 
radianco. “Henan asks, ‘0 God, when will it bo worth while 
to live ? ’ In nati^re wo ocho tho poet ; in the world wo echo tho 
thinker.” 

Tho light was gone, tho twilight fallen, as ho left her at the 
littlo ch&lot horo tho charity of tho Chinch sheltered her. Ho 
drew her to him witk an involuntary action of tenderness. 

“ Caatalia, good-night ! ” 

Hor eyes looked up to his in tho shadows heavily flung around 
thorn by tho bonding Doughs, The intinito beauty of her face had 
never been more fair; almost unconsciously, something of the 
softness of dead years revived in him ; he stooped his head, and his 
lips touched the flushed warmth of her cheek in farewell. The kiss 
startled her childhood from its rest lor ever ; with it tho knowledge 
of love came to her. 

A sudden consciousness, a sudden alarm, quivered through, her ; 
her heart beat like a caught bird, in a sweetness and joy that made 
her afraid at their terrible strength and made her tremble before 
him as though criminal with some great guilt ; she stood like an 
antelope that in its wild, shy grace only tempts the himter the 
more : what she felt had a strange awe for her, and as strange a 
rapture. Though mven only in a compassionate tenderness, the 
caress had taught mo moaning of passion ; hor colour burned, her 
eyes sank under his. 
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At that instant the tread of a heavy step was hoard on tho 
silence : sho fled instinctively, fleet as a fawn, into tho dcoponing 
filiatlow of tho arched and open door; he turned away and W'cut 
back up the woodland road to his own dwelling. Fronting him, in 
a faint ray of dying light that slanted through the wall of chestnut 
and of cypress, tho old priest stood, his grave, austere features 
rugged as the riven rock. 

“ Give me a word w’ith you,” ho said, simply. 

He whom ho checked in his path looked up and paused ; ho had 
scarcely seen, and as scarcely thought of, the self-appointed guai;dian 
f)f Ciistalia. 

“ A word with mo ? Astiuredly.” 

Tho priest looked at him with searching eyes, in which there was 
still a great sadness and a great appeal. 

“ Whoever you bo,” he said, biiclly, ‘‘whether great, as I doom 
by your bearing, or no, I speak to you not as t(j one owning 
iiuthority, nor as one holding myself God’s command, but simply 
as man speaks to man.” 

“Say on.” 

“ Then I say, have you thought what it is you do now ? ” 

“ Do ? I fail to understand you.” 

“ 1 'will make my meaning plainer, then. Do you moan to ruin 
that young lifo ?” 

“Cod forbid!” 

“ Then do you know that they speak evil of her on your score ? 
Do you know that, through you, th(;y ^ay tho shiimo of her mother 
IS heis ‘i ” 

“Thoy lie, then — utterly^ Teach your flock more cliarity to 
youth and innocence, holy father. And let mo 2 >u.' 5 H ; 1 cannot wait 
for this ciitoohibm.” 

“ I thank you for that denial ; /did not need it; lior eyes aro 
too clear beneath mine. Yet allow mo a few words more. Y ^u 
givo her no love, probably; but you aro already far inoro lu i* 
religion than tho creed I have taught her from infancy. How will 
you use your power over her ” 

Ho was silent ; his thoughts were littlo 'v\'ith the speaker; ho was 
thinking of the lips that had trembled beneath his own. 

“You may lead her where you 'will; I confess it you ! You, a 
stranger, 'v^^ho saw her first but a few 'WToks ago, ha^e a fierce to 
mould and sway her that 1 never 'w^on — I who have reared hor and 
succoured her well-nigh from her birth,” said tho Italian, willi a 
bitterness in w^hich was a 3 'oaniing pain. “ It may bo Ihiit 1 have 
seemed harsh to her ; it may bo that I have mi.*'sed my way — that, 
while I strove ovennuch to shield her from her mother’s ciTf>r, J 
forgot to woo her trust and her heart— I forgot that a child, and a 
Woman-child above all, needs lovo and needs indulgence. It may 
be that I en-ed. Be it so or not, y'ou can command her ; and I caii 
no more stay her from 3 ’’oifr sorcery than I can check tho winds. 
.Yet you say you would not blight her lifo; you speak as though 
vou had pity on her. You say you loavo her iunocouco saci r d . 
out will you, thou, rob hoi* of pca*je ? You say 3 "ou will not leuJ 
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her to dishonour : will you not spare her also the bitterness of a 
knowledge that must destroy the virginity of the heart ? You say 
the slanderers lie : will you not, then, be wholly merciful, and 
leave her ere she le^ms to love you too well ? You can make hci 
the plaything of an hour ; but it will only be at the price of hei 
whole future.*' 

lie stood silent still while the oid priest spoke. He had not 
thought of cost to her. 

“ Your lips touched hers to-night,** pursued the Tuscan. ** Tho 
woman who has once felt shame under a caress has already lost 
half her purity. You gave her in that a memory which will" burn 
into her heart with humiliation eveiy time that she thinks of you. 
You may mean her no injury now ; but you are one who has lived 
long, doubtless, in the pleasures of tho world : how will it end if 
you remain near her ? ’* 

He raised his eyes, where they stood in the early evening ligh^ 
falling so faintly through the parting in the barrier of cypress, and 
looked full at the Italian. 

“ You plead with me for her; to what fate do you condemn her 
yourself? Tho cloister? Have you over thought what it is to 
bury her in that tomb which cannot claim even tho repose of tho 
graves of the dead ? — to bar her out from light and laughter and 
melody and joy ? — to chain her loveliness whore no kiss shall ever 
meet ncr own, no heart boat on hers, no eyes see her smile, no 
lover sock her embrace? Have you ever thought what you will 
do when yon soul down such luxuriant life as hers to beat, and 
struggle, and desire, and pine, and wither, and perish alone? 
Yours is tho cruelty — not mine ! ** 

The Tuscan’s fuiTowod cheek grew paler ; ho was too deep a 
scholar to be a fanatical cliurchman, and in his close, stern, rugged 
soul he (ihori^hed Castalia tenderly. 

‘■‘I mean 110 ciaielty, — Christ knows. But I have no other 
shelter for ^'.ur, and there at least she would have innocence.’* 

“ Innocence forced and untempted ! what is it hotter than sin ’ 
Let her take her chance in tho width of the world, let her ovi’ii 
know trial and poverty and temptation, lot her bo a wanderer aiit? 
a beggar, if she must ; but leave her the free ah', and tho foivi't 
liberty, and the human love that is her right, and the possibility at 
least of joy ! ” 

Tho Italian sighed wearily. 

“ I strive for Sie best ; and my cruelty is not os yours. I would 
save her at least from actual pain ; you — if you do her no worse 
thing— will bind on her a passion and a rem-et that will consuiue 
her to her grave. I know her nature ; and though she has tho 
innocence, she has not the inconstancy, of a child : she will not 
for<jet. There is but one way to spare nor : leave her.** 

He was silent a while longer, as th^ priest’s words ceased, and 
there was no sound save the falling of a water-course rushing 
downward through the gloom and through the leaves. 

“I will leave her,” he said, at last, “if you in turn give me 
your word never to force her life into a convent.” 
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*• 1 promise.” 

** So- be it. I will make her no fiirewell ; let her tbink me heart* 
less of her, if she will ; so she will best forget.” 

Then he went upward alone through the evening diadows, along 
the slope of the hills, to the loneliness of the Latin villa. In the 
gloom of the deserted hall tho picture of the diadem of tlowow alone 
gleamed radiant as a ray of tho moonlight fell across it. Ho paused 
before tho painting, and a sudden pity stole on him. 

Tho promise that he had given had a certain pain for him. It 
was not love that ho felt for her. There had been too great a (^irk- 
uess on his life for tho softness of that passion easily to revive ; but 
he had found a pleasure in once more, after leiigthouod solitudes, 
being tho subject of that sweet, reverent adoration; and sln^ luid 
ins})ired him with an unspeakable compassion for her fate, which 
coiild not let him muse witliout anxiety upon that fate’s inevitable 
futui’O. There had been a time when tlio lavishness of his gifts 
and the influence of his word could have lifted her into happiiiess 
as easily as a flower is transplanted into sunlight from tho shado ; 
but that time was far away. lie Iblt tho hardest pang of povorl.y 
to thoso‘’of generous nature : ho had nothing to give. 

lie had offered tho promise, and ho would redeem it because sho 
was motherless and defenceless, and therefore sacred to him ; hut 
ho stood and looked at tho dower-crowned painting with a pang of 
regret. 

“ It is a harsh mercy that ho asks of mo,” ho thought* ; “ and yi't 
what clso should be the cudP Love is no toy for mo now ; and sho 
IS worthier of a happier fate than to bo tho passing fancy, tho con- 
solation of an hour, to a worn and wf aried life.” 

On tho monw, ere tho sun was high, he was far from Vallom- 
brosa. 


BOOK THE SEVENTH. 


CHAPTEK I. 

“DO WELL UNTO THYSELF, AND MEN WILL SPEAK GOOD OF 
THEE.” 

The Member for Darsbampton sat at breakfast in his house in 
town,— a fine mansion, whoso rental was two thousand a year, yet 
in whose unostentatious and solid comfort there was the impress of 
sterling wealth, hut not a trace of parvenu aiTogance or ill taste. 

He sat at breakfast in his dining-room ; a long, low room, hmig 
with crimson and with a fef/ dne pictures ; at the farther end was 
a white bust on a pillar of jaspar : it was the bust of a long-dead 
statesman, Philip Chandoe . The Member for Darsbampton was 
taking his breakfost, surroiuded with a sea of morning papers ; he 
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had already done two hours' hard work with his secretary, dictating, 
annotating, reading reports, computing statistics, conning over 
•precis. Leisure, indeed, was a thing ho never knew; untiring, 
clastic, indefatigable, unsparing, he was an admirable man of busi- 
ness, and every moment of his day was consumed in a. labour seem- 
ingly borne as lightly as it was in reality thoroughly done,, whatever 
its nature. , , 

Public life was his natural sphere ; to it he brought a brain ever 
vigilant, an energy ever unconquerable, ^ facility that might have 
been almost too facile had it not corrected by a keen and 
vigorous patience that would never slur over anything, and that 
searched out the minutest points of every subject. Yet the enor- 
mous variety, and the intensity of application that characterised 
his work, told in no sort of way on his health: ho felt well, 
looked well, slept well ; ho never found any tax on his strength 
touch him, moro than if he had been made of oak or granite ; ho 
never knew what pain or what weariness was. Ilo reaped now tho 
recompense of the training, the temperance, and the entire freedom 
from all license in vice that he had imposed on him self so severely 
throughout his early manhood. His eyes were as bright, his skin 
ns clear, his teeth as white, his smile as merry, as twenty year.? 
before ; John Trevenna was unchanged, — unchanged in form and 
feature, in manner and in mind. Tn the first, Iho man was too 
healthily framed to alter much with time ; in tho latter, ho W'as 
too integrally original, and boro too thorough and marked an idio- 
syncrasy to alter whilo ho hud life. Ho cut his impre.ss on tho 
world anout him, ho did not take his mould from it : rnon\)f this 
type change liitlo. Moreover, Trevenna hud Success : it is a find* 
tonic than any tlie Pharmacopoeia holds, Hi>ociaIly for thoso wlio, 
like him, aro too wise to let it bo also a stimulant that intoxicates 
or an opiate that di’ugs thorn. 

He had success of tho richest and tho fullest. Slowly won, but 
surely, he had mounted his cautious and victorious way to those 
heights thti^ long ago had been a goal of which men w'ould have 
called him a madman over to dream, and had netted together tho 
innumerable threads of his policies and his efforts, till ho h.i(l 
woven them into a rope-ladder strong enough and long enough to 
roach the power he had coveted from earliest boyhood. Ilis rise 
had, in appearance, been gradual, yet it had been rapid in fruits 
and in attainment; and there wore few men living of whom so 
much was thought in the present, from whom so much was ex- 
jjootcd in the future. Tho sedulous training ho had pursued so 
patiently had brought its own reward : none went to tho political 
arena more finely prepared for it: none had more completely 
gained a footing and a power there. 

The first words he had uttered in the House had told them his 
quality, had told them that no ordinary man had come among 
them to represent that little borough, of tho south-woetem sea- 
board ; but he had been careful, and ire had been wise. He bad 
not alai'mod them with a sudden burst of talent ; ho had been con- 
tent to run a waiting race for tho first/ and to bide his time. Ho 
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had let his influonco grow; ho had been noted earliest rather for 
his ftdmirttblo common ^nse and his practical working powers, than 
ibr anything more brilliant; and gradually as hia critical audience, 
who regarded him as an outsider and an adventurer, bceamo cogni- 
sant of his value, he allowed the true resources and the real capa- 
bilities of his mind to bo discovered. Fcsthia leutc was his motto, 
and he had followed it with a patience the more marvellous in ono 
whose quick, energetic, prompt, caustic temper alw’ays urged him 
to instant action and ironic retort. 

Now he had his reward ; his weight was immense, liis popularity 
with the large and wealthy and liberal mass of the country, oxtrcino. 
Ministers dreaded him, chiefs of his own puvty recognised in him 
the first of all their auxiliaries ; GovenimeuL would have bought 
his silenco with any placo ; the honchos never were so crowded us 
on a night when ono of his watchod-for and trenchant speeches 
rang through tho drowsy air of tho Lower Chamber like the clear 
stirring notes of a trumpet. Ho w as rich ; his commercial specii- 
lations, made with that unerring acumen which distingiiiHlied him, 
had prospered and iniiitipliod a thousanciibld ; all ho undertook 
Buccoedod. Those who had sneered him down had become com- 
nolled to court and conciliate him ; great orders who had dubbed 
nim nobody, and shut him with scorn outsido their pale, nov/ 
learned to dread him as their direst opponent. Houses w'hcro lie 
had used to enter on suiferanco now rocoivod him as an honoured 
guest; statesmen who had once blackballed liim at clubs now 
W’ould have given any splendid bribe ho would have taken to still 
liis defiance or to secure hia alliance. Against prestige, prfyiiduM', 
poverty, tho sneer of tho world, tho antagonism of the nobility, the 
uttermost disadvantages and difficulties of position, Trevonna liail 
fought his way into a foremost rank, and compelled his foes to 
acknowledge and to dread tho man whom they had laughed down 
as an insignificant /(irctitr, a nameless club -lounger. 

His conquest was CTand ; tho indomitable courage that he had 
brought to it, the oxnaustless ciiduranco with which ho had sus- 
tained defeat and humiliation, tho untiring resolve with wliich he 
had kept ono nim in view so long, and beaten down tho barriers of 
class and custom, are the most magnificent ([ualities of human life. 
Tho work was great, and greatly done. Tho man who vanquishes 
tho opprobrium of adverse orders and tho opposition of ud verso 
circumstances, is a soldier as staunch as the liarca brood of Car- 
thage ; but — the weapons with which tho fight had been fought 
here were foul as an assassin’s, and tho root, like tho goal of tho 
struggle, was envy. A man may rise with an admuablo porso- 
vorance and danntlcssness ; but the hatchets with which ho carves 
his way up the steep shelving ico-slopo may nevertheless bo blood- 
fitainod steel and stolen goods. We are too apt, in our wonder and 
our applause at the height to which ho has attained against all 
odds, to forget to note whether his steps up the incline have been 
<il.oan and justly taken.. 

Trevenna’s frankness, his bonhomie, his logical brain, his ra^ 
oloqucDce, his practical working powers, his taking candour, witn 
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which ho avowed himself of the middle classes, claicurg tio rights 
of birth, his cheerful and unerring good sense, with which ho 
would alike treat a political question by examining its business 
utility, and disarm a social sneer by disclaiming all pretensions to 
rank or to dignity, charmed the world in general, paralyzed hid 
aristocratic foes, and pioneered his way wherever he would, giving 
him a wide and sure hold on the classes to whose sympathies ho 
made his direct appeal. The fine intrigues by which power bar] 
been secretly won to him ; the merciless knowledge with which h(3 
ct)ercod those whoso histories he held in a tyranny none the less 
iriosistible because tacit ; the paths in which his finesses had W{in- 
dored to gather his hold on so many ; tho sinks out of W'hich lus 
wealth had been taken, as gold is found in the sewers; tho mani- 
fold infamies into which his bright skill had dived, to issue from tluiiu 
with a terriblo omnipotence ; the network of inimitable chicaneries, 
over wisely to windward of the law, with which ho had overspread , 
tho world he had vanquished ; the commercial gambling in which 
he had filled his treasuries by a fluke, and doubled and quad- 
rupled gains gotten by lies ; tho hearty, ironic, good-humoured, 
I’ascally contempt in which ho held all mankind, and disbelieved in 
all honesty, — these were unknown, unguessed, alike by the people 
who believed iu him, by the aristocracies who hated him, by lh(' 
party who adored him, and by tho world on which he had, agiiiiiist 
odds so vast, graven the impress of his daring and splendid talent. 

When the white block of marble shines so solid and so costly, 
who remembers that it was once made up of decaying shells and 
rotting bones and milli<ms of dying insect-lives, pressed to ashti^ 
ere tlio rare stone was ? 

Trevenna’s success was, like the bricks of the ancient temple^, 
cemented with t no blood of quivering hearts; but it w\as all the 
firmer for tliat, and none tho less victorious. Now, where he sut 
u\ his dining-room, ho glanced down tho leaders of his own espociul 
organ, a journal that ever sounded ** lo triuinpho” before him,— 
glanced amusedly over tho closing words of tho column devoted to 
the praise of “ tho most promising statoaman we possess, — th *■ 
assured chief of the future, — tho great orator by whom Darshamp- 
toii is so nobly represented.’^ 

“ Of uiiilagging energy,” pursued his claqueur of tho Ctnnmutnsf, 

“ of tho highest political probity, of a fixity of principle never to 
bo turned from its goal by the gilded bait of office, of talents most 
versatile, yet which never interfere with his devotion to the 
smaUost business detail or mercantile interest, essentially iitiglish 
in creed, bias, and temper, preferring solid excellence to thq flashy 
fascination of superficial attainment, and signalized by cordial and 
earnest sympathies with tho wishes and the rights of the masses, it 
is to Mr. Trevenna that all thoughtful and advanced minds must 
inevitably look for progress and assistance in the future of our 
nation. The laws, tno liberties, the domestic virtues of the hearth 
and homo, the independence abroad, and tho prosperity of internal 
interests, the maintenance of religion and morality, the security of 
the birthright of freedom to tho poorest lilb that breathes,— all that 
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aro so notably dear to every Englishman aro equally precious to 
him; and their preservation from ^ foreign taint and alien tyranny 
is the object alike of liis public and privuto cai'oer. Conquest does 
not recommend itself to him as peace and charity do; and iho 
clash of arms is jarring on his cur when hoard instcnid of tlio 
whirr of a myriad looms, broad-winning and broiul-giving. The 
wolfaro of the vast industrial classes of (jreat llriLiLu is at his 
boart before all else; and to the sway -which ho cxeils over tbo 
Senate, oven -when its members bo most strongly luivorso to him. 
wn may ajqdy tho trito lines of iLo ‘ iCiioid,’ * JLLoc libi erunt urlos,* 

So tho CommuDi^it, Trevenna laughed : tho lion had ^oo nineli 
1 m y humour in him not to enjoy the rblicim of his jackuL'slmo 
j.t'ioratinu. 

“Very well, my good fello-w,” ho thought, condescendingly. 
“Laid on a Iriilo too thick, perhaps; and you tvill call tho Com- 
nmns a * Sui^ale,’ and nothing will cure you of trotting out your bit 
olV(,liool Latin, whether it quite Ills or not: still, it docs very -well. 

* Vntues of tho hearth ami homo;* ah ! nothing brings down iho 
House liko that. AWro as blackguuid a nation us any going in 
VM 0 ; but wo do love to amblo out with a period about domentic bosh. 
My puds were neater when I -WToto ’em myself ; no gale blows you s») 
bi-a\ely along as the breeze you prick youisolf out of tho wind-i>.ig. 
Wlu) should know so well ua yo^U'solf all your most telling hits, 
ytmr titbits of excellence, your charming nicethjs of virtue ‘t Tlio 
null’ i)orfoct is tho putt personal — adioitly nmskeil. ivy on ns ! 

1 do bidiovo Iludibras is right, and th j cheated enjoy being cheated. 
If I told my dourly beloved niassoa, now, ‘ You’ro a lot of unedu- 
cated donkeys, — but youho my best '?to])ping-stones, and so I 
make you ho down and I get into your saddles,* theyM bo di.sgusted 
to-nioirow. I talk liberties, moderated Socialism, ]>hi]anibropy, 
uhd mural itios; I wear tho Jionuot llougo discreetly weighted do\vii 
with a lino tassel of British prudenco, and they bolievo in mb! 
Cuii’t, either, quite, surely f* And yet I don’t know; there isn’t 
anything so easily taken m as a wholo country. Nine-tenths of a 
nation aro such fools, — that’s whoro it is; of course the other tenth 
part do what they like with them.” 

With which reflection on the aggregate of whom he was an 
honored representative, Trevenna ate a roynun, au via dc Mudcni. 
llis delight in the iiifliiito jost of tho world was unchangc‘d ; lio 
I enjoyed with an unction never sated the whole of tho vast bur- 
lesiiuo to which he played the triumphant jiart of Arlocclimo : his 
heart was as light as a boy’s, and his humour as savory as Ealstatf’s. 
Ilaving-worn the robes of respectability of a grave and r(jvorond 
siguior, all day long before tho people, ho would come homo and 
toss them off with as mischievous a glee at tho perfection willi 
'v'hich he had played his part, as in earlier days ho had tossed aside 
bis domino and mask after t^sing tho life out of everybody at a 
nia:>([uorade. 

Ho ate his kidney, glancing over some other jounials that echoed 
tho Commaiiist with a more or less duibront wording, and bcnic Op- 
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position ones that flattorod him equally well by damning him so vor^ 
strongly that nothing but an acute dread of him could make thoili 
so bitter. Of the two, perhaps theso pleased him the best. lutensu 
abuse may be, on the whole, a surer testimony to your power thau 
intense praise ; and, moreover, ho was of that nature which is iie^ er 
so vigorously happy as when it has something to combat. lie wa^ 
made of splendidly tough stuff, this man who had been so lonj? 
looked down upon as a mere town-chatterbox and diner-out; and 
he throve on every added effort which endeavoured to displace him, 
an/1 only grew the more firmly rooted for it. Breakfast done, ami 
a first-rate ciganor two smoked, he rose, nodded to the white bimt 
at the end of the chamber with mischief in his eyes, as though it 
wore a living thing (he liked to soo that bit of statuary there, as 
soldiers like to see tnoir enemy’s standards droop on their mess- 
room walls, in witness of hard-fought and successful war), and went 
out to his busy day. He toiled none the less than he had dono) 
when self-educating himself for the tribuneship he now filled; lie 
was not a whit less punctual, arduous, and methodical than ho hud 
been when he had ground logic and finance and laws of exchange, 
while the world thought him an idle Jldneur; every thing he under- 
took was done with a conscientious thoroughness, none tho loss 
complete because its far-sighted motive was ultimate aggrandizo- 
inent. Lot him have risen as high as ho would, ho would never 
havo spared himself: he loved woik. for itc, own pleasure, as a muu 
loves swimming. 

His party was out of office at this time, — had been so for some 
two or threo years; whenever they should come in again, ho knew 
they could not help but offer him a seat iii tho Cabinet ; well as 
many <)f them deb sted him, they dared not risk his enmity or hi’< 
opposition. To got them into otffco onco moro, therefore, and wiito 
himself the Bight Hon. John Trevenna, he laboured assiduously, 
«ud for tho oiiposite faction with a terrible ability. Ho had 
weakened, undermined, countermined, impugned, ridiculed, arraign ■ 
od, and stripped bare their policies, that it was generally belio\pd 
they would bo compelled before long to try an appeal to tho country. 
They had no one strong enough in debate, though they had several 
brilliaiit speakers, to oppose the slodgo-haramer force of his close 
arguments and tho weight of his keen logic, that lolled their <io- 
fonces with its sharp pole-axe. 

Ho accorded now two hours after breakfast to correspondence and 
such matters ; then ho gave audience to a Darshamptori deputation, 
who (^ine in sturdily sullen, but were received with such chatty 
familiarity, such pleasant good nature, that they went out agam 
docile and enchanted, and never had time to remember till they 
were half-way homo that they had extracted no pledgo from him 
and received not ono single definite answer ; then he saw some score 
or more of different visitors, breathless with political anxiety or 
brimming with political rumours; a private interview with a foreiga 
ambassador, andaconfidentialfc/e-d-tefe withagreat lord of his partyi 
followed ; then he sauntered into one or two of the Pall-Mall clubs. 

full of nows, wit, and good humour as when ho had made his 



^77 


“ Z/.7 Wi ll unto Thijself. ‘ 

rtiparteos to got his dinners; then ho drove <lowii to show at a 
couple of garden-parties at a French prince’s and a Scotch duchess's, 
vivacious, full of fun, charming the ladies as “so droll, so original ! ” 
and playing lawn-billiards as if he had not another stake in the 
world; then he went to the House for a couple of hours and 
launched a short speech that told like a rifle-shot ; then he went to 
a dinner-party at a groat chief’s of his party ; and thence to an 
Embassy-ball. 

There" were wars and rumours of war political pending ; there was 
n citation in the great aristocratic ranks of opposition ; there vrero 
excitement and- intrigue in the whole of the world of state-craft. 
1 1 was a crisis, as the grandes dames murmured with emphasis, and 
no liked to show these nobles, these hereditary statesmen, those 
women who had onco scarcely bowed to him as a “ rank outsider,” 
that ho could take the emergency with all the sang-froid imaginable, 
gossip as pleasantly as though no import hung on the night, and 
cha tter with a duchess about Tuileries tittle-tattle till he was called 
away and carried forcibly off by a whip who was in the height of 
haste and trepidation. 

“lie will cut some work out for you,” had the old duko once sai»l 
c»f him ; and Trovoima made good his words. His party hated 
alliance with him, but they iio more dared alienate him than they 
(lai'od have called him in Darshamptoii what they called him in 
secret, — a <lomagoguo. Of a truth ho was no demagogue ; ho wiis 
far too wise and far too cultured. Tl'o w’as simply a sagacious, 
luulacious, astute, and unerring politician, willing to load the noopio 
as far as it was his interest to do so, but not one step farther, if 
ih(iy starved by the thousand. 

Many lords had come down to hear the Debate ; the Ladies* and 
Strangers’ Galleries were full, tho crowds out-side the I louse packed 
< lose in expectation ; it was known that tho late of partio.s hinged 
• luofly on this night’s issue. AVith a grey paletot over his evening 
I'lims, ho sauntered to his place, importurhablo, nonchalant, looking 
as bright and as keen as though he W'oro just going up to the 
wackots at cricket. All eyes were on him ; ho was iLsed to that bj 
this lime, and liked nothing bettor. He loved to know that his 
hri.sk, elastic step, and his good-humoured, ea.sy bearing, were as 
well known hero as tho haughty grace of Philip (Jhaudos once had 
I'-eeii. Tho ambition of his life centred in tho turn of the night ; 
Iho hopes of his party centred in himself. It was his to attack, and, 
if possible, to defeat, tho Goveriimont, and all t)io resources of liis 
iiitelloct had been brought to meet the need ; yet, as he took lus 
seat, he^waa as genial, as bright, as light-hearted, as though be 
^■ere a school-boy, and W'as so without a shade of alfoctation in it. 
He had the qualities of a very great innii in him, and he loved tho 
ft^mosphero of conflict. 

His famous rival’s speech closed : it had been brilliant, persuasive, 
subtle, launching an unpopul&r measure with consummate skill, 
^nd fascinating, if it failed to convince, all auditors. It was no 
facile task to reply to and refute him. Trevonna rose, one hand 
[ightly laid on iKe rail, tho other in the breast of his coat ; on hia 
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lips was his pleasant, frank smile : the Opposition had learned to 
dread its meaning. The House was profoundly hushed as his voict*. 
perfectly moderated, but resonant, telling and clarion-like, pierced 
the silence. Ho know well how to hold its ear. I 

Ho was a master of the great art of banter. It is a marvellous ' 
force : it kills sanctity, unveils sophistry, travesties wisdom, cut* , 
thi’ough the finest shield, and turns the noblest impulses to hopeless 
ridicule. He was a master of it ; with it he rent his antagonist’s 
arguments like gauze, stripped Ins metaphors naked, pilloried his 
logic and his rhetoric, his finance and his economics, and left tho ' 
residue of his ornate eloquence a skeleton and a iaughing-stock. 
Ho did this matchlessly, and did not do it too* much : he knew tho 
temper of his audionce, and nev^r transgressed, its laws of courtesy. 
He carried it with him as by magic, and from bis lighter weapoiVs 
ho passed on, and took up the terseness of reasoning, the closeness 
of logic, tho mathematical exactitude, the shrewd, practical com- 
mon sense, without which no speaker will ever thoroughly gain tho 
confidoiico and homage of tho lilnglish Commons. It might not bo 
tho silver eloquence of a Domosthoiies, but it was tho oratoiy suited 
above all to his theme and to his place, — classic, moreover, even 
whilst it was busiuess-liko and restrained, as befitting a gathering 
of gentlemen, even whilst most audacious, most pungent, moat 
niercilo&s in raillciy and attack. 

Tho iiouso eheored him in riotous excitement as ho sat down, 
and tho supremo triumph of n trinTii2)hnnt Jilb was given liim. II is 
s])ro(‘h did a rare thing in Ht. Step! ion’s : it iiifiucnced tho voto> : 
the Uovoriiinont w'as defeated liopelossly on a groat issue, ond 
could have no choice but to i‘o.sign. 

There w^as the grandeur, if there W'ere the inRoloiice, of suprenn' 
success, self- won, in Trovonna’s eyes and in his thoughts, as J t' 
went out in tho lateness of tho night with the cheers which h i'i 
ratified his victory still seeming to echo in his ear. Ho looked, s '* 
his carri. rolled through tho gaslights, down tho darkling stro« " 
of AVost minster, and thouglit of tho night ho had stood there u- .i 
boy and trodden out tho luscious Paris bonbons of a young chil't - 
gift. "What ho had done sinco then ! 

“ Beaux seigneurs ! what of the outsider iiowV' ho mused, with 
his victorious smilo on his mouth. “ In a week’s time I shi.dl 
called tho Bight Hon. John Trevenna ; and they dread mo "o 
bitterly they will dare to refuse mo no place in tho Cabimd that 1 
choose to command.” 

“ Tho ministiy will go out. Sit down, and don’t yawm: thcro 
is no end to do,” ho said, curtly^ to his socretaiy, as ho thi’ow oil 
his paletot and entered his library. It 'was nigh four in tho morn- 
ing ; but his indefatigable elasticity and energy knew no latigno. 
As though just fresh to tho w'^ork, ho plunged into corrospoiidciiire 
that no precis- writing could have made terser and no dii)loinuli''t 
have surpassed for masterly suiiace-honcsty and secret reticeiico. 
A splendid campaign had been finished ; a* splendid 
was to be commenced. Tho army of attack had been h’lj 
triumphant; the array of occupation was to be beaded in tli^ 
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futnro. Tliero would bo others higher than ho in the titular dig- 
uitics of office, but there would bo nono higher in virtual p(»wnr. 

Do well unto thyself, and tho world will speak well of tlioo.” 
It was rare indeed that ever now there was found one bold enough 
to murmur against tho wealthy speculator, tho popular favourite, 
tlio astute politician, tho audacious and sogacioiis winner of all 
life’s choicest prizes, the bitter word that had long ago boon cast 
at him, — “ adventurer.” 

Others forgot that old timo; he did not. Ho loved to remomlxu* 
every jot of it Ilo loved to remember tho vow ho had sworn in 
tho midnight stroots in his childhood. lIo lovcul to roim'ftilx r 
every privation endured, every smart felt, ovory iiisolen(*o taken in 
sileiico, ovory long lonely night spent in i ard toil and ]utiless 
-tiidy, while the meny world laughed around in ils ph‘usui('s and 
^icoH. Ilo lovod to count up how much ho had coiupiered, and to 
j)ay back jibes of twenty years .ago, treasured up and wailing tJioir 
\('ngeiinco ; ho loved to mako men who had turned tJieir backs on 
hi in then bow before him now, and to glanco downward on tin) 
\ast declino up which ho had mounted, and to think how the siirr- 
iiosa of his foot and tho keenness of Jiis < 3 yo liad brought him 
against all difficulty to tlio tablo-lands where ho now stood secure. 
All lio forgot were— benefits. 

Withllicso triumphal thoughts did remorse over mingle ? Did 
ho ever remember Iho cost to other li\a*s at which so much of Jiis 
victory had boon gained? Did ho ever give a Hush of bhaino when 
ho rocollecled how ho had rewardcal (‘vil for good, ami 'hilten 
through \\ith tiger-fangs Iho han I which had loaded him with 
^ifts, and betrayed and robbial and (b ivon down to ruin tlio most 
hyal friend that over gave him fearless faith? Never oneo ! 
Amidst tho preans of success couscimico has small elmnco to ho 
heard, and tlio temper of Trevenna was proof rig.unst all biich 
woaknoss. Ilo would have said that lie knew neilhor form of il*- 
digestion, — neither dyspepsia nor repent anco. 


CIIAPTER IT. 

THE TIIKOXE OF IHR EXILE. 

1 r was in tlio boudoir of tlio great houso of Jjilliesford, whom a 
Jiolitical coterio wove its silken meshes for men’s souls and official 
jdaces. Veiy beautiful women were seen in it soinotimos, but 
lhey*werG rarel}" tho gay young sovereigns; they wero ratlun- llio 
(dder and more stately loaders of tho world political. Dor of Ihc^o 
latter was tho Countess of Clydesmoro. 

She sat there now, in tho darkest depths of tho sliadow', her 
head slightly bent, no ligV^ on the rich brown wealth of her hair 
or the sculpturo-like pcifcction of her features. She wa.s a woman 
whom her own great world revered : no levity ever touched licr 
name, no coquetrj' ever lowered her dignity. Ambitious she wa«, 
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thougli she scarce knew what for, — ^rather for the simple sake and 
swoeijioss of power and of prerogative than anything else. If her 
heart remained cold as ice to tho man whose name die graced and 
whoso children she had borne, — if her young sons never saw any 
smile in her eyes, but shrank from her in their infancy, chilled 
and afraid, — her world did not know this, and, had it known, 
would have thought it no breach of tho social code. We lay 
blame to society because it judges from tho surface : — idle blame : 
how else can it judge ? 

She was a stainless wife, of a lofty purity of life ; if in her soul 
she hated with a hate intense as passion the man to whom she had 
bound captive her beauty, — if when she looked on tho children she 
had brought him she pressed her lips tight to hold back a cuiso 
on them because he was their father, — who could toll this ? None, 
— save tho husband who had heard another name than his own 
murmured wearily in tho dreams of her bridal sloop, — save tho 
young boys who glanced at her with timid, troubled eyes, and 
W'ondercd why , when, for duty or for appearance, she had to ached 
til oil* chocks with a kiss, she thrust them away with an involuntaiy 
revulsion as they saw her thrust a tiresome dog. 

Now Lady Clydesmoro leaned back, musing of tho prospects of 
her party. Hho roigned for reigning' s sake ; she wove for weaving’s 
sake ; she was ambifioua because her nature could not choose but 
bo so ; she intrigued because she was W'caiy of her life and forgot 
herself a little tlio quickest iu these cabals. It was neither for lior 
husband nor her sons that she laboured : if the raising of her 
hand could have made tlu^ one a king, she w'ould not for his sake 
have raised it ; if by lifting it tho others could havo died out of her 
sight and out of her memory and sunk into their graves, it would 
have b(3en lifted as eagerly, as pitilessly, as ever iioman matrons 
gave the sign for tho slaughter in tho arena. But tho acquisition 
of privilege and tho vanity of her own splendid dominion w’oro tho 
passions of h'^r character: she had sickened long ago of tho reign 
of her beamy ; the domain of intellectual and political pro-emi- 
nonco remained to her, and sho had occupied it and usurped it. 

Tho three ladies with her w ore talking now of one who had also 
won his way to that closely-fenced and closely-crowded table-rock 
of political. strife. 

“It could not have been formed without him,** said one fair 
politician, 

“ Oh, no,** assented a yet warmer partisan. “He could make 
his own terms.’* 

“ Ho was moderate to bo content with the Colonial,** murmured 
the Lady of Lillie^lbrd. 

“ The Board of Trade might have done P ’* suggested tho first. 

“Ccriainly not; he would not have taken it,** negatived tho 
second, Lady Horiuavant, with a certain contempt. “ Foreign 
seals now — ’* 

“Oh, no,” dissented her ndversary; “we should have twenty 
wars on our hands in as many weeks with his brusque, brief 
despatches. They would be veiy Napoleonic ; but he would eaj 
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to the Pope, ‘ You belong to the past ; off with you ! * and would 
wi'ito to Prance, ‘ Wo hate you, and you hate us : why minco tho 
matter ? * He would not be conducive to Eui-opcan harmony.** 

Lady Dorenavant gave a lazy gesture of dissent. 

“ Is that all you know of him P In the Foreign Office, or any- 
where else, he vrould always do just tho thing that needed to m 
(lone, and no more. Ho can keep Darshampton in good humour ; 
it is more unmanageable, on tho whole, than Europe.” 

“I agree with you,” murmuied a third fair Chovrousoof politics. 
*‘I believe he would hold tho Foreign portfolio and hold it well. 
He would keep peace ; but there would bo no fog in his conns- 
jKjndonce, and no boating about tho bush. What ho liad to say 
would bo said briefly, finnly, and with infliiite tact. The only pity 
is— ho was nobody,’ 

“Every one has forgotten that by now,” said Lady Clydosmoro, 
with a curl of disdain on her thoughtful lips, that was followed by 
a darker and more bitter shadow wher<i she sjit in tho sholtor of tho 
cuiied tropic leaves. 

“No: it is never forgotten and never forgiven,” said tho last 
speaker, with delicate disdain ; for she was a very keen wit, a very 
li'utliful temper, and despised her own party nowand then noth 
little. “But, you know as well as 1, wo can’t afl’ord to appear to 
icmombcr it. He is so inucli tons.** 

“I do not SCO there is anything to bo forgotten,** said Lady 
Dorenavant, who piqued herself on being positively “ Bed ” in 
her political tastes in theory, but who would novortholess never 
have sot foot again in any house in whiidi tho order of precodonco 
hud been violated in going down to diinieraiid tboherahhc dignities 
(jf lier house been olfciKled in any iota of coroniouial. “That is 
such a miserable monopoly, such an old-world oi)ticisin, to ailh(»ro 
so much to lin(3ago. For my own park, I never forget that tho 
greatest men of all nations have sprung from tho pt'oplo. Life 
H too earnest, truth too broad, for these iiisigniflcant class-dis- 
tinctions.” 

“Quite so, dear,” yawned her pretty, inconsequent antagonist. 
“We all s.ay that nowadays. But why aren’t you tnio to your 
theory ? Why don’t you lot Adine many poor Laiigdou ? ” 

“That ia absurd !” said tho socialist peeress — a little nettled ; for 
no one likes to bo twitted with turning theories into action. “ No- 
body is talking of marriage : wo ore speaking of men w'ho attain 
power without tho bereditaiy right to it. I confess, I admiro 
‘'tif-made men ; there is such a rugged grandeur about the mere 
idea of all they have contested with and conquered.” 

Which was a beautiful absence of all prejudice on her ladysbip’.s 
part, slightly nullified in its weight by tlio fact that she bad a 
month before half broken her daughter’s heart, and spent all her 
most bitter and deadly courtliness of insolence and opprobrium on 
that daughter’s lover — a CTeat artist, who had had tho presumption 
to think that his fine celebrity and bis gallant love might mate 
with the young azure -eyed aristocrat, and in return luul be^a 
itoned and pierced with a grout lady’s polished insults* 
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“ Besides,” she pursued, now on her favourite theme, ** you can- 
not call him a self-made man : he was always among us, always at 
the best houses, entered Parliament at .a very good age, has always 
known everybody and been seen- everywhere. I remember his fir^t 
speech so well ! It was short— he had too much tact to detain Iho 
benches long — ^but so pithy, so trenchant, so precise to the purposo, 
so admirably uttered! I remember saying to poor Sir Jam<^s 
that very night, ‘ See if I am riot right ; we shall have a recruit 
well worth studying and retaining there.* And he did see I was 

Sho nestled herself among her soft cushions with complacent 
remombrance ; she had been the fii‘st to discern the faint beams of 
the rising sun. 

“ What that man has done since then ! ” murmured the Countess 
of Clydesmoro, rather to herself unconsciously than to her com- 
panions. 

At that instant a hand thnist aside the sacred velvet curtain 
before the open folding-doors, that rarely was drawn aside save by 
the few privileged comers who were made free of the guild : tli(3 
subject of their words and thoughts entered the boudoir. He was 
just then a guest for an autumnal week at Lilliosford. 

Lady Clydesmore did not look up ; a slight gloom came over her 
face, and tno abrupt rapidity of entrance jarred her nerves. Lady 
Dor^navant smiled a bland welcome. 

“ Ah, Mr. Trovenna, you come to enliven us I ** 

** You have faith in my powers of enlivening ? Well, so have L 
I think. I actually onen contrived to make a royal dinner only 
half as dull as a sermon ! ** 

“ What specific have you against dulnoss ? ** 

“ Don’t know,’’ answered tho iiopiilar politician, shrugging 
shoulders and hitting, as ho usually did, tho truth, — “ except 
may be that I never 1‘col a dull dog myself.” 

“ But that’s just it : how is it you don't ? " 

“Ah! that IS just it. Can’t say. Natural constitution, I su]^- 
poso, and a good digestion ; good conscienco, if you liko it better 
that sounds more pretty and poetic. Though really, as a praetii m'. 
fact, I believe it’s a good deal easier to carry a murder comfortable 
on one’s soul than a Lord Mayor’s dinner comfortably on oia'^ 
cliest.” 

“ You speak as if you have tried both,” said the languid, di'^- 
doinful voico of his hostess from the shadow. 

“ So I have. I’ve eaton Corporation tiu’tle, and IVo murder('<l 
many a little Bill— hopeless little Bills that scarcely saw the light 
before I strangled them. But I can't say their slanglitbr w.'-^ 
heavy to boar, whatever the debate upon tnem might bo. Lady 
Doi'^navant, what are you reading ? Anything good Y" 

“An old acquaintance of yoiu's,” she said, handing him tho 
book. 

Ho had read it, but ho turned the leaves over as though ho ha'l 
not, lifting his eyebrows where ho lay back luxuriously coiled iu 
the depths of a couch. 
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«* Ah ! Chandos ! Friglitons people dreadfully, doesn’t it ? Sort 
of 1 buddhism — eh? Bublimated Oartosiauism, intended for tlio 
thirtieth conti^ or thereabouts? Makes a scienoe of history, 
and gives a sinociu’e to Deity! Believes in otlier vrorlds, but 
smashes Providence as a used-up Deus ex machind; utterly con- 
ti iTius tho body, and isn’t very clear about the soul. That’s tho 
Btylo, isn’t it? 

The grand dark eyes of Lady Clydesmoro loomed on him from 
her corner in the shadow. 

“ You travesty what yon have not read,” sho said, slowly and 
curtly. “ The book is a great book.” 

“ yoiTy to hoar it ! It won’t bring him a shilling, then. As for 
viiting all those heterodox before-) our- Li mo specula tions and 
jijiilusophics, it’s the sheerest madness, if you want to live by what 
you write, as of courso he does. If you% an unfrocked priest, 
liow, or a curate without a chance of promotion, it’s nil very well 
lo do it : you have a piquanco about you from having stoned your 
own gods ; and if you can’t bo a success, it’s just us well to go in 
lor the (dher side toto cordcy and come out in full bloom a martyr- 
dom. But just to write a ‘ great book,’ and look to posterity to 
1 eward you — mercy alive 1 1 ’d as soon sow corn in tho sou, or try 

to, get a ladder to tho stars ! ” 

“1 can believe you,” said tho voice of his hostess, ^dth that 
vc'ilod bitterness still in it; “no ouo would accuse you of doing 
any tiling without tho certainty of present reward.” 

ilo laughed with the charming good humour with which lie 
always won over the most sullen and angry mob, sooner or later, 
to Ills side. 

“ No : 1 don’t * go in for ihc angels.’ Too unsubstantial and too 
soliTun for iiio. Wheie’s the uso of working for posterity ? A 
comet may havo sent tho earth fizzing into space beloro it's fifty 
years older. Besides, I’ve an Ihiglish prejudice that real, soiiHiblo, 
practical work deserves its reward and gets it. 1 think in tho long 
run all things bring in tlieir net value. It’s only tho mortified 
vanity of those ■who cany bad goods to market that makes thorn 
start the hypothesis that they’re unsaleable because they are too 
biijjerior.’^ 

“ They may bo right sometimes, if they say — because they are 
too true to be w^elcomo,” said tho Countess of Ulydosmoro, in lliat 
slow, languid, yet almost acrid tone wdth which sho hud spoken 
throughout from her distant nook of shadow. 

“ Oh, yes,” ho laughed, carelessly toying with the book ho still 
hclij. “ Chandos, here, tells a good deal too much truth : they’d 
forgive him his uiiorthodoxy sooner than they’d forgive him his 
accuracy. All men are candid when they’re in extremis and havo 
nothing loft to lose, — bankrupts, beggars, moribunds, authors in 
the Index, and thieves in tho Old Bailey ! ” 

“You are complimentat'y lo authors.” 

“ Never liked them,” returned tho successful politician. “ They 
are so unpractical. If they write fiction, it’s puppets ; if histoi y , 
it’s prejudice ; if philosophy, it’s cobwebs; if science, it’s marcs’ 
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nowts : let them take what they will, it must be more or less moon- 
Bhiiio. Now, if I ever wrote a book ” 

“ What should it bo ? ” asked his fair partisan. 

“ Well, it should be what everybody should like, — a true con- 
temporary Ghro7iique Scandakuae^ such as his secret police sumnifed 
up to Louis Quinzo, every day, of the doings of Paris. How it 
would sell ! — specially with a tag of religion to finish, and a fine 
blue-light of repentance burning for the British public at the end 
of every wickedness ! It would sell by millions where this book, 
that my Lady Olydesmore says is a ‘ great book,* sells by tens.” 

The languid grandea damea laughed softly ; it was the fashion to 
admire and to quote all he said as “ so infinitely humorous,” “ so 
admirably original ! ” Yet beneath the art-bloom on her check 
Lady Dorenavant felt herself turn pale. There was a family secret 
of a terrible shame to her house, that had been buried, as they had 
thought, five fathoms deep, where none could disinter it ; and John 
Trovenna had found it out, and had lot thorn learn that ho had 
done so. AH the weight of her vast influence, of her political 
favour, had been thrown into the scale many years gone by to pur- 
chase silence ; yet she had never felt secure that her bribe, magiiifi- 
cont and mighty in profit though it was, had availed. Thoro is no 
sign and seal to those bargains, and the tacit bond may any day bo 
broken by the stronger side. 

“ A religious ‘ tag ! ’ What a word ! ’* smiled a radiant blonde. 
‘‘ I thought you were never irreverent now ? ” 

‘ ‘ Never,’* he responded, promptly. ‘ ‘ It never docs to bo unortho- 
dox in a country whero the Church is a popular prejudice 1 beg 

I)ardon ; I meant bulwark. I had my uiirc^gcnerated days, I know, 
when I didn’t go to church ; but I hadn’t heard grace said before 
dinner by an archoishop then; that does more than anything, I 
think, towards coiTocting one’s soul, if it’s a little adverse tendency 
towards cooling the soup. You don’t talk Pantheism or Positivism 
when you’ve once s^yod with a Primate. But I didn’t come to 
chatter : I ventured into this aarictum aanctorum to show you those.” 

AVith which he unfolded some atternoon letters ho had in hi a 
hand, and, lounging comfortably in that velvet nest, by the side of 
the priestess of his own especial party, wont deep with her into 
their various contents and tWr news political, — as deep, at least, 
as he chose to go. lie always satisfied his confidantes that they 
know as much as ho did ; but he always spread tlio surface : ho 
never showed the whole. There is not an art so delicate and so full 
of use as that art of apparent frankness : it conciliated the very 
women who had been his deadliest foes, and, while they imagjno!i 
themselves his allies, they became at his fancy his dupes. They 
wore his scouts, his sharpshooters, his skirmishers, his spies, those 
dainty, haughty, high-bred patrician chatelaines ; they fetched and 
curried, they parried and bribed, for him ; they played into his 
hands, and they worked out his will ; and they never knew it, but 
all the while thought themselves condescenmng with a superb 
grace and tact to secure a serviceable reciniit, and guessed no more 
the remorseless and vulgar uses to which ho turned them than the 



The Throne of the Riile, 28 

gtin g^Gflsos the tiso that photography makes of his glory wlion it 
turns his rays into detectives and orings them as witness in law- 
courts. 

He stayed there some twenty minutes ; the ooiuloir was not 
seldom a cabinet council-room in tho recesses, and all the ladies in 
it now wore for him and were with him. Ho never sought wonn^n, 
— not a whit ; they must como to him, must need him, and must 
serve hiin ; but he knew how to tnrii to account hotter than any 
man living all their onnourj' of slonder, invincible, daniascen«‘Il 
weapons, — the better because no glance of lustrous eyes c^/'r had 
power to quicken his pulse one beat, because tho softest voice that 
over wooed his ear never had charm to lull his wisdom for a second. 
Lovo was a trumpery nonsense that never could enter tho virile 
sagacity of Trovenna’s mind. And now, when ho had done with 
the ladies, ho went to play rackets with tho young Lord Lillicsfbrd, 
tho oldest son of the house. 

He knew how to do this sort of thing, — how to enter with infinite 
glee into a boy’s sports, jet how never to risk losing tho faith Ik^ 
had improssed men wit it in his unerring acumen and ju actical 
talents. Every one 1 ‘olt tho contagion of tho laaght, vivacious, 
untiling good humour which could niako a leaiang politician love 
a lark like an bitonian , and it was not assumed with him. J 1 c was 
essentially full of animal sinrits, and never had to simnlato them 
by any hazard. Tt was ono of tho chief secrets of his social : 

men who might have feared him or mistrusted him whilst they 
wore with him in tlio political fieM lost their awo or their distrust, 
and could not choose but wmrm to him, when they saw him taking 
a blind fence “ like a good ’un,” telling inischiovous stories in a 
'iTnokifig-rooin, or heartily sncwballiiig public-school lads on tho 
terraces of some famous house. 

Look at him phiving wiili that boy! What a capital follow ho 
is ! Goes in for it, by George, as if ho hadn’t anything else to live 
fur ! ” i;aid a peer, Lord Dallerstouo, as ho watched tho science w’llh 
which Troveiiiia caught tho ball on his racket. ITo had ceased to 
bo “ Charlie,” and had left far behind him tho troubles of his h\ O. 
(lays of dandyism and “ dead money;” but ho had never forgotten 
Trovenna’s aid, and did him in repayment many a public servico 
W'ith most loyal gratitude. Tho popular favourite had ahvaj-s had 
the knaclc of so throwing his crumbs upon Iho waters that they 
i-oturncd to him in whole quarterns of wheaton bread. 

Lady Clydesmore gave a careless glance at tho game, then turned 
away with an imperceptible shudder. The haughty fp'ace of lier 
young son, so like her own, had caught her eyes, and she held him 
in a bitter aversion for his father’s sake. 

She would have condemned wdth all the icy severity of a patrician 
matron the errors of a too ardent passion, the devoted sfdf-abandon- 
ment of an uncalculating love ; but she placed po check on tlio 
silent, unseen indulgoncn of an intense abnorronco, that made her 
husband feel like a whipped hound under tho lash of her unuttcred 
BcoiTi, ani^ her children shrink from tho frozen apathy of her fair 
lace. 
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'* Thoro are sorious complications,” said the Earl, musingly, aftoi 
a lengthened conversation with his guest, in a ride which had suc- 
ceeded to the rackets. His party did not altogether relish union 
with the Darshampton representative, but they were glad of Ida 
alliance and dared not brook his opposition. 

“I don’t see anything that need disturb us,” said Trevenna, 
carelessly. Ho made no solemn mysteries of hts political views ; 
ho always showed his cards frankly, — as frankly as the Greek 
shows them to tho watching fjaJSrie when he knows tho marks upon 
the backs of them are only to be traced by his own eyo. “ On Iho 
contrary, when tho House meets, wo shall havo a good working 
majority that, well handled, should keep us in for years. If thcro 
bo no internal dissensions among us, there can bo positively notldng 
that can unseat us for sessions, unless very unlooked-for contin- 
gencies arise. You know wo’ve such a good cry : — wo’re all for 
tho people ! ” 

Ilo laughed a little as ho said it. To Trevenna’s acuto mind, 
there was always a good bit of absurdity in tho political dance of 
his huraitiniy and while housed his marionettes with all tho gi’avity 
needful, ho could not help being tickled at tho gaping national 
audience w'hich bolioved in them and never spied out the strings. 

“ Their interests, indeed, are always first at my heart,” said tlio 
Earl, who was in tho ministry himself, was a strict Churchman, and 
was considered a great philanthropist. “ Tho country trusts no one 
butter than yourself : in real truth, there are few, if any, to whom 
it owes more.” 

“ You do mo much honour by such an opinion,” bowed Trovenna, 
who managed Iho noble lord as ho liked. “It is my highest am- 
bition U) servo tho nation to tho best of my insignificant powers , 
but meanwhile lam quite content to yield the pas to men of your 
rank and weight.” 

“ Sensible lullow,” thought tho lord ; “so moderate ! Who can 
be so blind ns to accuse him of Socialism ? ” 

“ Fro me is more my cry than pro pair id. I’m a selfish man,” 
laughed Trevenna, with that confession of egotism which sounded 
so miarmingly frank. “ I don’t pretend to bo among tho ‘ idealists.’ 
Apropos, have you road that new book by Chandos ? Tho Countess 
thinks very highly of it.” ^ 

Tho Earl reddened: he had never ceased to be jealous of tho 
man he had supplanted, — of the man he know his wife still loved. 

“ I never read his books,” he said, frigidly. “ His influence is 
widely fatal. I am happy to think yo,ur acquaintance with him 
has been long at an end.” 

“ Oh, we were old comrades in my wild and unconverted days. 
I should never have dropped him, indeed, for old acquaintance* 
sako ; but years ago — timo of his crash — he behaved ungratefully 
to me, very badly, on my word !— after I’d been slaving my life 
out for him, too. I’m not a sensitive man, — never was ; but that 
cut mo up a good deal.” 

“ Ah ! I am not surprised to hoar it. It is singular that ^eat 
genius is almobt always com panionedt with so much depravity! ” 
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'iVovenna laughed. 

“ Thank Qod, he didn’t give mo genius,--only talent Tnlent 
tv ears well, genius "wears itself out ; talent drives a snug bTOughain 
111 fact, genius drives a sun-chariot in. fancy ; laleut keeps to earth 
uitd fattens there, genius soars to the empyrean to got picked by 
<' very kite that flies. Talent’s tho port and tlio venison, genius the 
sfltzer and souffles, of life. Tho man who has talent sails euccoss- 
tiilly on tho top of the wave; the man wnth goniiis heats hiinsolf to 
j)icces, fifty to one, on tho first rock ahead. Ah ! there’s our very 
num of genius’s lost Olaroncieux. Just seo the tops of tho lowers. 
^Vould you mind riding over ‘t" 

Tho Earl gave a hurried though bland di.ssont. 

“ Pardon me : pray ride there if you wisli , but I have promised 
to visit a tenant wfflo is, I sadly fear, dying. Wo aie close to Ins 
farm now. Call for mo as you come back. Tho poor man bj-ggi-d 
to see me ; and thoro are high and holy duties which ono must not 
neglect, even when tlioy are irksome.” 

“ High and holy fiddlesticks, my friend! You’re a very i>o..r 
liypocnte, but you’re a very good card,’' thought Trevenn a, as they 
parted. Lord Clydesmoro, with his irreproachable moral cJniracter, 
proat w'calth, and solid standing in public hfo, w^as one of Jus pi izo 

{ Mippets in the ballet that he mado all his fantoccini danco, wliile 
10 tumod tho haiullo of tho barrel-organ to wliat tuuo be would. 

Trevenna’s hatred was class-hatred. Could ho have fullown^d Iho 
bent of his mind, ho would have had as little scruple and as inmh 
zest in tho sw'oepiug away of tho Optimates as Marius hud in lh(‘ir 
hlauglitor. He would have held back his hand from tlioir r^xler- 
niiiiation as little as did the ruthless old plobeiiin, hating tln‘m us 
Marius hated the mou who had W'orn the golden amulet and tho 
purple robe whilst ho was following tho ploughsliaro over the 
nojivy clods of tho tillage. This animosity was strong in Trovenini ; 
nothing could cool it, nulhing soften it; success in noway cliungrd 
It, for in success ho saw that these, his horn foes us ho thouglil 
them, dreaded him, but detested him. Tho bitterness w'aa oddly 
woven in with the brightne.ss and tho vigour of his nature, other- 
wise too healthy and too well balanced to cherish passion ; but it 
was deathless wdth him. 

Still, ho was too acuto a man to lot this appear in his public or 
private life: he appreciated too ably tho temiier of hi.s timc.s and 
his country to allow this wholesale enmity to bo betrayed. Trovenria 
would have enjoyed to bo the loader of a groat revolution ; but he 
had no ambition to remain a popular demagogue in an anti-revo- 
lutionary nation. IIo considered it very nnpracticul and nnpro- 
utablo, and, whilo ho cared not one whit for all tho creeds and 
priiiciples in the world, he cared very heartily for the solid 
tulvantages and Vho real power that ho sot himself to win. Tho 
pure impersonal longing of a Vergniaud or a Buzot, the subliino 
devotion of a Washington or a Hampden, were utterly incorn pro- 
bcnsiblo to him. Trevenna was too thoroughly English to liavo 
tt' touch of “ idealism,” and not to measure all things, principlea 
uicluded, by the pocket. Had he flung himself headlong into the 
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cause of the people, and into the service of a repuTilican code, he 
would havo been a far better and more honest man -than ho wus; 
but he would not havo been so clover, and ho would not, assuredly, 
have been so successful. lie know what he was about too well to 
tie himseK to a principle ; the only principle he ever consistently 
followed was his own interest. He was a man who could tell tli'o 
temper of the hour he lived in to a miracle, and adapt himself to 
it with a marvellous tact and advantage. They who do this nre 
not the highest order of public men, but they are invariably 11 mi 
most successful and most popular. If a genuine loyalty to any 
creed could once have fairly taken hold on him, it would havo gon'o 
far to redeem him ; but it could not. His hate was strong against 
an order, certainly ; but his solitary creed was a very simple one,— 
his own self-advancement. 

He rode now by himself, on a ride that he usually took whenever 
he was staying at Lilliesford : he rodo towards Clarencieux. A few 
miles of fair speed brought him within sight of the magnificence of 
the building, with the glow of the sun on its innumerable windows, 
and the upward- stretching masses of the rising woods at its back. 
It was grand, historic, inexpressibly beautiful in the decline of the 
day, with the golden haze over its dark sweep of endless woodland, 
and the rush of water beneath the twilight of the boughs, the only 
sound on the air. A stranger coming thus upon it would ha^e 
paused involuntarily at the solemnity of its splendour of sea and 
land, of hill and vale : Trevenna checked his horse, and gazed at 
it with a smilo. 

“ ‘The glory has departed, and his place shall know him no 
more,* ” he muttered. “ How scriptural I grow ! Ah ! he’s goito 
for ever ! And T could buy that now ; I will buy it, too, just to 
cut the forests lown, and turn the pictures to the wall, and Bond 
the last marquis’s coronet to the smelting-shop. He is gone for 
ever, and I come here as a Cabinet minister. Vengeance is a good 
htadeiro : it gets mellower by keeping. There is nothing on eartli 
BO Bweet, except its twin — Success ! ” 

Seventeen years had gone by since he had first taken his von 
geance ; but whenever, in the full and rapid whirl of his busy life, 
ho had time to remember and to look back, it was sweeter thaii of 
old, even to him, — deeper, richer, fuller of flavour, as it were, liko 
the wine with which he compared it. 

A labourer near him was working at a sunken fence in the deer • 
forest. The man looked at him, knowing his face. 

Trevenna, always communicative and always good 
familiar with the working- classes, — it was a part of hia 
tirade, — nodded to him. 

“ Fine day, my good fellow. Have you an easy tin 
these lands ? ” 

“ Main and easy, sir,” answered the man, thrusting his spade 
into the soil with his heel, and standing at leisure* for a talk. 

There’s naught to complain of hereabouts.” 

** Glad to hear it,” said Trevenna ; though he thought to him- 
self, If everybody gave your answer, where the deuce would all 
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politics aT>d out trade bo ? ” *' So you’ro all content, ai'o yon, iinibu* 
the French Due ? ” 

The hedger and ditcher took his spado np with soiuo clods of 
earth on it, turned them thoughtfully, as though thoro wero coti- 
holation in tho net, pattod them, and looked up again. “Tho 
duko’s a good master, and a free giver, — I ain’t a-sa'yiiig a woul 
flgeri IWm ; but ^ ” 

“ But what? What olso the dickens can j’ou want, my man r” 

Tlio labourer lowered hia voico, and uncovered his head. “Sir, 
wo want him'" 

•• Him P Whom?” 

“ Him as wo have lost this many year, sir,” said tho man, gravely 
and gently, leaning his arms on his spado. ‘‘Wo haVt a-forgoc 
him, — wo ha’n’t. Not nono on us.” 

“Indeed, my good fellow,” laughed Trovonna, with a petulant 
anger in him that tho exiled man should bo romoinborod oveii l>y 
this labourer in tho deer-forest, “j'ou aro uncommonly loyal for 
nothing. Ho thought douco<l httlo about you.” 

“That’s as may bo, .sir. IIo was a gay gentleman, and had 
many things to plcaso him, and that liko ; but lie was a good iniistor 
to the poor, aitd wo was proud on him, we was ; that's just it, — 
proud on him,” coutinucd tho hedger and ditcher, with a st/'.idy 
I’i^solvo and a wdvStfiil regret coinminglod. ” Wo won’t seo Ins like 
iif^ain ; and tho country-side lia’n’t been the, huine since ho wastiuik 
Ironi us. Old Harold Oolart, ho died ton year and more ago ; bnt 
his death- word was for him om wo lost. ‘Bring )nm back!* hn 
1 vies; ‘ bring him back!’ and ho locks wild-liko us ho says iL, and 
dins.’’ 

Tho speaker stooped and thrust his spado afre.sh into tho lieli. 
damp earth; ho felt a choking iu his throat. Trovunn.i dug tho 
^pu^ into his horse’s Hank, and urged him forward. Jt ine,«*]is( d 
him that ho could not hurl down Chamlos from this last throne IciL 
him, — tho hearts and tho memories of his pcoj»lo. 

The labourer looked up onco more, touching his hat wilh an oag(*r 
anxiety. “ 1 beg pardon, sir, but — you was his fiicnd, you : 
Lun’t you tell mo ? A’n’t lliero vo hope wo'll over liavo liim back." ’ 

Trovonna laughed, and threw him down a hall'-crown. 

“ Not tho faintest, my man. AVhoii you boo those towers wallc 
cut and sit in tho soa ! — not till then. Beggared gonLloim'u don 1 
got out of beggary quite so easily.” 

And ho rode on at a hand-gallop. 

“ Mercy 1 what fools these clods are ! ” ho thought. “ How they 
reraoiabcr ! Seventeen years ! \V tiy, in tho world, Ihoro, it’s time 
ktiough for U8 to recast Europe, an 1 knock dovrn kings, and pull up 
fold religions and plant new ones, and bury whole gonorations and 
forget ’em again, and cry, ‘Lo Roi est mort I Vivo lo Roi !’ lifty 
times over ; and hero are these dolts under their forests .sleep the 
fears away in idiocy, and dre^m of a prodigal and a bankrupt whom 
tiioy Iiaven’t seen for half a lifetima .” 

•It incensed Mm that there should remain to the disinherited even 
each shadowy remnant of his forfeited royalty as ling- red in tho 
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remembrance of these peasantry. He could not forgive the throne 
tha,t the exile still held in the hearts of his lost people. 

One other, as well as he, thought of Ghandos in that moment. 
The mistress of Lilliesford sat alone in her writing-cabinet, and on 
the chillness of her face there was the mournful agitation which 
trembles on the cold surface of waters when the dead float below 
them. The dead woro rising now beneath her iCy calm, — dead 
words, dead days, dead love. In her hand, just taken out of a 
secret drawer, woro some faded letters, — tender notes, short and 
graceful, such us are written by those who love, in days when they 
meet wellnigh every hour. 

The wife whom Iho world quoted for horhaughty honour, her un- 
blemished name, tho chaste purity of her proud life, looked on thom 
till her head drooped, and her eyes grow dim with a thirsty pain, 
and her lips quivered as she gazed. She bad forsaken him ; but 
she know now that she had cn-ed to him. She would have given 
her life now to havo felt his kiss once more upon her lips. 

Though tho traflic had been sanctionod by the Church, she had 
been in no sense superior to any coui tcsau who sells her beauty 
for men’s gold, when she had sold her own in barter for tho rank slio 
hold, for the things of wealth that were about, her, for the posses- 
sions of a husband she scorned and hated. And iii that moment of 
weakness she would havo given thorn all back for one hour of tlio 
love that she had lost. 


CHAPTER III. 

“nE wno^ ENDUUES CONQUERS.” 

Under Iho deep leaves of Fontainebleau, in the heart of the forest 
in tho golaen pomp of early autumn, when only a few trees wen- 
bronzed with tho reddening flush of the waniug summer, there, 
stood an anticiuo wooden building, half lodge, half chalet, all 
covered with tho quaint floral and faun carvings of tho Moyt u 
\go, and buried away beneath dense oak-boughs and the dark 
spreading fans of sea-pines. It was (dd, dark, fantastic, lomdy; 
yet from under its low-peaked roof mu. .c was floating out liko a 
Mass of Palestrina’s from within a chamber dark and tranquil as an 
oratory. 

The musicians wore seated in tho glow of a western afternoon 
Bun, that shone all amber and crimson and mellow through tho 
open, painted panes. They wore strangely dissimilar, yet hound 
together by one love, — their Art. The first was a grand old 
Roman, liko a picture of Bassano ; the second a South German, with 
a fair, delicate head, spiritualized and attenuated as Schiller’s ; a 
third was a little, imt-brown, withered, silent creature, ugly and 
uncouth as Caliban ; the leader was a cripple, with whose name the 
world had come to associate tho most poetic and ethereal harmonics 
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that ever rebuked the lasts and the greed of its passions axid cares. 
They wore often together, these four brothers in art, and no 
jealousies ever stirred amidst them, though they all senod tho 
same mistress ; three of them impliritly loved uiul implicitly 
followed the fourth, though he uovor askotl or thought of nuistiuy, 
but was still humble in his great powers ns a child, ^till llioiight 
tho best that he could reach so poor beside lus dnvuns of excollcnoo. 
The world treasured his works, and paid lavishly with its gold for 
the sinallost fragment of his creations, the sliglitosl and l)l'icfe^t of 
his poems of sound: but this brought him 110 vanity, 110 »self- 
adoration. He worsliipjied his art too patiently, loo porfocll5% 
over to think himself more than a poor ii M-proliT. at his utter- 
most, of all tho beauty that ho know^ was in licr. inakos 

many men drunk as with eating of tho lotus-lily ; success only mailo 
Guido Lulli scorn himself tluit he could not lull men better all tlio 
fiublirrio things his art taught him. \ 

Their music tilled tho chamber with its glorj’, and that glory 
flushed his face and lit his eyes as it had always power to do, as 
the world had now seen it in tho iriomonts of his tnumidis, until it 
had learned to know that tho feohlo visionary whom it called a fool 
was higher and holier than it in all its stirring btrength and wealth, 
lie roused to life tho beating of its purer heart ; ho led it towards 
God better than any priest, or <;reed. But ho liold himself through- 
out but an unworthy priest of tho mighty hierarchy of melody : 
ho held himself but a feoblo exponent of all tho glory, unseen of 
men, that with his dreams was open 3d to him. Taoy tbrmght and 
called him groat : ho knew himself unwise and faint of ulteranco 
as a young child. 

Against the casement loaned ouowhom the ITobrew lad Agostino 
had likened in his youth to David of Israel in tho fulness of 
royalty, when tho smile of women and tho sun of Jkdr.stine had 
tlieir fairest light for tlio gohlon-haired, goldon-crowned kiirg; 
whom the young Tuscan (^astalin had likoiicd now to David wdien 
his royalty still was with him, but when tho treachery of men had 
ejiten into his soul, and tho heat and burden of battle darkfaiod his 
bight, and tho shadows of night lengthened long in his path. 

Ghandos came hero as men in the old monastic days came, war- 
worn and combat- wearied, into tho hush, and tho majesly, and the 
siiMucd colour-glow of the abbey saiictuarios, to leave their arms 
and their foes without for a while and forgotten, and lo lie down 
to rest for a brief hour on the peaceful altars w'horo in the silonco 
they remembered God. 

Ile^was changed, — utterly changed; not so much in his face or 
his form ; tho ocauty with which nature had dowered him ho 
lavishly could not perish, except with death it-olf; and though tlm 
bnllianco, tho carelessness, tho gay and cloudless light which h ai 
made painters paint him as tho Sun-god were gone, the grave and 
<^orGne melancholy, t]^e dec]^ and weary thought, which woro upon 
hm features now shadowed them indeed, but gave them a yet 
l^igher, a yet grander cast: it had the power of LucretiuH; it bad 
the Weariness of Milton. Dead in him for ever, lost never again 
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to be recovered, were tlie brightness, the splendour, the radiant 
and fearless lustre, of his early years: they had been killed, — 
killed by a merciless hand, — and could no more revive than the 
slaughtered can revive in their tombs. Yet not wholly had 
calamity conquered him ; and from tho black depths into which 
misery had thrust him to die like a drowned dog, ho had risen with 
a force of resistance that in some sense had wrung a victory from 
tlie fate that sought to crush him. 

In tho old court of tho Rue du Temple ho had accepted adversity, 
and^ived for tho sake of tho honour of his fathers, of tho dignity 
of his manhood, of tho heritage of his genius. Rrom that hour, 
though ho had longed as tho tortured long for death many a time, 
he had never swerved from the path ho had taken ; in the arid, 
lifeless, burning desert- waste around him he had gone on, reso- 
lute and unbeaten, wresting from its very loneliness and barren- 
ness tho dcwsert- gifts of strength and silence. His nature was one 
to loathe the burden of existence unless existence wero with every 
breath enjoyment ; yet when every breath was pain ho boro with 
it as men whoso tempers were far stronger and more braced by 
training might never have found ability to do, — boro wdth it for 
the sake of the loftier things, tho prouder powers, that would not 
die in him, and that naught except dishonour or his own will 
could slay. 

Tho little gold given for tho silver collar had suflicod to keep 
lifo in him a few days ; when those were ended, ho had gone to 
the house at which the Rrcnch editions of his works had been pro- 
duced, and asked the chiefs of it simply for w'ork. Tho heads of 
.*he firm, touched to more pity than they dared express, gave wha* 
he sought, — classical work, which, though but tho labours ol‘ 
routine and of compilation, still brought nis thoughts back per- 
force to tho Greek studios that had over been his bost-belovctl 
treasuries of meditation and of knowledge. Ho laboured for hi'' 
bai*e subsistence, — for his day’s maintenance; but tho exertkai 
brought its reward. It gave him lime to breathe, to think, to 
collect his efforts and his energies ; for his intellect seemed demi, 
and his thoughts numb. Ho wondered if it wero true that tlo 
world had told him so brief a time ago that he had goniu''. 
Genius ! — his very brain seemed dull as lead, hot as flame. Vci 
ho took tho sheer laborious, mechanical work, and ho bent liim- 
sclf to it; ho bound bis mind to the bard mental labour as a 
galley-slave is chained to his oar ; and he who had never knov^Ti 
an hour’s toil, spent day alter day, month after month, in lli® 
thankless, unremitting mental travail. It brought its recoin - 
pouse : his mind through it regained its balance, his reason 
tone; tho compulsory exertion did for him what nothing ebfl 
could. It took him by degrees back into that impersonal lit’o 
which is tho surest consolation the world holds ; it revived tho 
lost tastes, it reopened tho deep scholarship, that even in Ids 
gayest years had been one of his l^st-loved* pursuits ; it led hini 
to take refuge in those vast questions beside which the griefs and 
joys of life alike are dwaifcd,-' those resources of the intollod 
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which are the best companion and the truest friend of one who 
has once known them and loved them. In his ptist caroor ho had 
never exerted all the powers that nature had gittod him with ; the 
very facility of his talents had prevented it, and brilliant trifles 
had rather been their fruit than anything wider or weightier. 
Now in tho treasuries of study and in the solace of composition 
ho alike found a career and a hope, an ambition and a conso< 
lation. 

Tho ruin that had stripped him of all olso taught him to fj\thom 
tho depths of his own attainments. ITo had in him tlio gifts of n 
Goethe ; but it was only under adversity that these roiichod their 
htaturo and bore their fruit. 

When the world had forgotten for some years, or, if it over 
romombored him, thought ho had killed himself, it leamed tliia 
suddenly and with amazement. Ilis name once more became 
public, — never popular, but something much higher. Ho was 
rondemned, reviled, wondered .at, called many bitter names ; but 
liis thoughts were heard, and had their harvest. Aristocratic as 
his tastes wore, and proud though ho had boon termed, ho had 
always had much that was democratic in his opinions ; fur ho had 
ever measured men by thoir minds, not their stations ; such 
freedom was in his works, and they had dono tli.at for which tlio 
Hong of tho Venetian youths had lhankod liiin. Against much 
iintagonism, and slowly iu the course of time, ho won fame. 
lUchos ho nevor made ; ho W'as poor still ; but lio was nearer the 
fuUilirient of tho promise of lua tuildhood now, when tlio cJiiof 
Klim of tlio world was against liim, than in the days of Ins pro- 
sperity, when tho whole world lay at his feet. Ilappiiioss ho had 
not; it could be with no man who had such losses o\or in his 
memoiy as his ; but some peace camo to him ; a groat and a pure 
ambition was his companion and his consoler, and a graiidca' 
element was woven in his character than fair fortune would liave 
ever brought to light. England ho never saw. Tho intercession 
of his relations or his acquaintance might with case have procured 
him alHuont sinecures ; but ho would have hold it diigradation 
vieop as shame to havo taken thorn. By hi.s own folly his ruin had 
been wrought ; by his oavu labour alone would he repel it are*, 
endeavour to repair it. IIo accepted poverty, and lived in exile, 
associating with many of tho greatest thinkers of Europe; but 
into tho pale of tho fashionable world ho had once led ho never 
wandered, and in tho palaces in w'hich ho liad once been the idol 
of all eyes ho was never seen. Tho friends of that past time knoM 
of him indeed by the intellectual renown that he had won, but il 
was very rarely that they looked upon his face. Cynic he could 
not grow ; ho did not curse the world br'cause to him it had boon 
base; he believed in noble lives and staunch fidelities though 
treachery had trepanned an^l love abandoned him Tho bitterness 
of Timon could nav^ no lodging with him ; but an uuspoakablo 
weariness often camo on him. 

He hod lost so much; and one loss — that of Olaroncicux — gnawed 
I at bis heart wi^h an unceasing pang. There were times wher* 
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ho longed for hi^ perished happiness -with the passion with which 
an exile Jongs for the light of his native sun. 

Ho listened now to tho melodies that filled the chamber. LuUi’a 
was tho solo life which had been faithful to him, save that of the 
dog, buried now under Sicilian orange-boughs, in the grave to 
winch old age had banished it, but lamented and remembered 
with more justice than many a hum.an friend is regretted and 
mournod. The music, a new opera-overture of tho Provencal’s, 
closed with its noblest harmonies, reeling through tho air lilte a 
young liacclius ivy- crowned. Then it stayed suddenly, tho hands 
til at drew out its charmed sounds pausing as moved by one 
impulse ; three of thorn bowed their heads. 

“ It will bo great,” they said, reverently, adding no other word, 
and went llieir way silently and loft tho chamber. Guido Lulli 
was alono with his guest. The victorious radiance, the sovereignly 
In his own realms, that had boon on him as ho called out to 
existence the supremacy of his own creations, faded into tho 
hesitating, doubting hope of a child who seeks tho praise of a voice 
ho loves. 

‘ ‘ And you, Monscigneur ? ” ho said, appealingly. “ Can you say, 
too, it will bo great h ” 

“ You aslv mct Lulli ? Tho world has long told you, and truly, 
that you can give it iiolbiiig that is not so. You surpass your- 
self horo; it will bo noble music,— nobler even than anything of 
yours,” 

Tho eyes of tbo cripple beamed. Tho world had long crowned 
him with tho Dclphica lauriiSy yet ho si ill camo with tho huiMility 
of a child to roccivo tho laurel he lo^ cd best in tho words of his 
old master. 

“Tho woild may have told me, monscigneur, but that were 
notliing unless you spoke also. What \vould tho w'orld have over 
known or b ceded of mo wdlhout your aid? Known of me^ do I 
say ? It lo not that I hood ; it is my works. I shall pass away, 
but they will cndiiro; my body will go to corruption, but th^'V 
will have iminortality. 1 thank God and you, not the world, 
that what is great in mo will not perish with what is weak and 
vilo.” 

“ I understand you ; others might not,” answered Ohandos, as 
ho looked at tho delicate kindling lace of the onlj" man who had 
given him back fidelity and gratitude, — a face that time had 
changed in so htilo, save in the while threads that gleamed among 
tho dark masses of hair. “ Men prostitute their genius now, as 
tho courtesan her beauty; they think little — think nothing— of 
impersonal things. Hypocrisy pays; they supply it. ^ Were 
blasphemy tho better investment, they would trade in it. You 
are fortunate in one thing ; j-ou speak in a language that cannot 
bo cfivillod at or misunderstood.” 

' ‘ Eut deaf ears were turned to it till, through you, the disbo- 
liovov.s listened.” • 

Hush ! Let the dead bury their dead. 1 do not look back; j 
vrifih that no ono should.” 
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“ But I cannot forget ! Such debts as mino are not scored out.” 

“ In your nature. Yet I served many more than I served you. 
You are the only one who remembers it.” 

He spoke without bitterness ; but the words were the more pro- 
foundly sad because there was no taint of acrid feeling in thorn, 
liulli glanced at him with an anxious reverence. 

“ You served so many ! yes ; and they were ours who tore down 
one by whom they had been fed, — one whom they had fawned on 
i'or a word of notice ! The vilest of them all, what is ho now P 
High in honour among mon.” 

A darkness passed over his listener’s face, a gloom like night, 
j^et a disdain as strong as it was silont, — such a look as might come 
upon the face of a man who saw ono whom ho know assaesiii und 
traitor courted and adored by the peoples. 

“ Ah! give him your scorn now. Ono day you shall givo him 
your vengeance ! ” cried the musician, with that passionate dosiro 
of revenge which ho could never, nndor any wrongs, have known 
(m his own behalf, but which ho had felt for Valeria, and which ho 
felt for Chaiidos. 

Chandos’ head drooped slightly whero ho sat, and into his eyes 
camo the shadows of a thousand bitter memories. 

“ Berhaps,” he said, under his breath. 

The evil tempted him ; if over it passed into his hands, its widest 
exercise could bo no more tlian justice. In his dark hours Ihoro 
wore times when no other tiling looked worth tlio living for, or 
worth the seeking, except this, — vongcuiico upon his tiaitor. 

LuUi gazed at him regretfully and with self- reproach ; ho hud 
not meant to stir those uet 3 p-closed poisonous pools of deadly recol- 
lection ; ho had not meant to recall u past that was, by a command 
ho obeyed with the docile obedioncoof a dog, never named botwoen 
them. His music w'as, to tho man ho liouourcd, as Iho music of 
tho young Israelite was to tho soul of tho great stricken king whom 
men forsook and God abandoned. His coubcionce and his lovo alike 
smoto him for having jarred 011 these forbidden chords, und wiought 
harm instead of bringing consolation. 

Ho leaned forward, and his voice was infinitely sweet. 

“ Forgive me. You have loved truth, .and SfTvod men through 
all, despite all ; it is not to you that 1 should talk of such a tigoi’s 
lust as vongeauce, though veugoanco there wore righteous. If they 
Lad not driven you from your paradise, would you over have been 
your greatest P If you had not been forced from your rose- gardens 
out into ttio waste of the desert, would you ever have known your 
strength P Till you ceased to onjoy, you wero ignorant how to 
ciidifro.” 

The words were true. Tho bread of bittomess is tho food on 
which men grow to their fullest stature ; tho w'aters of bitterness arc 
tho debatable ford through which they reach tho shores of wisdom ; 
the ashes boldly grasped and eaten without falteiing aro tho price 
that must bo paid fol* the golden fruit of knowledge. Tho swimmer 
cannot tell his strength till he has gone through tho wild force o£ 
opposing waves ; tho great man cannot tell the might of his hand 



Ckandos. 


296 

and tho power of his resistance till he has wrestled with the ange. 
of adversity, and held it close till it has blessed him. 

Still, tho thought will arise, Is the knowledge worth its purchase 
Is it not bettor to lio softly in the light of laughing suns than fo 
pass through tho blackness of tho salt sea-storm out of pity for 
men who will revile tho pursuit of a phantom goal, that may ho 
but a mirage when all is over ? 

This thought was with him now. 

“God knows!” ho said. “Do not speak against my golden 
daya; they were very doai* to mo. I think I was a better man in 
them than I have over been in my exile. A happy life — a life 
that knows and gives happiness as the sunlight ; it cannot last on 
earth, maybe, but it is life as no other is, while it does.” 

Lulli was silent. The yearning regret that unconsciously escaped 
in the reply pierced him to tho heart, even though he, to whom 
existence had been one long spell of physical pain, and to whom 
all strength and joy wore unknown, could but dimly feel all that 
the man who spoke to him looked back to with so passionate a 
longing. 

“ The revellers in Florence,” ho murmured, softly, “ had delight 
and gladness, and made of life an unbroken festa, while Dante win 
in exile. Who thinks of thorn now?— even of their names ? 13ut 
on his door is writlon, ‘ Uui nacqui il divino Foota.* ” 

Chandos rose with a smile— a smile in which thcro was a weari- 
ness beyond woi ds. 

“ A tardy and an empty recoin])onPO ! "While they write on 
door to-day, reviling those who were blind in bis gonoratioii, tb< y 
rei:)cat in their own times tho blindness, and tho ]>orsoeution to 
free thought, by ■'vhich tho poet and tho thinker suflered then ami 
.suffer still.” 

Throughout tho years which had gone by since the fall of In^ 
liigh estate, uo lamentation, no recrimination, had ever boon heanl 
I 0 pass hi;’ lips. When the tidings floated to him of success piled 
on success that his enemy and his traitor achieved, he listened in 
.silence, too proud to condemn what was beneath envy and bej'ond 
vengeance. ^lon sought oftentimes to make him speak of the past 
and speak of Trovoiina ; they never succeeded. lie held his peace, 
keeping patioiico with a forco of control which amazed and bewil- 
doiod those who had known him as an offeminato, solf-iiidulged 
■v oluptuary, and had looked from him for a suicide’s story, or, at 
best, for a bitter upbraiding of the curse of fate. They never heard 
a word from him cither of regret at his own ruin or of anger at his 
debtor’s success. lie endured in as absolute a silence as ever an 
Indian endured when bound to the pyre. To two only, two who 
alone reinuinod to him out of the throngs who had once thought no 
honour higher than to claim his friendship, did he over speak either 
of his fate or of his foe ; and fo them he spoke but reluctantly. 
They wore Lulli and I’hilippo d’Orvale. “ 

The lustro of the descending sun was bright through all the* 
forest-glades as ho left the musician’s house now, and went alone 
through the great aisles of oak and elm. Tho love of the earth’s 
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fi’eshness and fragrance and beauty would never die in him ; he 
had too much of Shelley’s nature. Tho bleakness of poverty, tlio 
narrow rigidity of want, the colourlessness of life without the glow 
of passion, the warmth of pleasure, tho vividness of sensuous 
charms and sensuous delights, the richness of luxury, and tho 
power of possession, all those, which ho had known in their depri- 
vation and their misery, had not altered this in him ; and tho cnief 
solace of his life had been tho consolation that ho had boon ablo by 
liis temperament to find in the antique tranquillity of tho cities of 
Italy, in tho solemn repose of mighty Alps, in tho intense splondour 
(•f (h’iental landscape. Tho aitist and tho poet wero too closely 
blent m him for him ever to ccaso to heed fhoso things ; and vet 
Ihoro wero times when there was in thorn lor him an anguish that 
fionmed to pass his strength, llo had once looked on them with 
such careless eyes of sunlit ]oy, with tho warmth of their suns on 
woman’s cheeks, and tho laughter of idle suinmor-day lovo on their 
air ! Thoro are nuinj^ natures, steel-knit, Puritan, austere, narrow 
HI limit and in sight, which never know what it is to enjoy, and 
never are conscious of their loss ; but to his, and to c^hnractors like 
his, life without this divine jiowor of enjoyment dilfers in little — 
dillers in nothing of value — from death. 

N<»w, as ho wont through tho woodland shades, with tho 
(li(H‘kercd light across tho moss of the paths, his heart w(oit back 
to tho tiino of his youth, tho tirno wdion no other doubt had rested 
eji him iu such forost-luxunauco than to ask,— 

** \\liich were best, to ro.ani or rr*‘-t ? 

The land’s lap or iho wmciN lircast / 

To sleep <Mi ^cllow millet- diuavw, 

Or swim in bu'id slia<l«e>a just 
Kludiiig ANatci lily Icavc-'*-^ 

WJiicli life were bent on Miiniin'r eves? * 

It might be true, as the French crijiplo luul snid, that ho was 
greater now than ho had boon then — that iu conflict ho had gained, 
in id had bccomo that which ho would never have done or been in 
tho aljundanco, tho indolenco, tho shadowloss content, and tho ro}^! 
doniiiiion- of his oincnrcan years. Put for Idmself — in mnny mo- 
inonts, at tho least— tho vanity in all things, in 'wisdom as in ric.hes, 
fhat Ecclesias.tos laments, smoto him hard; and ho w^oiild have 
given tho faino of a Plato, of an Antoninus, of a Danto, of a 
Shiikspearo, to liavo back one day of that glorious and golden time! 

Tho sun had welliiigh set; here, in the darkness of tho oak- 
c-'l.idos, there was little but a dusky, ruddy glow, fitful and flamo- 
hke. lie passed slo-wly onward ; his head 'v\'as uncovered, for ilio 
air was sultiy, and sueli breezo as arose wms welcome ; hero and 
there a stray lingering sunbeam touched the fairness of his hair; 
otherwise tho depth of tho forest-shadow was on his face, that 
wore over now,' though it was Bcreno in repose and its smile was 
infinitely sweet, tho weariness and tho dignity of pain silently 
homo, which long ago had hushed 'with their royaltv of resolve and 
of buiTeriug the huugi*y crowd gatlieri'd iu tho porphyry cUambert 
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An artist, hidden among the thiclmess of the loaves, sketching, 
looked up as his step- crushed the grasses — a swift, slight, breutJbl 
loss look ; ^ then, as though he saw some ghost of a dead ago, tho 
painter shivered, and let fall his brushes, and cowered down into 
tho gloom of the tall ferns with the shrinking horror of a frightened 
hare. 

“ Ah, Christ ! ” he murmured, in Spanish, “ how weary he looks 
of his exile I Misery has not embittered him. He must have a 
rare nature. If I had found strength to tell him all that night 
in the street, how would it have been now ? It could not havo 
been worse with us ; and it was an Iscariot’s sin only to know,— to 
share ! ” 

Chandos passed onward, not seeing him there beneath tho shelter 
of the spreading ferns ; his thoughts wore sunk far in the ])ust. 
Ho had met his fate with a tranciuil endurance, vith the proutl and 
uncomplaining temper of his race, which had in all centuries risen 
out of tho softness of voluptuous indulgence to encounter misfor- 
tune grandly ; but not tho less was lile very joyless to him, and 
the bitterness of its vain toil oftentimes pursued and mocked hini. 
As be wont, on tho silence rang tho clear mellow notes of a huntiug- 
liorn, and the echo of a horse’s feet ; into tlie open green plateuii 
immediately below rising ground on which ho was, a horso- 
man dashed rapidly,' and reined up, looking about him, — a court 
guest, by tho court hunting-dross ho wore, with its scarlet and 
green and gold, and its gold-hand lod forest-knife. 

“ Hola ! has the Palace^ paily passed ? ” 

As he glanced up, the words tliod on tho speaker’s lips ; for tlio 
first time their eyes met since tho night in tho Iluo du Temple. Ll 
tho rod, faint, lowering light, under tho dense shade of tho oak- 
boughs, with the twilight of the autumn-bronzed leaves finr.;,' 
heavily down between them, Trovenna saw him where ho stood on 
tho slope, with tho black wall of foliage behind him, and a singly 
faint ray of the declining sun shed full across his eyes, that woru 
fiUiug dark as night with the sudden uplcaping of silent passions, 
of thronging memories, of unayonged and unoxtinguished wrong-i. 

"When thoy had last mot, tho murderous hand of his traitor bii;l 
thing him down on tho blood-stained stones of tho old mona^tio 
court, and had loft him to peiish as ho might in Iho heart of ibo 
sleeping city, in tho cold of tlio winter’s night. When thoy had 
last mot, John Trovenna had cursed him where ho lay senhO- 
less, and had wished his father’s soul could know his ruin, and 
had believed no more that tho life ho had destroyed would evoi 
again bo raised among living mon, and gather strength to vanquish 
and endure, than if ho had strucjk to its heai’t with a knife and 
(lung the corpse out to the river. 

For the first moment there was no memory on either save that 
memory, and Troveima’s face paled and lost its healthful glow. Ho 
had known that his prey had survived to boar calamity and exilo 
and follow tho guidance of a pure and impersonal amoition ; tlip 
world had ofte^ spoken each other’s names on their ears ; but they 
bad never mot until now — now when tho form of Chandos rose 
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before him in tho reddened sullen glow of the dim forest-aislea 
like a resurrection from. Iho grave. Anti, in the lirst nionu'jit, wW 
his intensity of hate revived in its anciont lust, buniing in 
nono the loss, but the more, because it had wreaked its worst to 
^atlety. Ho hated to think Chaiulos lived; ho liateil to kiKAV lio 
liad not sunk, body and mind, into debauchery and insuiiily ; lio 
l»ated the very beautj’ that ho knew so well of old, because years 
and pain would not destroy it I 

Then iho insolence, the mockor 3 »-, the audacious groody exultation 
of has triumph governed him alone; the jiride ol mucoss and 
supremacy made him feel di’uiik with tho joy of Ijis victory, lie 
bowed to his saddle with a contemptuous rcv''>‘(‘uco. 

“Ah, hecut, sire I it is many years since /t;<; met. AVe said onco 
we’d BOO which made tho best thing of life, you, the viBioiiary, or 
1, tho materialist. 1 thuik J'vo won, far and away, ch 'r Tiie iUhlo 
-ays iron pots and china pots can’t swim down the slroain togctlior ; 
\uur dainty patrician king’s-paltc-rn JSovres soon sum {-bed mikI 
swamped among the bulrusiies; my nameless, ugly, ballt»red twt»- 
Ijoiiiiy tin pipkin got clour of all shoals, and camo sale into port, 
you see. 1 w'as your palace jester onco : what do you think of my 
.success now 't' ” 

I'handos, raised above him by the rocky slope on wliich bo stood, 
l(ji*kcd down and ga/.(3(l at him lull in tho eyes: lor tho iiistani , 
Tivvcnna would have quailed less if a dagger had been at liis 
tlnoat. Neither shamo nor couseienco smoto him; but for tlio 
i'i>tajit some touch of drt‘ad, sonio throb of what was welinigli 
camo to him, as the von-e iliat liad used to be so familiar on 
his ear, and that had been unheard tliroiigh so many year.s of 
ftdence, fell on his oar in llie hu.sh of tho forest, clear, low, cold as 
ICO, with tho quiver of a mighty j)as.sion in it. 

“I think it great as your infamy, groat ns your treachery; 
gi-eater it cannot bo.’* 

Ti'eveniia laughed; his savage mirth, his taunting hufibonory, 
ni.s uiu’eined, exulting malice of triumph, wore all lot loo.so hy 
iho Kconi that cut him like a scourge, and which bo liatcd bccauso 
he knew that, however high ho rose, however proud bis rank, how- 
ever unassailable his station, this one man knew all that ho had 
once been, knew whose hand had lirst raised him, knew that ho 
Was tho vilest ingi-ate that ever sold his friend. 

“Whew!” ho med; “you are as haughty as over. How do 
they stand that, now you’re only a heterodox author with a dubious 
0‘patatioii ? You are bitter on mo : well, 1 can forgive that. 
Tisn’l; pleasant, 1 dare say, to have sparkled like a firework and 
then gone out into darknesis, — a failure ! But you’d ten years of 
it, you know; and it’s my turn now. I’m a Bight Hon. and a 
millionairo ; I’m a Cabinet minister, and I’m staying at coui't. I 
moan to die in the Lords, if 1 don’t die in tho Lord ; and I’m only 
Wiuting for the ‘ mad dukd’s * death to go and buy Clarencieux. 
When I retire into the Peers* Paradise, I’ll take my title after 
it— John Trevenna, Baron Clarencieux ! Won’t it sound well, eh 

With a single leap, light, resistless, unening as in his earliest 
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years, Chandos leaped down the slope on which he stood, his fao^ 
darkly hushed, his lips sot straight and storn in the shadowy fiery 
autumn light ; with tho swiftness and force of a panther’s sprin^J 
ho throw himself on Trevonna, swaying him bacK off his Baddh)! 
and out of his stirrups to tho ground, while the horse, let loose] 
from tho weight of its rider, tossed its head impatient in tho air I 
and galloped alono down the glade. ' 

^‘You make mo vile as yourself! Dare to own or to taint 
Claroncieux, and — as wo both live — I will kill you I ” 

The words wore low breathed in his foe’s ear as he bore him 
backwards, but tho more deadly in moaning and in menace for 
that ; then he shook Trevonna from him and left him, and plunged 
down into tho dark thick depths of the leaves. He knew if ho 
stayed to look on at his debtor the mere brute instincts, tho sheer 
Cain-liko passions, which slumber in all, would conquer him and 
forcu him on to some madness or some crime. Tho voice of his 
tempter and betrayer had come back on him across the wide waste 
of spent and desert years, and had brought tho passions and tho 
sliamo and tho despair of his conquered ruin fresh on him, as though 
known but yesterday. 

“ Oh, God !” he thought, “ what have I vanquished, what havo 
I learned? This man makes me a brute like himself; one trial, 
and my creeds and my patience and my strength break like reeds!” 

For Trevonna had boon tho bane, tho temptation, the tyrant, tho 
poisoner, of all his life, and was so still. Through his foe even thn 
)>uro and lofty hopes which had alone sustained him were broken ami 

1 )ollutod. This man had fame and success in a world that applaud^nl 
liin ! What was renown worth, since it wont to such as tbL 
mocker ? — a crown of rotten rushes, an empty bladder blown hy 
lying lips, a meod to the one who dupes a blind world best, a pn-'o 
that goes to tho stump-orator, to the spangled mountebank, to tho 
blatant charlatan, to the trained posture-maker of political and in- 
tellectual life ! What avail was it to labour for mankind, when this 
iiigrate was their elected loader, their accepted representative ? What 
worth to toil for liberty and tolerance, when the one whom humanity 
crowned was tho ablest trickster, the adroitest mime, the cheat who 
could best hide the false ace in his sleeve by a face of laughing 
candour and a fraud of forged honesty ? 

Trevonna had robbed him of all ; Trevenna had wellnigh robbo<l 
him now of the only solace that his life had left. The succosa Qi 
hia traitor made him doubt truth itself. 


OH.VPTER IV. 

**QUI A 0FF£NS£ N£ rARDO^^X£ JAMA18.** 

” Curse him ! When he lay in that garret dying, who could drenn 
ho would ever rise again, unless it were to go to a madhouse ? ' 
mused Trevenna before the tire in his dressing-room in tho palacfl 
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ITo had boon slightly bruisod, but not hurt ; and ho had told tho 
court party, whom ho had found and rejoin od ns 8 oori as ho liud 
called hifl horse to him, that an oak-bough had struck and blinded 
him, so that he had fallen out of his saddle. As ho sat now, smok- 
ing, with his costly velvets wrapped around him, with nil the 
elegance and luxury of a palace in tho suite of chambers allotted 
him 08 an English minister and a guest of tho first circle of autumn 
Visitors, there wore something of irritation ond iinpntionco even 
amidst his triumphant reflections. Ho could not resent the force 
used to him, for he was too wise to lot the world know of that 
1 ‘orost-meeting ; and ho hated to think that his intricuto nets Jiad 
bad a single loose mesh, by which his prey had escaped tho ruin of 
mind and body that he had made sure would accompany llio ruin 
of peace and pride and fair fortune; ho hated to think that while 
Chandos lived there would live ono who knew him as ho was, know 
what he had been, knew tho treacheries by which his vise had been 
consummated, knew the stains that darkened tho gh>HS and the 
hymmetry of the splendid superstructure of his success. 

They had never mot until now ; and ho hated to feel that the 
fating of his victim’s scorn had power to pierce him ; ho bated to 
tool that a ruined exile could quote against him tho time wlien ho 
—the millionaire, the minister, the court guest, the national favonrito 
—hud been a debtor in gaming-prisons, an advontuicr without a 
sou. 

“ And yet I don’t know,” ho mused on, while a smilo came about 
his mouth, and he gave a kick to the ruddy embers of tho fire. “I’m 
not sorry ho lives, either ; if ho were dead he wouldn’t sullcr, and if 
hn wore dead he v'ouldn’t see vne riso ! No ! I like him to live. 
He’d have missed all tho bitterness of it if ho'd gone in his grave 
then. How I sting him with every step I get I How his heart 
bums w'hen ho reads my name in the Cabinet ! How it must wring 
and goad and taunt and madden him when ho knows I’m in liis 
palaces, and have got his prosperity, and have won my way to the 
Iiroudest position a man can hold in England. No ! I’m glad ho 
lives. Gad I ITl ask him to Clarencieux, one day,” 

And he laughed to himself. This was part and pnreed of tho 
man’s jovial malicious, farcical, racy temper; and iJio sweetest 
morsel in all his triumphs was that each step and each crown of 
them was — a revenge. 

“ Mercy I what a fool he’s been !” he thought. “ Cared for no- 
thing, while he had the power, but pleasure and revelry, and making 
love to women, and playing Lorenzo tho Magnificent, and now 
solaces himself in his poverty with turning metaphysical questions 
.nsidaout, and hrodant siir la toile iVaraiynee^ as they say here, and 
<^aring for the future of the world, and working out tlio scientific 
laws of histoiT ! Mercy ! as if it mattered to ns whether tho world 
^^oes smash when we’ve no moro to do with it ! However, I don’t 
understand him ; never did. A man who could care so little for 
Qioney as he did never couldt bo quite sane. Even now he’s such a 
; he’s never said to me the ono thing homigh^-^y,— that I waa 
his debtor.” 
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To dream that there might be a generosity too proud to ^quot« 
past services against a present traitor utterly escaped Trovenna: hu 
was far too practical to have glimpse of such a temper ; he only 
thought the man a fool, a wonderful fool, who forooro to taunt \ 
him, with the stone that lay so ready to his hand, in the reproach, I 
“ I served you.’* ’ \ 

“ No ; I’m glad he lives. It would be Hamlet with the part 0 / ' 
Hamlet left out, if he didn’t exist to watch my triumph 1” hemuned, 
clenching the matter in his own mind, and getting up to sumuiov. 
his valot and dress for dinner. His momentary bitterness was all 
gone. Here he was, the guest of a sovereign, with a name that had 
fame in the Old and Now Worlds, riches as much as he n^eedru 
them, a future brilliant as his present, an ambition without limit, 
and a station that enemies and friends alike must envy. He 
content, very richly content, as ho sauntered down to join th'.* 
I'.ilace circle, clistinguislicd as tho most eloquent, the most peiir’- 
traling, the most liberal, and tho most promising stfitesman of 
English Cabinet, his opinion sought by princes and diplomatist 
his words hoard as words of gold breathed from the lips of one who 
would probably govern in tho highest rank of all in the futuro, he 
views studied with interest, as those of the favourite of a great peo])h*, 
even hia mero badinage graciously sought by f/rnndeft <l(imps who 
onco denied him cards to their receptions. The high orders clotesled 
him still, it is true ; but they teared him, nnd they courted him. 
They thought they propitiated him by siicb concessions. Never 
was error wider. Ho used them, and — despised them. 

“ M. Treveniia, permit me oongi'atulations on ^mur lato ma;:- 
nificont coup d’etat,” smiled tho Comtosso dela Vivarol, who, uiid -r 
a now dynasty, reified in the court, a power now, as she had earlier 
been a beauty. 

Ho bowed his thanks. 

“You do mo much honour, madame, I trust we have tho aid ' 1 
your favoui’ing sympathies?” 

“ Personally, yes ; scarcely your pUrty. You are all so docoro’. 1 
and so dull in your Parliamont. Whoever turns tho handle, tli- 
organ plays tho same tunes.” 

“ And you would like an infusion of tho ya ira ? Well, T shonM 
not object to it myself; but I shouldn’t daro to introduce it. I'm 
very prudent !” 

“ Indeed ! You go rather far, too, at Darshampton ” 

Trevenna shook his head. 

“ J)aj*shampton ! They will tell you there that I am devoted t*' 
tho civil and religious institutions of the nation. Why, 1 hav«- 
built a church ! It cost me a deal in painted windows ; but you 
don’t know what it has done for mo in reputation. It’s made two 
spiritual lords believe in mo, and given me postirhe as a ‘ safe man 
in perpetuity. RoaUy, for a good public effect, I think nothing is 
bettor than a church. Men think you have such a thorough con- 
viction of orthodox truth, if you adore tho Lord in stucco and oak* 
carving!” 

La Yivarol laughed. 
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“ You were not so orthodox once ?” 

“No ; but I am now. I go to church every Sunday,— epecially 
i\'hon I’m down at Darshamptoii. To bo unortliodox is liko walk- 
ing out on a midsummer day in your shirt-sleeves. It’s refreshing 
lo take your coat off, and it’s very silly to carry a lot sheep’s 
wool that you pant under ; but all the samo, no man who cares 
what his neighbours say W'alks abroad in his waistcoat. OrtJujdox y 
and broadcloth aro fallacies n hi inode ; if you air yourself in heresy 
fiM(l a blouse, the parsons and tailors, w^ho see their trades in danger, 
V-'ill jret a writ of lunacy out against you.” 

“You aro a clover man, M. Trevonna! You know how* to 
la.ningo your world. liut does it mver lire you, that inccssaiil 
promt nade in such tiiiinipeachabln broadcloth ^ ” 

Tri'veiina mot her eves with a gh'aming mischief in Ills own. 
lie aili'inpled no concealment w’itli her; tlio keen nit of tlio aii--- 
lou-.ilie polilicinn would, ho know, have pierced it in an im^tanl : 
and sho, 'wlio had once bidden him aimnndre a s(Jf\nrr^ ahme 
never let him forgot that slio had known Jiim when lio was on siif- 
fi'icinco and obscure, 

“Tiror’”iio said now; “no, never ! Who 1ir(‘S on the stagp, 
so long as they ela]) him, and so long as it pays f It is your di-- 
{‘.disliod, unnpprocialod men that may lire of their sunpe rntifyn ; 
nobody tires of tho turtle-soup of sinuMNS.” 

“ Tiion j^ou don’t belic'Vo in .-.urfeils ? ” 

“Not for strong di gelations.” 

“ Terhaps you aro right ; and there is no ahsinlhe that produte** 
incessant appotito .so w’oll a.s intense .-elf-lovo.” 

Trovenna laughed good-humoured H'; ho acknowdodged the im- 
plication. " ” 

“ All, inadamo, you know I i;ovor denied that T was sollish. 
Wiy .should 1 ? If ono don’t lovo one’s self, who Avill ? And, f 
confo^a, I liko present success. Immortality is terribly dull work , 
a hideous statue, that get. s black as .soot in no lime; funeral sor- 
inons that make you out a Yial of Kovolation, ami discuss tho pro- 
babilities of yorur beiug in tho rcgioins of Satan ; a bust that slant.*^ 
you off at tho shouldor.s, trims you round with a .stono scallop, and 
fiticks you up ou a bracket ; a bmibstono for tho canc'S of tJio curi()U‘> 
to poke at ; an occasional attention in tho way of witln red immor- 
telles or biographical llillingsgato, and a partial pr'.scrvatioii sliared 
in common wdth mummies, auks’ eggs, snakes in bottles, and defor- 
mities in spirits of wdiio — that' a posthumous famo. I must say J 
don’t see much fun in it.” 

The Comtease smiled a gi'acious amusement over her fan. 

You liuvo diirerent views from your old friend.” 

“Who? Chandos? Poor fellow I ho wa.s alway.s eccentric; 
lived in tho empyrean, and had ideas that may bo practicable in 
the millennium, but certainly won’t bo eo before. ‘ Gh'oat wits to 
niu(lne.ss/ &c. After having squandered all that made life endur- 
able, he consoles hipaself, I believe with tho belief that people will 
rhad him when he’s dead. What a queer consolation I StendalU 
thought the same toiiig ; who*opoii3 nis books now ? ” 
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“Though you dospiflo immortality, M. Trevenna, it seemq yr,v 
can still grudgo it,” said La Vivarol, with that quick, ponetrati\c 
wit which could bo barbod as an arrow. 

Trevenna felt angry with himself for having been trapped ink 
the words. ^ . 

“I grudge him nothing, maaame,” he laughed, good-humouredly, 

“ least of all a mummy -like embalming b}^ posterity’s bibliomaTiiac\, 
Indeed, now I am come in office, I shall tiy and induce him t(, 
accept something more substantial. I believe he’s as poor as Job, I 
though he’s still as ])roud as Lucifer.” 

V lie had somewhat of Job’s fortune in his friends,” said th(. 
Comtesse, with a smile, as she turned to others. 

“ What does she still feel for him ? — love, or hate? I can under- 
stand most things,” thought Trevenna, “ but hang mo if I can ever 
understand love, — past or present. It’s a Jack-in-the-box, always 
jumping up when you think it’s screwed down. It’s like daiule- 
lion-seods for lightness, blowing away with a breath, and yet it’s 
like nettles for obstinacy ; there’s no knowing when it’s pluck«'(l 
up. A confounded thing, certainly.” 

Like a wise man, he had taken care to have nothing to do witi\ 
the confounded thing, and, in consequence, digested aU his dinner'^ 
and never muddled any of his atfairs. 


CHAPTER V, 

“NE CnEllCITER QTf’UN llEGAIll), QU’UNE FLEUR, QU’UN SOLEIL 

Ix the deep gloom of an antique, forsaken, world-forgolton tovu 
of Italy, silent, grass-grown, unsj)cakably desohilo, with the browu 
shadows of its ancient houses, and hero and there the noiseless glid 
irtg form of monk or nun flitting across the deserted spaces, a hoiai. 
like a Guido Aurora in its youth, like a Guido Magdalen in its siui 
ness, leaned out from the archway of a bridgo-parapot, with l)'>; 
fair warmth of the cheek and the chestnut light of the haii’ lynii: 
wearily on the pillow of the rough-hewn stone. Fallen so, hulf 

unconsciously, to rest, the giiTs form leaned against tho but^ 

of the old river-way that spanned tawny shallow waters o' 
versed by some olive-laden canal-boat, whoso striped sai’ 
lazily in the sun ; her brow was sunk on her hand ; hf - ♦ tv 

of a passionate pain, watched tho monotonous ebb 
stream ; her whole figure expressed an intciiso fatig; Why, i ha • 
face, with all its brooding, tired sutfering, thei*^^5^®» ^ V^. 

patient and unalterable resolve. / ® mime ‘ 

“ So endless !— so endless ! ” she murmured • 

waters. “ Surely God will have pity soon ! ” * 

There was only, in answer, tho charfgeless, s“ thorough c 
river far below, — the silence that seems so bittei *3tucco ana o ; 

in Ihcir youth, and who think some Divine 
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wliispor consolation, — the eileuco eternal, in which later they liud 
man must live and must die. 

A bent, browned, weather-worn fruit -seller, with a burden of 
nif 3 lon 3 and mmrds and fip;a fresh from the tree, tiavcrsiii" the stee]? 
incline of the bridge, paused and (looked at her. She was very 
poor, and she was old ; but she had a tender soul under a rough 
vind. She touched the girl’s fever- flushed cheek witli the cot)l 
fragrance of a bough of syringa, and spoke veiy gently in her 
Iroad, mellow peasant-dialect : — 

“ roverim, thou art tired. Take some fruit.” 

She started, and looked up ; but there was almost apathy irf Iho 
smile with which she shook her head,— it was so listless in its 
melancholy. 

“ You are very kind ; hut I want nothing.” 

That is not true,” said tho old coiitadina. “ Thou art in want 
of much ,* thou art too weary for thy youth. AVhoro are thy 
friends?” 

“ 1 have none ! ” 

“None? Mother of God! and so young! Thou art seeking 
80 mo one?” 

A deep flush passed over her face ; she bent her head in assent. 

“ Ah f thou soekest thos(3 who love thee ? ” 

“ No,” she said, simply. “ 1 only 8(3ck to find one ; and when 1 
hav<3 found him, and heard his voic(3 oneo more— to di**.” 

She spoke rather to her own thoughts than to tho peasanl. Tho 
old woman’s deop-bot eyesgiew very gojitlo, and her lips niiittored, 
m wrath, 

“Clio — e — e! Is it so with thoo ? and so young! The 
Madonna’s vengeance fall on liim, then, w'hoover ho bo, for having 
caused thee such early shame ! ” 

Tho words acted like a spell ; she lifted herself from the droojiin" 
languor of her rest, and llaslnKl on the peasant from tho superb 
darkness of her eyes an imperious challenge of rebuke giid umiwo 
^Vho tho ex)caker was she forgot ; she only romemberod tho sense 
that had been spoken, 

“Shame? I have no shame! My only glorv is to have seen 
and known the noblest life on earth. The only hope I live for is 
that I may be worthy to hear his words once more. Vengeance on 
Aim 7 God’s love be' with him always ! ” 

She passed onward with a sovereign’s grace, moving like one in 
tt dream ; though the passion of her words had risen to so sudden 
and vivid a defence, she seemed to have little consciousnoss nl 
what she did, whither she went. Then, as though a pang of self- 
reproach moved her, she turned swiftly and came bar k, and stooped 
over the aged contadina, raising the fallen fruit with a self-accusu- 
Vivo gentleness, beseeching even while it still W£ls so proud. 
i “i'orgive me! You meant kindness; and you did not know. 
f was ungrateful and ungentle ; but I am very tired.” 

[ Her lushes were heavy with tears, and a sigli of intense cxliaus- 
llion escii]>cd her. The peasant, touched to tho quick, Itacod the 
fresheet fruits into her hauds. 


X 
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“ I thougnt notliing of it. I only pitied thee.” 

Pity is for thoso who ask alms, or stoop to shame : do not 
it to me.’* ® 

** But art thou all alone P” 

“Yos; all alone.” 

** Christ ! and with thy beauty ! Ah ! insult will come to thee, 
though thou art like a princess in exile ; insult will come, if thoil 
art alone in tho wide world with such a face and such a form aj 
thine.” 

On her face arose a look of endurance and of resistance far 
beyond her years. 

“ Insult never comes except to those who welcome it. Farewell ’ 
and believe me from my heart grateful, if I have seemed not to be 
so enough.” 

And she wont on her way, with tho mellow light of a setting siin 
on her meditative brow, and the shadow of tho grey parapet c.-iit 
forward on her path. The fruit-scllor looked after her wistfully, 
perplexed and regretful. 

“ Tho saints keep her ! ” sho muttered over her tawny gonrda 
and luscious figs. “Sho will need their caro bad enough boioru 
sho has found out what tho world is for such as she. Holy 
Mary I whoever left her alone like that must have had a heait 
of stone.” 

The girl passed onward over the rise and descent of the old 
pointed bridge; tliei’o was tho flush of fever on her check, tho 
exhaustion of bodily fatigue in her step ; but her oyes looked fiir 
forward with a brave light, resolute while it was so visionary, and her 
lips had as much of resolve as of pain on them. In ono hand swuiif; 
a pannier full of late summer flowers, woven with coils of scarh . 
creepers, and wuh the broad bronzed leaves of vine, in such tasto 
as only the love and the fancy of an artist- mind could weavo them, 
in the other sho hold, closely clasped, the bough of blossomim,' 
syringa and a book well #)rn, that she pressed against her bosom 
us sho 7 Jilt, as though it wero some living and beloved thing 
There was an extreme pathos, such as had touched the peasant 
woman, in the union of her excessive youth and her perfect loneli- 
ness ; there was something yet higher and yet more pathetic in 
the blending in her of the faith and ignorance of childhood that 
wanders out into the width of tho world as into some wonder -land 
of Faery, and the unwearying, undaunted resolution of a pilgrim 
who goes forth as the pilgrims of Christendom went eastward In 
look on their Jerusalem once, and die content. 

The bridge led down across the river into a wide square, so still, 
so deserted, so media3val, with its vast, abandoned palaces, and its 
marvellous chui-ch beauty, with only some friar’s ^adow or some 
heavily- weighted mule crossing it in the light of the Italian sunset. 
In. the low loggia of one of the palaces, altered to a posting-house, 
a group was standing, idly looking at the grass-grown waste, whil&t 
their horses wero changing. They were a gay, rich, titled set of 
indolent voyagers who wero travelnng to Borne from Paris. They 
saw her as she came beneath the bedcony, with the book against 
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[ler bosom, and tho abundance of the flowers drooping downward 
n rings and wreaths of colour as she boro thorn. Murmurs of 
idmiration at her loveliness broke irresistibly even from tho world- 
,ated men and women who leaned thoro, tired and impatient of 
3 Von a few minutes’ dulness. 

“ The old traditions of Italia, the ideal of Titian himself ! ” said 
one of them. Bellisaima, will you not spare us one of your 
lUiea 

She paused, and glanced at the women of tho group. 

Those ladies can have them, if (hoy wish.” 

“Hut must not I, my exquiaito young flowor-pricstess ? ” 
laughed her flrst questioner. 

She let her grave luminous oyos dwell calmly on him. 

“ No, signoro.” 

One of the women loaned down, amused at iior companion’s 
rebuff and mortific<alioji ; tho loggia was m) h)W lliiit .she could 
touch tho flowers, and she drew out one of tho clustors of late 
lilies. 

“ My fair child, do you f-,C‘ll those P ” 

“ I havo dono, signora.” 

“ Then you will sell them to mo,” said tho other, as sbo dropped 
info tho basket a littlo gold picco and took up tho blossoms. A 
hand as soft as her own put back tho money into her ji.ihu. 

“ I havo sold them for what they aro worth — a few siuidi ; I give 
thorn to you gladly, and I do not take alms from uuj 

They looked at her in wonder ; tho dignity of her iittoranco, the 
purity of hor accent, tho royal ease in her attitudo, amazed them. 
An Italian child, selling flowers lor her bread, spuko with tho 
decision and tbo seronify of a prmco.'i:^. 

“ But you will let mo otlor it you as a gift, will you not P 

She shook her head. 

“ AVould you take gold as a gift yourself, signora ? ” 

Tho great lady rod(lencd ever so slightly; the wc-nl.s spoken in 
all simplicity pricked her. J t was rumoured by hor world tliai 
empires and governments had on occasion bought her sileiico or 
her alliance by magnificent bribes. 

“ BardieUf my loveliest living Titian ! ” lauged tho Fronch 
Marquis who had first addressed her, “Madamola Comtesso does 
not sell flowers in the street, I fancy.” 

Her eyes swept over him with a tranquil, meditative disdain. 

“There is but one rule for honour,” sho said, briefly; “and 
lank gives no title for insolence.” 

“Fairly hit!” laughed tho groat lady, who had recovered hor 
momentary irritation. “ My beautiful child, will you toll mo your 
name, at tho least ? ” 

“It is Castalia.” 

Where she stood before tho loggia, with a troubh^d HorioiiaTio«'*s 
in tho gaze of hor brilliiiut eyes (for the tone of tho Marquis had 
lou-sed more anger than his mere words), hor hand moved the 
book against her heart. “If 1 were to ask those P ” she mu8r*d. 

It is only tho nobles who will OYVi tell mo; it is only Ihev who 
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can be his friends. I have never found com*age to speak of Lim 
yot ; but, until I do, I cannot know.” 

“Castalia!” echoed the aristocrat. “A fair name, indeed,— 
as fair as you and your flowers. You will not let mo repay you 
for your lilies ; is there nothing you can lot me do for you ? ” 

Cast alia looked at her musingly ; the words were gentle, hut 
there was something tliat failed to reassure her. She stood bofoio 
tlio half-insolent admiration of the men, the supercilious adinim- 
iioii of the women, of this fitled and aristocratic group, with as 
complete a dignity and inditferonco as though she were a youn;r 
patj'ician who i‘(ic(‘ived them ; but she felt no instinct of regard or 
of trust to any ono of them. Still she drew nearer the loggia, ainl 
held out tho hook reluctantly to her questioner ; her eyes iilU'.l 
with an earnest, teiTibl<i, longing wistfulncss ; the words were ouly 
wrenched out with a great pang. 

“ Signora, yes : can yon h'll mo whrro he is ?” 

Her hand pointed to the namo on tho title-page, and her voim 
shook with the intensity of anxious entreaty over tho last two 
woids. 

Tho Countess glanced at the volume, then let it fall with amaze, 
as she gazed at tho pleading, jiehing eyes that looked up to hers. 

“ riiandos ! Mon Dteu ! what is it to you 

“You know liim?” Thoro was tho tremulous thirstincss <1 
long-dt'lerred, long-despairing liopo in Iho question, but there wa«< 
also something of tlio pasMOiiah; j(‘alousy of lovo. 

Tho aristooi at looked at lierwith sear<‘hing, surprised, insolent 
ryes, in which some jiTig(a and more irony glittered, while slio 
till nod over th(5 ol tho hook. 

“It is ‘ Luei ('( (' 1 ’ ” she inunnurod, — “ ‘ Lucreco ! ’ ” In 1; ' 
moiiiont her tl vjughts went backward oAcr so many years to •• 
many buried liours, to so many forgot ten lliings, to so many L'>- 
gone scones. The book came to her like a voice of tho past. 

“ You know him !” 

' “ AVii ' 1 n t crest ha s h o for you ? ” 

Tho lady had rocovoreil her momentary amazement, and th’ 
sniilo with which sho spoko thrilh-d with Tiro and struck like i- J 
the heart of Castalia, though that heart was too guileless to kn av 
all tho smilo meant. But the angui.di of a hopeless and einlK -'- 
search was stronger on her than the soii'^o of insult ; her eyes iill' il 
with a heseediing misery, like a wounded animal’s, and her liaraNi 
as sho drew hiick tho volume, w'cre crushed on it in a gostuie of 
agonised supplication. 

“You know his namo, at least? tell me, for the loved 

pity, where ho is gone !” ^ 

Tlie aristocrat turned away with a negligent cold contempt. 

“ Your friend wandeis all over the world ; if you want to dis- 
cover him, you havo a very poor ehaiiLe, and one 1 am scaiccly 
disposed to aid.” 

“ Chandos, now he has turned phildtophor. retains pretty much 
tho same tastes ho had as a poet, 1 suppo^e r” she murmured, with 
a ! mile, to ono of her female faeiid.-i. “ Tht girl :j very beautd'*^ 
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fOTtiiinly ; but how phamoloss to ask us ! It is soairoly cmhtjilklo 
^> :ra author who writes such oloquont periods on Ilumanily lo 
leave her to starve by selling lilies 

Tlio slight, scornful laugh cauglitCastalia’s oar, as the cold word 
of Iho first phrases had stung all her ja'ido and kdl<'d all hojte 
within her ; a groat darkrn'ss liad coino ov(‘r her faci' ; hut her 
was white and sot, and her lips were jm'>‘.('d togcilu'i* io ln»ld m 
the words that roso to them. 8ho IuvikhI away wit Iiout anotle r 
eidreaty; not oven to learn of him would she supplieifo tliere. 
Tlio Marquis, witli a liglil leap, cleared the loggia and gaiiunl Jin- 
Hilo. Ilo was young, iiaudsomo ; and his voicu, when JiowuuM, 
was sweet as music. 

“ You peek tho writer of that book ? ” 

Tlio look sho turned on him might have touched th(i sternef't ho 

riiy- 

“ Ah, signore, — yes !’ 

Tho answer hroku from her with a sigh that was beyond rc^pros- 
sieu. Her eyes grev; dim with tonm. Tli(> world liold but eiio 
id('a, one thought, 0110 existence, for her, and her iovt^ was at oufo 
loo utter an absorption and too absolnlo an ndoral ion to bo con- 
scious of anything except its one search. 

“ Como with mo, then, and i will hdl you what you wish." 

A radiance of joy and ho}>«) lla^'le'd ovm’ lhi> siulness of lier fa(V‘, 
Pho did not know how dangeious an inlensily that suddon lighi 
of JMpturo lent her beauty ; sho only thought that she sljould hear 
of liim, 

“ 1 will come,” sho srid softly, while her hand still held tlio book 
to her bosom; and sho went, uiircsiding, beside liirn tothojdaco 
to wliichho turned, — a solitary, darkened torrae.o, heavily overnnng 
by till) stones of an unused palazzo, witli tho rivor ilowiug sluggishly 
below. 

“ do you want to .sock him ?” her companion asked. 

In his heart ho tJiought ho knew well enough. Her lover had 
nbuiidoiicd her, and sho was following him to obtain redress or 
maiutenanco. 

Her oyes dwelt on tho water with tho earnest, lustrous, dreamy 
gaze that had u.scd to recall so vague a memory to Chandos. 

“Signore, only to see him once more.” 

“To .SCO him ! To stir him to pity, I supposo, — to make some 
claim on him ? ” 

She did not comprehend his meaning; but sho lifted her head 
quicldy with the imperial jinde that mingled in so witching a 
Contrast with her guileless and childlike simplicity. 

“ Signore, I would die sooner than ask liis pity ; it would bo to 
flsk and to merit his scorn. Claim, too ! What claim ? Ilavo sub- 
j'^ctsa claim on their king, because he has once been gentle enough 
to smile on them ? Whe/i I find him, I will not weary him ; I 
'^ill not lot him oven know that I am near ; but I will search the 
world through till I look on his face once more, and thou — tho joy 
of it will kill mo, and I shall be at rest with my mother for over.’* 

Ho looked at her. muto with surprise. If she had been attractive 
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in his sight before, she was tenfold more so now, as she spoke with 
the exaltation of a love that absorbed her whole life, making Lor 
■unconscious of all save itself, and the mournful simplicity of tlio 
last words uttered with a resignation that was content, in the dawn 
of her youth, to receive no other mercy than death. Ho was 
amazed, he was bewildered, he was entranced ; he felt an envious 
passion in an instant against Iho one for whom she could speak 
thus ; but comprehend her he could not. He was shallow, sellijfh, 
a cold libertine, and at onco too young and too worldly to oven 
faintly understand iho mingling in her nature of transparency and 
depth, of tropical fervour and of utter innocence, of fearless priilo 
against all insult, and cf absolute abandonment to one idolatry, 
lie spoke in the irritation of wonder and annoyance. 

“ The author of ‘ Lucrcco * is much tiatterod to bo the inspircr of 
BO tender a love I I am afraid ho has been but negligent of the gift.” 

The words were coarser than he would have used save on the 
spur of such irritation ; their effect was like a spell. The flush 
that was like the scarlet depth of a crimson camellia covered her 
face in an instant, her eyoa darkened with a tremulous emotion that 
swiftly altered to the blaze of wrath, her lips trembled, her whole 
form changed under the sudden change of thought ; the shame of 
love caino to her for the first moment, as the lips of another man 
spoke it ; she had been wholly unconscious of it before. She was 
seeking him as devotees sought the Holy Grail, as a stray bird 
seeks the only hand that has over caressed and sheltered it. Tho 
word or the meaning of passion had never been uttered to her till 
now. An intense hciTor consumed her,— -horror of herself, hoiTcr 
of her companion ; she shuddered where she stood in tho hot air, 
but tho proud instinct of her natoo rose to sustain herself, to 
defend Ghandos. 

‘/You mistake, signore,” she said, with a calm that. for ILo 
moment ? \ed him. “He whom I seek, I seek hecauso ho is my 
only friend, — my only soveroign lord ; because my debt to him i ^ 
a debt so vast, a debt of lifo itself that life can never pay. Ho wum 
never negligent of me, — never ; he was but too good, too generous, 
too gentle.” 

IIo looked at her, perplexed and incensed. » Ho vaguely felt that 
ho was in error ; but he was distant as ever from the truth. All 
he knew was that ho had never, in tho wholo range of courts, seen 
loveliness that could compete with tho face and form of this young 
seller of the Tuscan lilies. 

“Forgive mo,” ho murmured, eagerly; “I meant no offence. 
Only to look on you is sufficient to ” 

“'You said you would tell me whore ho is.” She spoke very 
low, but her lips wore set. She began to mistrust him. 

“ I will ; hut hoar me first. Ho whom you talk of is very poor ; 
ho is no lon^r young ; he is a madman who spent all his millions 
in a day, and who always plaj^ed at his fancy with women, and left 
them. He is not worthy a thought of yours.” 

The glorious darkness of her eyes grew like fire ; but she hew 
her passion in rein. 



“ Ne chercker qu'un regard,'* 3 1 1 

Kcop thopromiso you mado me,*’ she said, in her tooth, “ Tell 
mo of him.” 

** I will. One moment more. He cannot care whether you live 
or die, or would ho have left you thus ?” 

It was a random blow, essayed at hazard, but it struck homo. 
She gprew very pale, and her lips shook ; yet she was resolute, — 
resolute in her proud defence and sell-restihint. 

“Signore, there was no cause why ho should enro. I was but 
as a broken bird that ho was gentle to ; ho had a right to leave mo, 
—no right to think of mo 0110 hour.” 

IIo repressed an impatient oath. Ho could not understand her, 
yot he felt ho made no head against this iv-signatiou of horsclf to 
riogloct and to oblivion ; and tho splendour of her face stjoiuod ii 
liundi'ed times greater because of this impotonco to make uuy 
impress on her thoughts. 

“At least, if ho had had the heart of a man, ho could never ha\e 
forsaken or forgotten you,” he urged, tenderly. “ Liston. I, wlnj 
have seen you but a moment ago, givo you too true a honnigo to 
1^0 able to quit your sido until you deal mo my fiat of exile. In 
tho world there — the world of which perhaps you know nothin g-- 
r havo riches and honours, and pleasures and palaces, that shall all 
1)0 yours if you will havo them. Como with mo, and no queen slnill 
'•qual your sway. Como with me, and for all those lilies I will 
give you as many pearls. Como with me ; you shall have diamonds 
in your hair, and slaves for your every wish, and I tho chiofost 
yet tho humblest of them all; yoi- shall havo kings at your fo(‘t, 
Mild make tho v holo world mad with one glanco of those divine 
eyes. Como with me. lit never ofl'eved you what I oti’or you now, 
it you will only trust to my truth and iny lovo.” 

Ho spoke with all tho hyperbole that ho thought would host 
dazzlo and entrance one to wliom tho beauties and tho wealth of 
the world alike wore unknown, — one in whom he saw blent tin' 
prido of patricians with the poverty of peasants, — spoke with his 
eyes looking eloquent tenderness, with tho sun on hifi handsomo 
head, with the mellow, beguiling music in his voice. I'or all 
answer where she stood, her eyes dilated with abhorrent scorn and 
slumbering fire ; she shuddered from him as from some asp. She 
did not comprehend all to which he wooed her, all that ho meant 
to convey ; but she comprehended enough to know that ho sought 
to bribe her with costly promises, and outraged her with a faini- 
liaritj’’ ofiensivo beyond endurance. 

<1 j »» gjjQ passionately, while the liquid melody of her 
voico rang clear and imperious, — “no! he never offered me what 
you offer me, — ^insult. Neither was he ever what you are, —a traitor 
to his word I ” 

She turned from him with that single answer, the blood hot as 
dame in her cheek, her l^oad borno with careless, haughty dig- 
idty. She would not show him all she felt; she would not 
»how him that her heart seemed breaking, — breaking with tho 
bitterness of disappointment, with tho sudden vivid sense of ineradi- 
cable shame, with tho absolute desolation that came on her with the 
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fii-Bt faint sickening perception of tho 'meaning and the tempting 
of evil. 

Mortified, irritated, incensed at defeat whore he had looked for 
easy victory and grateful welcome, the young noble caught her as 
slie turned, fiung his arms about her ere she could stir, and stooped 
his lips to hers. 

“ Btllissirna ! do you think I shall lose you like that?” 

Before his kiss could touch her, she had wronchod herself free, 
Hung him oflP, and struck him across the mouth with tho bough 
of syringa. Tho blow of tho fragrant white blossoms stamped Jniii 
cownrd more utterly than a weightier stigma could have stamped it. 

Then she broke the branch in two, threw it at his feet as a young 
empress might break the sword of a traitor, and, leaving all her 
lilies and wealth of loafage scattered there, she quitted mm with- 
out a word. 

Bold though ho was, her pursuer dared not follow her. Sho 
looked down at the water, as she went along its sullen course, with 
a smile, and leaned her lips on the book’s worn page. 

'* He touched them once,” s1ie thought ; “no other ever should 
while that river could give me death ! ” 

A deadly horror, a tumult of dread and of loathing, were on her. 
Sho never rested, all tired though she was, till she was far out of 
tho town, and amidst tho vine-fields, whose leaves were broiis'od, 
and whose purple and amber clusters were swelling with their 
Inchest bloom, near the vintage. The shadows, and tho stono 
wilderness, and the contracted air and space of cities, were terrible 

her ; mountain- winds and forest-fragranco and the free streteh 
of limitless vision had been as the very breath of life to her fr(.:n 
lior infancy; caged in the darkness and the heat of cities, sho 
would have dieu as surely as a caged mocking-bird dies of longing 
for tlio south. She dropped to rest, still by tho sido of the water 
under the shade of the vinos, while the buddings and bridges <-f 
the town sank down behind a cypress- crowned crest of hills, gr( \ 
with olives, or bare where the maize had been reaped. The browncHl 
leaves and the reddened fruit hung over her ; tho water-fiags ami 
tho purling stream, narrowed and shallow here, were at her feet ; 
alone, the great tears rushed into her eyes, and her scarce-flown 
childhood conquered. 

“ Oh, God ! the width of tho world! ” sho murmured, while one 
sob rose in her throat, — it boomed so vast, so endless, so naked, 
and BO pathless a desert. This was tho world to which sho had 
used to look as the redresser of her wrongs, the battlo-tield of her 
victories, the fairy-realm of every beauty, the giver of such golden 
crowns, such hours of paradise I — this world that seemed sd lull 
of lives rushing to their tombs, wherein no man cared for his 
brother, — where all was hard, and heated, and choked, and pitiless, 
and none paused to think of God ! — this world in which there was 
but one life for her, and that one lost, — perhaps lost for ever. 

This boundless width of tho world ! — to wander through it, ever 
seeking, never finding, wearing the years away in fruitless search, 
pursuing what, like the mountain-neights, receded farther with 
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evory nearer stop, looking in all tho multitudes of enrih for ono 
face, one regard, ono sinile ! Tho burden lay heavy 011 her young 
hoai’t, and tho heart- sickness of toil without end was ou her to 
despair. But tho nature in her waa brave unto doatli, and tho 
veneration she boro her ono idol onchainod and possossoil her wliole 
exi-^tence. She had a child’s faith, a woman’s passion, a martyr's 
heroism. 

{She looked up at the sunlight through tho mist of her tours ; and 
trust was strong in her, strong as tho anguish that imnle lior fair 
lips white and hot in its pam and her brief lifo soom near its ending. 

“Ho is poor, — bo has sulfercd,” she mused, recalling tho words 
that had been spoken against him. “ Ho ia so groat ; but ho has 
lost his kingdom. When 1 tind him, then, thoro may bo somo way 
1 may servo him, — somo way as slaves servo.” 

To hear that he had want and sorrow had scorned to bring him 
nearer to her, had bound her heart closer yet to ono who was not 
less a sovereign to her because a sovereign discrowned. ISho inar- 
vollod what his histoiy could bo. All of glory, of dignity, of 
sacritico, of desolation, that wronged greatness bears, throngod to 
her thoughts as tho story of liis life. {5ho knew him now as tho 
unknown man of whom sho had said, ou tho faith of liis written 
woida, that ho would liavo gathered strength fioni any fall ; and 
she know no more than this. It w‘is enough; it spoko rmiro to 
her than if sho had been told of empires that ho owned. t:>hu know 
the kingdom of his thoughts, tho tr«^iisurios of his mind ; through 
his words he had spoken to her hmg oro her oyc.s had rested on 
I'iin, and she had revered him as her muster oro over she had hoaul 
hia voice, as Heloiso had revered tho genius w^ich roused tho 
nations and shook the churches, ere evor Abolurd had stood beforo 
her. 

It bound her to him in a submission absolute and proud in its 
own bondage as was over that*of Ucloiso. 

It muttered nothing to her wdiat his life had been, — a reign or 
a martyrdom, a victory or a travail ; what was was known to 
bor, and she asked no more. Yet, where sho loaned alone, tho 
colour glowed into bor face ; sho shrank and trembled in Iho soli- 
lude as though a thousand oyes were on her ; for tho lirst liuio 
the sense of shame had touched her, for tho first timo tho vilencsi 
t>f evil had approached her, and both loft her afraid and startled. 

“They spoke as though it were sin to seek him,” sho thought. 
“ Will he be angered if i ever find him ? I will never go near him, 
iie\er ask his pity, never let him know that I am by ; I will only 
look on him from some distance, only stay where 1 can hear his 
Toico afar off — ^if I live. But whenever I see him the joy will kill 
mo ; and better so, — better far than to risk one cold word from 
him, one look of scorn. He said the world would crush mo, and 
etouo me like Hypatia. The world shall not ; but one glance of 
his would, if it ever rebuked me ! ” 

* A shiver ran through her as she mused. 

She had cast herself on tho desert of the world in darkness, os 
the lamps of sacrifice are cast on the stream by Indian women uy 
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night. All was strange to her, all cold, all arid, all without traci 
or knowledge or light. The beauty of her Yoice in choral service 
and the flowers that she gathered from forest or river were all her 
riches, and hand to guide her she had none. But all fear for her- 
eoll‘, all thought for herself, were banished in the domination of 
ono supremo grief, one supremo hope. The world was so wide I 
\Vhon would she find him ? 

Her tears foil heavy and fast, down into the white cups of the 
■ faded lilies at her feet. Tho world w^as so wide, and she was bo 
lonely, — sho whoso heart ached for love, whose eyes ached for 
beauty, whose youth longed for happiness, as the hart for the water- 
springs. 


CHAPTEB VI. 

NiniL IIUMANI A ME ALIENUM PUTO.” 

‘ ‘ It you would but come back to us 1” Pliilipped'Orv^Llo spoke softly, 
ns a woman speaks in tondemess. Ho stood on the hearth of his 
great banquetirig-ix)om, rich and dark in its burnished lustre of 
gold and scarlet, liko an old palace-chamber of Venice ; his hair, that 
bilby lion’s niano, was white, but uudcT it bis brown eyes flashed, 
full of untamed lire, and froiti tho depths of tho luxuriant snowy 
board laughter fit for Olympus W'ould still shako tho silence with 
the ringing, riotous mirth of yore. Now those eyes were grave 
with a wistful shadow, and tho voice of tho reckless Prince Bohe- 
mian had a silvo • gentleness. “ If you would but come back to 
us ! ” hu said, again, as lie had said it many times through tho 
length of weary years, ** Tho people hunger for you. They bear 
patiently with mo, but it is iu bitterness; they nave never been 
reconciled to my mlo, though its yoke is light. Come back I It 
is unchanged ; it will bo as your own ; it should be your own at one 
word, if you would but let mo I ” 

Where Cliandos stood, in tho shadow of tho jutting angle of tli^ 
alabaster sculpture above the hearth, a shiver shook him that he corJd 
not resti'aiu, like that which strong limbs give in-eprossibly when a 
bared nerve is cut and wrung, liis own voice was very low, ua be 
unswored, — 

“To thank you wore impossible; I have found no words for it 
through seventeen years. Your friendship may well avail to out- 
wiagh a whole world’s faithlessness. But to accept were td sink 
myself lower in my own sight than my worst ruin over sank mo. 
Wire I to go back on another’s bounty, I would give the men who 
still remember mo leave to stone me as 1 went, and curse mo in my 
fatlior’s name.” 

Philippe d’Orvsde’s superb head drooped in silence : the proud 
noble know tho temper that denied bim, and bpnoiu'cd it, and could 
s^^notdare to press it to surrender, — knew that denial to himwa# 
ri^ht and just, even whilst his heart longed most to wring assent. 
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That denial had boon given him steadily through the long course o( 
ennenteen years, — given by one who had once never known what it 
vas to fon>id a dcsiro or control a wish, — by ono to wliom exile 
ivjis the ceaseless and deadly bittomoss tW it was to Dante,— -by 
one who longed for the niero sight of tho forost-lands, the mere 
br«*ath of tho forest -winds, of tho birthright ho had lost, as tho 
w* ary eyes of tho Syrian Chief longed for a sight of tho Promisod 
Laud, that ho hud to lio down and dio without entering, bamied 
out to tho last hour. 

Chandos saw tho pain on him, iiiul stretched out his hand. 

“ Afy best friend, if I could take suc-h charity from any, it should 
be from you. But yon must feci with mo ihut to give consent to 
what you wish were to lose the ono relic of my raco 1 havo striven 
to keep, — its ban*cn honour.” 

“ 1 know ! I know ! Yet all I ask is leavo to give a sovereign 
back his thi'ono. No moro than my houso did to my cousin of 
Bourbon.” 

“And the sovereign who bartered his kingdom for ton years' 
Iliad diiiight hud but justice done him 'when it was sw’opt away for 
ever. But speak no more ot it for God's sake ! I am weak as water, 

/arr.'” 

“ Weak ! and yet you refuse ? ” 

“ I reluso, because to accept were disgrace ; but there are limes 
when 1 could wish still that— bearing mo tho love you did — you 
had shot mo like a dog, while I could havo died in my youth ! 

Tlio words wore hushed to a scarco-hoard whisper, as they 
csi'jipcd through his sot U'Clh; they were a truth rarely wrung 
li’om him, — tho truth that through tho patience and the peace and 
tho strength ho liad forced from (jahimiiy, through tho siloiico in 
^Jiich he had borno his doom and tho high ambition which guid(*d 
and sustained liim, tho old passionate agony, tho old loathing of 
hie that was pain, would break with a resistless force, and make 
him long to have died in that golden and cloudless light of his lost 
yi'ars, — died ore its suns had sot for ever. 

“ Weak ! Tliat is rather strength, since, wishing this thus, you 
still luivo bomo against it, and lived on, and conquered ! ” 

“ I liavo no strength ! A foe’s taunt can make a brub) of mo, a 
friend’s tenderness unnerve mo like a woman. Sometimes I tliink 
1 have learned nothing; sometimes I think that no rood was ov. r 
ti .idfT than I. A wdiilo ago a young girl sliowed mo ‘ Lucroco :* 1 
ii'cw, as I saw tho book, what Swift felt when ho shed those pa«- 
fcionato tears for tho genius ho had in his youth I ” 

“ Yburs is greater than in your youth.’ 

“ Ah ! I doubt it. Youth i.s genius ; it makes every dawn a new 
w'orld, every woman’s beauty a love-odo, every breath a delight. 

weave philosophies aa life slips from us; out when woweie 
young our mere life was a poem.” 

Dark hours came on him oftentimes; tho Hellenic nature in 
him, that loved beauty and harmony and tho soft lulling of tho 
s^-iises, could not pensh, and, imprisoned in the loneliness and 
colourless asceticism of need and of exile, ached in him and beat 
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the bars of its prison -houso in many a moiriont. Ho had snhdiicjfl 
his nock to tho yoke, and ho liad found his i('dr*mj)tiou in Bubhiuor 
things and loftier freedoms, as Uoothius under tho chains of lli j 
Goth found his in tho golden pages of tho “Consolations;” l^ut 
there wero times when tho Greok-liko temper in him still turue<) 
from life without enjoyment, as from life without valuo. 

Tho heart of Philippe d*Orvalo wont with him. Tho carolr vq, 
rovjil, headlong levity of tho princely Bohemian had made ot 1 !>< 
one long unthinking revel. Dynasties and creeds and nations ami 
thrones might rock and fall, might rise and totter, round him; lit* 
hooded them never, but drank tho purplo wino of his life brimming 
and roso-crownod, and learned his science from women’s 
and sung a Bacchic chaunt while others grew grey in tho gall of 
state harness, and shook tho grand, mellow, rolling laughter frcmi 
his colossal chest at tho vain toil of tho heart-burning woi id 
around him while ho hold on his gay, endless, Viking-liko 
wassail. Of a truth there are creeds far less frank and less wise 
than his ; and of a truth there are souls far less honest and hold 
and bright. Ho would have lost life rather than have broken Ins 
word; and no lio had over staiiiod his fearless, careless, laughter- 
warmed lips. Of a truth tho mad Duko had virtues tho woild 
has not. 

Ilio eyes dwelt now with a great unspoken tondomesa on 
Chandos. 

“"Yet yon are greater than you wore then,” ho said, eloTvly. 

I know it, — 1 wlio am but a wme-ciip rioter and love nothirg 
but my summer- day fooling. You are greater; but tho harvo.^t 
you ROW will only bo reaped over your grave.” 

“ r should bo content could I boliovo it would bo reaped then.’* 

“ Bo content, then. You may bo so.” 

“ God knows ! Do you not think Marsy and Dolislo do Saks 
and Linguet believed, as they suffered in their dungeons for 
truth of 'JT'eech, that tho romombranco of futuro gonorations woid i 
Bolaco them ? BichiU gavo himself to premature death for scienr^’’ 
sako : does tho world onco in a year speak his name ? Yet liv>w 
near those men are to us, to bo forgotten ! A ccniury, and history 
will scarce chronicle thorn.” 

“ Then why give the wealth of your intellect to men ? ” 

“Are thoro not higher things than present reward an«l Tii-" 
mere talk of tongues r Tho monsfrari dojifo were scarce a loir, 
goal. Wo may lovo Truth and strive to servo hor, disregardm;: 
what sho brings us. Thoso who need a bribo from her aro not liei 
true believers.” 

Philippe d’Orv^le tossed his silvery hair from his eyes, — eyes o1 
such sunny lustro still. 

“Ay I And those who held that sublime code of yours, thal 
cleaving to truth for truth’s sako, where are they ? How hm < 
rhey fared in every climate and in every age ? Stoned, crucified 
barned, fottorod, broken ou tho vast black granite moss of 
blind multitude’s brutality, of the priesthood’s curse and craft ! '* 

** True 1 Yet if through us, ever so slightly, the bondage 0 
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the creeds* traditions be loosened from tlio lives they atiilo, and 
those multitudes — so weary, so foverisli, so much moro to bo pitied 
than condemned — become less blind, loss brute, the saciiiice is 
not in vain,’* 

“ In your sense, no. But the world reels back a^^ain into dark- 
ness as Boon as a hand has lifted it for a while into light, hlcn 
li(»ld tliomsolves purified, civilised; a year of war, — and lust and 
l)joo(ltliu>t rage untamed in all their barbarism ; a taste of slaugh- 
^(1,— and they are wolves again! There was truth in the old 
1 . ‘Tidal saying, ‘ Oiguoz vilaiu, il vous poindra ; poignez vilain, il 
\.)us oiiuira.’ Beat the midtiludos you talk of with a desjkit’s 
twerd, and they will lick your feet ; touch thorn with u Ohnst-LLo 
pity, and they will nail you to tho cross.” 

Thoio was terriblo truth in tho words: this man of princeh^ 
hlood, W'ho disdained all scejdies and ■wanted nothing of tho 
v. oild, could look througli and through it with his bold suulit eyes, 
and Hco its rottenness to tho core. 

C'handos sighed as ho heard. 

“ You aro light, — only too right. Yet oven while they crouch 
to tho tyrant’s sabre, how bitterly they need release ! even while 
ihoy crucify theii' b'achi'ia and their saviours, how little they know 
M hat they do ! They may lorsuko themsolvos ; hut they should 
hiii bo lorsakrn.” 

Bhilippo d’Orvalo looked on liim with alight soft as W'omen’s 
U ills in his oyes, ami duslied his liuud down on the alabaster. 

Chiindos, you livn twenty centnnos too late, Y’ou W'ould liavo 
I'cen crowned in Atlien.s, and thioned in AsLi. But lieio, as a 
nuing giace, thej" will call \ou — ‘ imid ! ’ ” 

“ ^\'cll, if they do Y Tho title has its honours. It was hooted 
against ♦■^olon and Socrates.” 

At that moment the 3^ were no longer alone; a foreign minister 
entered the rocojition-rooni. Only at I’hilippo d’Orvalo’s houso in 
I’di'is was Chandos ever seen by any uuiiiibeis of tlio circles wLidi 
ha.g ago had lollow('d him as their leader. With tho btateBiiiOii, 
tli'j thiiikors, tho scliolars of Europe lio hud association : but with 
liio extravagant and uiistocratic worlds whore ho had ouco reigned 
he hud no Icllowship ; and tho yotuiger generation, who chiolly 
inlfd them, hud no reinembranco and but little knowledge of 
whulhis career once had been'in those splendid butteifiy- frivolities, 
thoso Tj'rian purples ot a glittering reign. A Turkish lily, when 
i ll its pomp of colour and of blossom has been shaken down in 
the wind and withered, is not more rapidly forgotten than the 
it Vidty of a fashionable fumo W'hon once rovorso has overtaken it. 

J’lit his name had power, though of a widol}^ dificrent sort ; and 
’‘■T influence w^as great. Science .saw in him its co- revolutionist 
‘ -.mist tradition ; weary and isolated thinkers battling with tho 
* i uihy or the antagonism of men found in him their companion 
' nd their chief; young and, ardent minds came in eager gi'atitudo 
his Icadorshij; ; tho cLuiches btmicd, tho scholars revcroncc-d 
lam : iho peoph vugurlv' wondcicd .'ir ’nii.'i, lUid told fiom mouth 
to xuvuth tho siiango \ cl his bio. Eioni the deep, 
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silent heart of old Italian cities, where many of his years were 
passed, his words came to the nations, and pierced ears most dead and 
closed to him, and carried far their seed of freedom, which would 
sink in the soil of public thought, and bear full harvest only, as 
PhDippe d’Orv^o had said, above his ^avo. Men knew that 
there was might in this man, who had risen from a voluptuar\'’a 
delight to face destruction, and had forced out of adversity Iho 
gold of strength and of wisdom. They listened, — even those who 
cursed him because he spoke too widely truth. They listened, 
and they found that an infinite patience, an exhaust less toleration, 
a deep and passionless calm, had become the temper of his intellect 
and of his teaching. It was too pure, too high, too profound for 
them, and too wide in grasp; but they listened, and vaguely caught 
a loftier tincture, a more serene justice, from him. 

The career which his youth had projected, in the splendid ideal 3 
of its faith and its desire, could have been possible only in the agf i 
when the world was young, and the sceptre of a king could gatlu'r 
the countless hosts as with a shepherd’s love into onefold, under the 
great Syrian stars, — when the life of a man could as one long 
magnificence of Oriental day, with death itself but the setting ol 
a cloudless sun, and the aftor-glow of fame a trail of light to 
nations East and West. The dreams of his youth had boon im- 
possible : yet ouo thing remained to him of them, — their loyalty 
to men and tlioir forbearance with them. In one sense ho 
greater than his father had boon : statesmen mould the actions of 
the Present, but thinkers form the minds of the Future. It is tlio 
vaster power of tho two. 

It was late when ho loft the Hotel d’OrvAlo. ITo had spent the 
hours with some of the most eminent statesmen of tho contiuciiJ 
All men of mark heard his opinions with eagerness and with 
deference. When ho had had tho opportunity, ho had never 
sought either rank or state power; now that his intellect was hi^ 
only treasury, ho never sought to purchase with it either riches or 
tho reviv 1 of his lost dignities. They did not comprehend him ; 
but the absolute absence of all personal ambition impressed them 
ill one who, when his word was omnipotent, had never exercised o 
to obtain ilio place and tho power which made up their own 
and who now gave his years and his thoughts to tho search vi 
truth, unheeding what it brought him. They wondered that, with 
his famo, he endeavoured to attain no material rewards, no poli- 
tical influence ; in that wonder they missed the whole key of 
character. Ho liad been too proud ever to bo attracted by the 
vulgarities of social distinctions in tho years when any could have 
been his for iho asking ; now tho snyie temper remained with him. 
Thou, as a carolosa voluptuary, ho had erniled at and ])itiod those 
who wasted tho golden days in tho feverish pursuit of ephemeral 
rouowns; now, as a gi*eat writer, ho had the same marvel, th< 
samo contempt, for Iho minds which could stoop their might N 
strength to seek a monarch’s favour or a court’s caprice, to gain i 
ribbon or to form a six-mouths’ ministry. Tho strife and y' 
party hod little more dignity in his eyes than the buzzing aiu 
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pushing of bees to enter a honey-clogged hive. The hero of public 
fife is a slave, and a slave who must wear the livery of convoiitional 
forms and expedient fallacies. Chandos loved freedom, absoluto 
freedom : he could no more have lived without it than ho could 
have lived without air. 

He know that it was well that there should bo men who 
would harness themselves to the car of the nations, and think 
that they led history, while they were in truth only the driven 
pack-horses of human development or national docadenco ; but 
ho would no more have gone in their shafts than an oaglo will wind 
a windlass. 

As he went now, through the lateness of the night, with'tho 
liagranco of the Luxembourg gardens on the air, his thoughts 
wore gravo and far away. 

The stillness of the night— so late that the crowds had thinned, 
and there wore but little iioiso and niovoraoiit evoii in the greatest 
t honiughfares — brought back on his memory the nights in which 
he had lain dying for a draught of cold water in tlio dons of tliis 
brilliant city, — of the nights when, in inlaniy, and shamo, aiul 
iiiLsory, ho had sought to kill romembranco and exishnico in joyless 
Mce and opiate slumbers, in orgies that ho loathed, in dniggod 
-leop that lulled his mind into an idiot’s vacancy. That timo was 
A ague and unreal to him aa the phantasms of fover to tho man 
who awakes fiom them ; but ho never looked back to it without a 
shudder. ITis fall hod been so vast, and tho plunk so frail that 
alone hud arrested his headlong reel into a suicide’s gravo or a 
inadinan’s darkness ! All men had forsaken him thou, save one, — 
his enemy, — forsaken him, though their hands were full of his 
g fts, — forsaken him, leaving him to dio like a dog. Ibifc lie had 
not in return or in revenge abandoned them : ho know tho terrible 
truth of tho “ Qui vitia odit, homines odit,” and ho would not let 
hatred of their ingratitude dwell with him and turn him cyni(^, for 
ho cleaved to them iu touderncss still. Perhaps in this yet inoro 
than in all other efforts of his later life ho kept tnio to the dreams 
of his youth, — this patience with which ho loved men and believed 
in their redeeming excellence, even through all which might have 
biddon him, as his foe had once bidden him, “ curso God and dio ! 

As he passed now through the richer and finer ((uarters 
towards a retired and little-frequented street where he had his 
temporary dwelling in tho centre of Paris, ho passed cloao by tho 
gates of a ducal mansion. Before them stood, among a long line, 
u carriage handsomely appointed, with powdered sorvauts and 
bleed liveries ; the gates were open, and tho court was in a bhi/.o 
from a hundred lamps, with lackeys in their laced livorios moving 
lo and fro. An English minister was coming out to tho equipage, 
with some light, costly furs thrown loosely over his full ares.s. 
They looked at each other iu tho gas-light : a moment was enough 
lor recognition. 

^venna waved his hanfl, towards his carriage with a laughing 
nnile. 

Ah, mon prince ? you on foot ? How times are changed ! Get 
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ill ; pray do. I’m very forgiving, and TU give you a lift for auld 
lang syno.” 

Chandos passed on, — without a word, without a sign, — as though 
ho had not heard. Yet men have slain their foes, in hot blor)-J 
and cold, for less than this mocker’s baseness and outrage. 

The petty jeer of the indignity was fouler than a wrong 
worthier of rosontmont. When the soldier of the guard spat in 
Charles Stuart’s face, the insult was the worse because too ignomi- 
nious for scorn, too low for revenge. 

He went onward down into the solitude of the tortuoufj 
winding, — one of those streets in which brie a brae, and pricolo^i 
china, and old pictures, and old treasures of oveiy soi-t aro 
heaped together in little, dark, unguarded windows, and are only 
told from tho shadows by tho shine of a diamond or the shape dt 
a quaint vaso forcing itself up from tho dimness and tho dii 
There caino feebly towards him in the gloom, tho tall, bow'od foim 
of an old man, with white hair floating on his shouldovs, and hn 
hands feebly stretched before him in the wavering, uncertain 
movement of tho blind. Tho figure was impressive, with it« long, 
flowing, black garments, and its stem, antique, patriarch-liko 
look so painfully in contrast with the extreme feebleness of 
excessive ago and that plaintive, flickering movement of the handi. 

“Oh, my God ’ ” ho was muttering, piteously, “whore is he: 
whore is he ? *’ 

Tho grief and appeal of tho accenl, tho helplessness of t)<'» 
-ightless action ncconipanying it, arrested Chandos. lie paused 
Miul touched tho blind wanderer on tho arm. 

“ 'Whom aro you seeking ? (<au 1 help you ? 

Tho old man stopped liis slow swinging stop, and caught tl •* 
gentleness of l ^o tune with tho qiiieknoss to sound that colii- 
ponsatos for tho loss of sight in so many. 

“1 search for my dog, sir,” ho unsworod. “ILo is my only 
guide, aud I have lost him.” 

‘ ‘ Loyt him ? 11 ow far from this P ” 

“ Sorao wa3^ He broke from me : children lured him, I thii '' 
Ho was very pretty, and the lifo ho lod with mo was but dull. I 
IS natural ho should forsake mo.” 

Chandos listened, struck by tho accent : ho had known whaL i* 
was to have an animal tho sole friend left. 

“D(>gs rarely forsake us. 1 should hope he will come back to 
you. You cannot find your wa}^ without him ? ” 

The other shook his head silently, — a grand, majestic, satuminp 
eld man, despite tho decrepitude tnat had bowed his back, and 
melancholy supplication in which his trembling hands were out- 
6t retched^ 

(vhandos looked at him silently also ; there was something in his 
look aud in his manner which impressed him with their intenss^ 
eadness. No memory revived in him, but compassion moved him- 

“ Tell mo whore you live : I will soo you homo,” ho said, 
proM-ntly. It was not in Ins nutnro to loavo any ono so ag» d tn 
wLetclndly and uiicerUmly in the doikne&s of the alloi' 
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rniflni^^ht. Trovcmia would liavo cnjoyod stealing tho away, 
und lauding tho harassed crcatiiro loinid and round m a oirclo hy 
a lliousaud mystitiailioiia ; but lo Chandos tlan-o was .somothiug of 
p-.-itiVO pain in the sight of any liuinan being slranded in tho 
uiidst of that ]iooplod oily for shoor nood of n hand strotched out 
to liim. Moii hud boon lalso to him ; but he rtnuLiiiod Joyiilly true 
lo ihoiin 

T'lo Mind man turned \\iLh an iiivoluntary idart of w^ondtu* and 
fi eT’ttitudo. 

“ Vi-M Jlio very good, ^Ir! AViil it not troiildo you 
“ tor iiom it. M.n imi i bo ^^ry boarllo s it liny could all 
1 ' wo yon to no('d sin li a trillo as tbal.’’ 

“.Mm owe nio iiolliing,” said iho oihor, curtly 'wJnlht be unnt 
» n to l(;U Ills ic>uleiice. 

( inouloi tend no niou', l ui w«oit lliiflior, slaelfonijig to 

'ii> lialting stijp of iho one Ikj gindod. It was . oino luilo tiino 
1 ho could liiul tho idaco ho win. diro( tod to : when ho did so, 
v.as a lal), fiowniiig, lun.ed inaiM', jaiiiuieil amidst many otheis, 
'.c‘i (ho shut tors U]) .igaln^t tlie lower window'.'*, and ]>oveity told 
■ Ml its ramldiug tiniemH. 

“<>[►011, sir, since you am hind oionigli to t.-jko ]nly on me,” 
1 -*o blind man, as Jm i;a"»o him a lo-v, to W'hieli Iho cia/y door 
'-■d “!My mom, such as ii is tho lii.‘«l outlie liftli 

y.” 

) w;e^ a ii)i:<orabh) clrambor enough, b'.ve juid (h'-'olato, with a 
)uMi tMiod, and au nn‘])('akaM(» nakedness ami W'ant. aliout 
. iV I t tie lani]> buvm d diill .% and throw' its yellow iielit on llu^ 

■ iihar and striking iiguie ot iJm man ho liud giudMi ; and Im 
(dad at hull curiously, — a man (d ninety w’intors, with tin' duik 
li\<* t)f hi.-^ skill furiow'<’d like oak-bark, and hi.s sw'Oo]»ijjg, pointed 
’ aid simw-whito, — a man wlio liud MiHdnsl mueli, needed much, 
'Udiuod much, and jios'.ildy d(mo niueh evil in has day, y<‘t (‘oin- 
J.’amlijig and solemn in liis excessivo years as tlm figum (»!’ a Jk-n- 
.'.o'iub ‘‘ightless and iiovr ily-.siri«‘ken and iorsaken iiy llioso for 
\>iiom ho had giv<“n his life-blood. Jio turned t(» riiandos witli a 
''tately and touching action. 

“ ?>ir, wlio you aru i ( annot tidl ; hut fioin my soul I thank you» 
ln*m my heart 1 would bless you — if J daied.” 

tJhandos liiigorod, loaning against tlio barron, iinsightlj'' wall. 
Ho iiuglit bo in a den of lluoves, for aught he knew; l)Ut them was 
that in tho Israelite (as ho justly deemed liim) that moved him to 
iuU^rest. Since the glory of lus summor-duy world had cloood on 
him, he had gone far dowui into Iho depths of human sulforing and 
human sin ; he had known life in its darke.st and in its wor.st, and 
ho evaded nothing to which he could hririg either aid or coiiKolation. 
Iho mingled infirmity and wisdom of his glorioim manhood had 
ceil to abhor and shun every .HirKt and shape of pain ; sir.co ho 
-ad tasted tho bittemo.''s of min, lio had passed by no pain tjjat ho 
:Juld hopo to succour. 

“ You sl^ould not bo alone at your year-^,’* he said, gioiHy, 
Hnvo you nothirg ^ tlk-i h'-'i dog to t:»Lo herd of you : ” 

Y 
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“ Nothing, flir : he is gone now.” 

** I trust not. I will try and find him for you. Pardon me, but 
at your ago it is raro to he wholly solitary.” 

“Is itr^” said the blind man, with a sententious melancholy. 
“I thought the reverse. We have outlived our duo time. 'We 
have seen all die around us ; we ought to be dead ourselves.” 

Chandos was silent ; he stood, thoughtful and almost saddened 
by the Israolito’s words. He was alono himself,-— he, for whom the 
world had once been one wide palace, filled with courtiers and 
firiends ; ho looked to bo so alono to his grave. 

At that moment there came the rush of eager feet, the panting 
of eager breath ; the unlatched dooi* of the i*oom was burst oi)eii. 

little dog of the MiiUeso breed scoured across tho floor, and 
ioapod on tno old man with frantic caresses ; its desertion had bo(ni 
but for a moment, and it« conscience and its love had soon brought 
it back. The Jew took it fondly in his arms, and mmmurod 
tender names over it ; then he turned his blind eyes on Chandos. 

“ Sir, I thank my little truant that through his abandonment [ 
learned that one man lived so merciful as you.” 

“ There are many ; do not doubt that. Porgive me if I seem to 
force your confidence, but I would glaelly know if I can aid yon. 
Rich I am not, but there might bo ways in which 1 could assiist 
you.” 

He spoke very gently ; this old man, grand as any sculpture of 
Abraham or Agimiomnon, in hisoxijcmc loneliness, in hisoxtroaio 
poverty, awoke his hympalhy. 

Tlio llobrew diOAV Lis bout foim straight, with a certain uncon- 
scious majesty. 

“ my cord Jonco you cannot have ; but it is only meet that 
you sJiould kno»' I am ono who often has worked much evil, anl 
who hus hot II unco Liiiudod as a felon.” 

Cliaudos looked at him in silence a moinenl ; ho could believe 
that evil ^"\d left its trace among llio dark furrows of tho sombuj 
and stem face ho looked on, but criminal shamo scorned to have j.o 
, pin CO with tho Jow’s patriisrchul culm and dignity. 

“ If it bo so, there may bo but tho more causo that you need ui i. 
>>poak frankly w’ith mo.” 

“ There are those who say my people never speak except to he/’ 
said tho Jlobrow briefly. “It is untrue. But frank I cannot bo 
with you, — with any. Could I have been so, I wore not thus now.” 

“ How ? Did you refuse tho truth, or was it denied you ? ” 
Both. I heard a story ouco, — 'wholher fact or romance I can- 
not tell; it struck mo. I will tell it you. There was an old 
eioldior of tho Grande Armco, who was bidden by his chief to 
execute somo secret service and never speak of it. He did ; 
his absence on its errand was discovered; ho was tried for 
desortioii or disobedieiico, I forget which. Napoleon was present 
at tho trial ; tho accused lookccl in tbA face of hia master for per- 
mission to clear himself by revealing tho truth ; the faco wa.s chili 
os stone, mute ns steel ; there was ^<o consmt in ic. JThe soldier 
bared his head, and held his pea'ce ; he underwent his chastisement 
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fii Bilenoe ; he muttered only ever after, in insanity, • Silence ti li 

Chfiiidos heard, moved to more than surprise. Ho saw that this 
povorty-wom blind Hebrew was no common criminal, and had had 
no common fate. Ho leaned forward and lookcMi at him mure 
eai'iiostly. 

** And the soldier’s doom, — was that yours ho asked. 

The Jew bent his snow-white head, pressing the little noafeiing 
dog closer to his bosom. 

“Much such an one.” 

“ You wore of the army, then ?” 

“ No ; but I had a chief as pitiless as ipoloon. No matter ! 
ho had the riglit to bo so. It is iiul for mo to s]>ouk.” 

The words wore spoken witli the putionoci of his laco ; an iufinito 
pam j>as8ed over the harsh, saturuiuo sternness of Ins face. 

“But you would seem to say that by Filoiico you wore wronged. 
Toll mo moro plainly.” 

A sigh osi^aped the close-] crossed lips of the aged man. 

*• fcj.T, 3 ’ 0 ii have been good to mo ; it is not for mo to deny what 
I can justly toll. That is not much. 1 was in ilio eTn])loy of au 
Englishman; wo drove an evil trade.— :i trade in men’s ruin, in 
men’s iiecossitnjs, in men's dosporati«in. It ih a common trade 
eimugli, and tliero arc Liiiidrids who diivo in tlmir <‘urriugos, and 
live araidot tlio groat, W'hu have gained tluir w’oalih by that tnnlo 
and by no other. 1 ^vas a linid man, a shrewd, a iiK'rcile.sH ; J 
asked iny pound of ilesli, and I c\l it remorselessly. Life had 
Ikso II bitter with mo; it had batllod ino w'lien I W’ould havo dono 
nghtoousness ; it had domed mo v/heu 1 woidd havo soiiglit 
justice ; it had damned ino because of my w’andoring race : with 
the book of my religion in their liaiids, I'liristians floul(‘d mo and 
Bcouigod mo, —a Jow dog, a Jew cheat, a Jow liar! If 1 paid 
Inith, none believed mo; if 1 did honestly, all laughed, and 
thought that I had somo deeper hchomo of villany benoaih. 1 
would have acted well with men, but the}" mocked mo ; and thfjn 
— 1 took my rovongo. 1 do uot say it w’as right: but it 
humau.” 

llo paused ; the died-out light began to gather in his sunken 
eyes, tne memories of manhood to kindle on his brov /11 and withcirisl 
face; hi a voice grow stronger and deeper, a« it Ihrilhsl wdth tlio 
ri'ineinbranco of other daj's. Chandos stood ailont, hx/king <jn him 
'With a atrango force of interest, whilo tho dull fot;blo liiekoring of 
the oil-flame shed its faint iilumination on tho old inan'H Syrian- 
liko form. 

” 1 was sorely tossed, and beaion, and rovdlcd ; I became bitter, 
and keen, and cniel. 1 was like iron to those Gentiles who noeilcfl 
Wio and, when they needed, cringed. I said in my soul, ‘ You call 
me a Jow robber; well, j-ou shall £<)ol my knife.’ And yet I 
doclaro that, till they made me so, I ha<l served men and strivou 
to- make them love me, — hard as it is for a poor man, and a Jew, 
to gain a friend among Christians ! They have stolen our God ; 
hut they only blaspheme in His name, and call tho people whose 
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crood Dioy borrow, by Ibo vilest obscenities of tbeir streets ! I 
^row like a flint, and I checked not at ciinnirif^. One innocent may 
bo wrongly smspcctod until he is made the thing that the libel 
called him. 1 was a usurer : you know what that is, — a man wlio 
makes his gold out of tears of blood, and fills his caldron with 
human llesh till its soothing brings him wealth. I had only one 
eoftness in mo : it was my lovo for my wife.” 

TIis voice quivered slightly ; oven the memory of tho dead love 
^hat lay so far away in tho grave of buried days had power to shako 
him liko a ro('d. 

“ She was as boautifnl as tho morning, twenty years or mom 
younger than 1 ; but sbo loved mo with a gicat lovo, and whilo 
«ho was in my bosom s'lo made mo seek to bo as she was. Well, 
she died. ]\ly life was as dark as midnight, and my heart was ito. 
b’or a while i was mad ; when my senses ciimo to mo, I sot iny.soli 
to the lust of gold, to tho grinding out of my deadly pain on tho 
lives that had mocked mo. Thus I becamo evil, and men cursed 
me, — justly then. I made much money, and, years after, I lu>t 
it, in schemes iii which it had been risked. 1 fell in the straits of 
oxtremo povoi'ij’’ ; in thorn 1 mot, in tho dens of a great city, au 
blnglishman who wa.s good to mo and succoured mo. Aft^'rwards 
wo entered into negotiations together; ho joined my old firm. — 
it did not bear my namo; }io becamo d: in fact, 1 was but 
manager, cleik, subordinate; but the public still thought mo tlie 
principal, lie was very clover, very able ; ho knew tho world 
widely, and he had fashionable acquaintances by tho hundred. 
IJotwccu us, — ho secrotly, 1 openly, — wo spread our nets yon 
far; wo drow many lives mto tho meshes ; wo made much monc\ 
-"ho did, at loa‘ i : his was tho capital, his tho profit ; I did but tl.e 
work at a Hu]a^ 5 ^ Wo wei’O alw'ays strictly to tho letter of t In- 
law; but within the law wo wore very hard. Oh, God! now tliul 
T am blind and foisakeu, 1 know it ! Well, meanwhile my son li^d 
coino ho. .0 to mo 4Vom »Spain, — a beautiful, gracious child, wbi' 
brought liis mother's look in his oyos. In him 1 was almost ha]ip\ 
for him T worked unceasingly ; thinking of him, I did my ma.' U i 
bidding with alacrity and with little heed for those who suifued. 
For seven years my boy grew up with mo from a child to a youth ; 
and when ho smiled at mo with his mother’s smiJo, I would have 
coined my life, if I could havo dono so, to purchaso him an hour’s 
pleasuro. And in those seven years the firm had prosper^^l mar- 
volloubly, and my master— so I call him — mado much wc:ilth from 
it in secret. At tlio time of tho eighth or ninth year, when my sou 
was eighteen ” 

Ho paused ; though his eyes had no sight in them, ho veiled 
them, drooping his bend in sh.amo as his words wore resumed. 

“ The lad erred, — erred terribly. I cannot speak it ! Dishonosly, 
glossed ON or, had boeu round him so long, — it was not is crime- 
Ifo saw 7fs thiovo : how could ho loam to keep young haiaN 
pure ? lie forged my master’s namo, in thoughtlessness, aud 
thinking, 1 believe, tliat such money was our common due, since 
I worked for it. 1 knew then a worse anguish than when my 
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darlinp: lintl died. M^^master found it out, — ho found everything 
out ; tho boy was in uis power. lie could havo sent tlin younj^ 
lifi) to a felon’s doom: ho w.is nieiTiful, and ho spaied liini. For 
it let mo over hold his luimo in blossiuj,'.” 

l!o bout his head with a "rave, ruvoroidial fo-fun', iind was 
MliMit many momonts, his lips inubdy moYiii;^% as in prn}<'r 

for tho bonofaetoT of his only son. 

“ Ilo spared tho vnith always: lot it bo over romomborod bv 
mo,” ho rosumod, while Ins voico was brok(*n and \ery faint. “ d'o 
]»inohn‘'’o his rodomption, to r^'pay his rausom. i pn-' inv Ixnly and 
mv mind, by niijht and by day, to travail. T did inKinily to bin 
my son’s poaco : that Was my sin. ^^v master was lomenl, and 
'.parnl him from arousatlon: that W’as liis ( lomorry. Jlv one ind 
}iv Iho other tho child was saved. 11(3 was so f^entio, so lovin", '-<) 
bii'^dit, so full of piu'lic thoughts and nobl(3 lon^ine:: it T.md h:ne 
bt’»'n a mortal hmv that ev(W drovo him to that sin;;lo enme ! ( h- 

rather, I havo thoii^dit later, it was i.a<' IhoiiLrhth'^s iaijb (*!’ a child 
wlio did not know flm error that ho did. AVell, my inastm* had been 
]-ili(ul to tho thin" 1 loved. L owed him mylite— mori' tlianmv hie 
-for that. A few yeais, and tho te*f eafiio to nn*. 1 liri\o sail] in • 
violate seevocy was kopt on his a'^^oeiation w'lth tho Inniness that I 
enriduetod. No livin" ove.ituro f^uessod it. His own friends by I’ne 
M;()ro wwo nmoii" onr clients, anion" our ^ ifdims ; but la'iie of them 
4'ver dreamt that /ic Lad anythin" tinlew dli lh(Misniy on w liicli lie v 
heaped their curses. One meht Im had viM*('d the ollii o llnm' 
ho rarely did), and had takon aw'.. with liiin the tifleoh r^ls aiat 
I'lTnily jMLpers of ono whoso extiein d v of m ed had lorecd him to 
’o(l"i3 them wnth me as Bi'Curiiy for ..n imim-di.ile loan. That, \erv 
in"lit tlndr ownor camo down in hot La->t(‘ ; lie Imd obtaim <1 ’non*-v 
by a sudden and marvellous stroke of fortune, ami was breathh ' ^ 
to recover his pawned papers and ]>ay hack the loan. The d« eiU 
wore not there I To say trhfv^ they were would ha\e been to Isdi.iv 
my master. 1 could not jiroduco them; I ciaild not explain tliei. 
a])S(mce. Tho p;entleman w’as vi*ry Ih ry and furious ; he would 
not w'ait; ho demanded hi.s papers back. Hive llnm T emjld net, 
iiiul I had neither time nor means to eommunicat<i w'dlimy miiMti i . 
The {rentleman, hot-blooded and yountr, f;ave me info iimet hu- 
their dc 3 lention and disappearance. Tlio tiial on med. Since mv 
aiTi'st I had watched and waited for .some word, >-01110 Ni"n, fKmi 
lay master which should tell ino wliat ] should do. I w^aileil i:-, 
vain : none came. I w'a.s placed in tho dock, and liied tbr the tlu l'r 
of tho deeds. M3’' coun.sol wcio biH*-r low'ards me, becan-ie f w'ouM 
not bo ‘frank’ w'ith them and e.xplain ; I could ordv bo slleni 
unlc^ my master gave 1110 freedom to speak. Jh- know ho r.mhl 
Inist mo. Besides, had ho not the lad’s fame and life in hi.s jK)wei r 
Ho was there, — in court, — listeniii". 1 looked at him; ]jolook(d 
•’’t mo. I road ‘ sihaico’ hidden on liis fare, as the soldier saw' it on 
^"ajKileonV It wa.s cnouf. 4 i. I was .‘•ih iit, Jt was his due. and 
right of obedience. He had sjiared m3' pon in Ids error , I Ii.ad 
•‘‘Worn to keep his secret till death. Tho trial took its course ; they 
f'-uiij me guilty. I wa.s sent^ncfid to ten years’ penal sorvitudo. 
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It was a grave offence. The deeds were gone : they were never 
found : I suppose my master destroyed them. It was a fearful loss 
for their owner, and they could not choose but judge that I had 
hold them hack or burnt them, for theft or for the sake of extor- 
tion. I suffered the punishment; but I never broke my silence.’* 
There was a sublime simplicity, an inexpressible grandeur, on 
the old man, as he spoke, bowing his head as though borne down 
by the weight of that enforced burden of silence, stretching out hifi 
trembling hands as though in supplication to God to witness how 
ho liad kept his oath. 

Chandos, where he stood in the gloom of tho poverty-stricken 
chamber, uncovered his head with a reverent action, before the 
sightless gaze of the blind man. 

“Lot tho evil of your lifo bo what it may, in that martyrdom 
you washed it out with a nobility men seldom reach.** 

His words wore low and heartfelt : the luiconscious dignity of 
tho self-devotion and of the fidelity to a promised word was too 
lofty to his thought to bo insulted with any offering of mere pity. 

A warmth of surprise and of pleasure passed over tho witlujrod 
olive face of tho Israelite, — though it faded almost instantly. 

“ It was duty,’* ho said, simply, — “ tho duty of a debtor.’^ 

“ Eathor it was tho sacrifico of a martyr. But he, this brutal 
taskmaster, who could condemn you to such a doom, who could 
stand by and see you suffer for his sake, — what of him h *’ 

“ I say nothing of him : ho is sacred to mo !” 

“ Sacred ! though ho cursed you thus V' 

“ Sacred, because ho t* pared my son.’* 

Chaudos bent his head. 

“ 1 uiidorstand you ; I honour you. But it was a temblo orclcul. 
Few constnio duty so. And youi- son, — what of him ?*’ 

“ I am as ono dead to him.” 

^ Ignatius Mathias said tho words very softly, whilst over th ’ 
bronzed, orn rigidity of his patient face came the softer loo\ 
which it only wore at tho thought of Agostino. 

“ Dead to him P Is ho, then, so ungrateful ?'* 

Tho Hebrew shook his head with a quick negative gesture of his 
hands. 

“ He is never ungrateful; he felt only too vividly, and ho loved 
mo well. But I had sent him out of tho country before this 
happened — sent him, my master pcimitting, to people cf mine 
in M(ixico. It was bitter for mo to sever from him. But the 
lad’s spirit was broken ; I knew nothing but change of scene could 
ever restore him. Journals did not reach him there in tho wf stern 
countiy'. I learned Uiai bo was recovering health and courage, 
WHis prosecuting a career for which ho had from childhood shown 
genius. I learned that ho knew notldng of my arrest and of my 
trial : I thanked God; for I knew how it would have grieved him. 
Ho might have done something very rash, hod ho heard that I 
Bufforod or was accused. As it was, I bade them tell him I wa* 
dead. It would cause him pain, groat pain, — for ho loved me, 
strange as it may seem that he should, — but less pain than the 
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0liame that must bavo fallen on liim with the other knowledge. 
It was weak in mo, perhaps, but I coaid not boar that my only son 
should tliJLk, with the world, that 1 could bo guilty of that crime. 
Ai.d if ho Lad liot thought it, it would have been worae ; ho w'ould 
have been galled tr; mouo act of dosporution. lie hoard, iia 1 
of my death ; ho suliorod, but loss than be would bavo suiloml 
knowing the tmth, knowing the puuishinoiit I undorweul. Yot 
the doailliest thing in my chostisemont was that I could novor look 
on his face, novor listen to his voice, never lot him hear that I 
lived ! *» 

The old man’s voice faltered slightly ; oven his ^:t^ongth, that 
had boon liko wrought iion to oudiiro, and that had hold his soul 
ill patience for so long, could not look bacK. at that limo of torture 
and keep its force unbrokon. 

“At tho end of ton years I was liborahfd. They had not hoou 
cruel to mo as a convict. Thny pitied luy ago, 1 lliiiik, though at 
first they had littlo mercy bociiusi- ^ho> hold mo a Jow thief. I 
was lice — a beggar, of course; and at eighty-four years on(» cannot 
liegin the woikl again. J-Jcsido.s, I wua us 0110 bramh d : go where 
1 w'ould, tho police followed mo, and warned others ot me : J was a 
lopor and a pariah in tho midst of mon. f did not starve, lor iny 
people aro good to tho holploss ; but all thought mo guilty, and no 
creaturo traded mo. 1 heard ot luy darling, of my e-m: ho was 
piospci'ous. llo was achieving fame, uml micctjss in ilio Ido he had 
eho.seu ; ho was, 1 hoped, hapjiy. I could not bo bo biulul, .m> 
Bolli&h, as to Book him out and fi.r;, ' Jhdinld, your i.dlier liver*!* 
when ho must bavo found in hia luther a convicted felon just sot 
free from his public jiaiU'hniriit. 1 could not bliglir Jiis youth 
and his peace by nfdng up, as it W'eic, from tho giuvo, and forcing 
in on bim my ago, m3 poverty, my disgiaco, as liio world hold it. 
IIo had mourned for me, and ceased to mourn long bolbre : I could 
not open his wounds afresh; I could not humiliate him vrith a 
criminara claim on him. Not that J wronged him over, not that I 
ever doubted him ; lot mo have beeu what 1 should, I know hia 
heart would be tender to mo, and his roof bo olforiid mo in shf Uor. 
But became I know, I could not bring that wrr^tcbodiu'&s on him ; 
1 could not injure him in tho worhrs sight by standing by him 
a liberated felon; I could not to/turo Lini !)>' abowing biro my 
wrists, on which tho chains of thp convict gang had weighed, 
by bidding him look back with me upon my }U'i son-' coll, iny 
prison-shame, I left him to heliovo ino dead, t never looked 
'ipon his face exiiopt by stealth. 1 never listened t(^ his voice 
except standing hidden in some dark archway to hcair him speak 
as h (5 passed by me in the streets. I have watched for hours under 
the shelter of greon leaves to catch one glaiico of him as ho caino 
forth. I have waited for a whole iii^t through, in storm or 
Bnow, to see him loavo somo house of pleasure or some labour 
of his art. It was my only thought, my only joy. I thanked 
Ood that I still lived in tho days when I had looked a moment on 
his beauty. And now that too is gone. 1 am blind, and 1 have 
nothing left except to listen for the echo of his step T* 
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Silence followed hie closing words ; his houd sank, his haiula 
wore pressed together like ono who is tortured beyond his strongth. 
AH answer, all consolation, seemed mockery beside the supreme 
renunciation and desolation of this living sacrifico of an immea- 
surable love, that gavo itself to martyrdom without a thought of 
its own devotion, without a memory of the vastness of its own 
unasked and unrewarded sacrifice. 

Veneration, strong as his pity, moved the blind man’s auditor 
as he heard; the heroism of the abnegation was noble in his 
sight, with a nobility that no words could dare taint or outrair.* 
with either compassion or homage, — a nobility that raised tbe 
Hebrew outcast to a loftier height than the groat of tho earth often 
roach, than tho sunlight of a fair fate over gives. 

“ Your Psalmist said that ho had never behold the right(3oiH 
forsaken, nor tho seed of tho virtuous begging their bread,” lio said, 
slowly, at length. “ITow is it that yon^ then, are poor? You 
should bo in tho smile of your God.” 

Tlio Israolito sighed wearily. 

“ It has over seomod to mo that David spoke in a bitter irony. 
Yonder in Syiia, as hero among us, sin throve, doubt h'ss.'jiiul 
loyal faith passed UTinoliced, uin'ocomponscd by a crust. Yet I do 
not say this for myself. I merited all I sufforiHl. I was merci- 
less ; 1 lived to want luevcy. It was very just.” 

There was tlio iiioxorablo meting out of tho ^tosalo code to 
his own jiast, and to Ids ovn errors, in tho still, calm, iron 
resignation. 

“Moreover,” he added, with a certain light and liopo tluit 
kindled tho faded fire of his sightless eyes, “ if wo follow duly 
because it brings us gold and pcaro and man’s apjilauso, where is 
there eflbrt in th 1 choice of it ? It is only when it is hard that 
there can bo any loyalty in its accoptaiico. Not that I shouM 
speak of this, I loved evil and avarice and cruelty too long, and 
followed them too fondly.” 

“At tho least, your atonement might outweigh the crime ci’ 
a Cain!” 

TIwb Hebrew sighed wearily again. 

“ Can evil oyer bo outweighed ? I doubt it. AVo may strive (<> 
atone, but wo can never efface. Tho past work spreads, and 
spreads, and spreads, like a^iver broken from its banks; and 
all tbo cofroT-dums wo raiso in our atonement cannot stay tho 
rushing of tho waters wo havo onco lot loose. Ah ! if when evil 
is begun wo knew whore it wonld stretch, men’s hands would bo 
kept pure from tho very dread of their own awf'ul omuipotonco for 
rum r’ , • . 

The woi-ds died faintly away. Eemorso had too wide a part in 
this man’s memories for any thought that ho redeemed hm past 
crimes by his present sacrifico to have power to enter into him in 
any form of consolation. « 

He rocovorod himself with an effort, raising his blind eyes os 
though ho could still read tho hico of tho one who listened to nim. * 

** Sir, you have heard me with a gentle patience. I thank you. 
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1 never spoke of those things until I s])oko them now to yoiu 
Your voice is sweet and comjms.sionato ; it sentis to mo ns though 
I had onoo heard it before now. *\Vill you toll mo ytjur name 
ainon^ men ? 

“ ^Villin^5ly ; thou'>h I have no ineinory that we have over mot 
iKjforo. ;My namo is C’liamlos.** 

A change, as inlenso as though some sudden pang of disease hud 
‘prized him, convulsed the Israolito's wliolo tVaine ; his thin witlnevd 
lips closed tight, as though to hold in words that rushed to them ; 
his hands clenched togolhoi*. A resuhion pussod o\ei* him, us it’ 
tliM whole dark, ])oisouous, pent tide of Ins pa^t yyavs s\y<'pf in, 
killing with their r<-tnrn all tho higher and better’ thoughts that 
but now had ruled him. 

“ Do you know mo 'f*' asked rimudos, in sur]iri'i\ 

Tlio ^)J)inllHh Jew answ'ored with an eHurt, and his voice >vas 
Iini-sh and jarring ; — 

“ I know your namo, sir , all tho world does.” 

Dhandos looked at him with awakened (aii iosity : tho agitafioii 
this old man slanyi'd at In^ recogjiiiiou w.is wareidy eoin- 
]>;vliblo with tho more scant knowhslgo (»f liis jniblie re|iutalinn. 
Mill, no remombraneo of tho solit.irv morning in tli » por})liyrv 
chamber, when ho had beinv tho Castilian, came to him. Jn that 
terriblo hoiii ho bad only been conscious of a st .i of unlamiliar 
fiu'es, — IhirMy fttce^’ eager for his w'ealtli, strange faces having 
llieiii'-elves in to seo tho ruin of liis race, and hununy, insoh-nt 
iiicoH g.itlKU'ed there to bo tho witne!><s of le’s iilulicalioTi ami 
Ids fall. IJo roiumabered tl'om 'hslinelly no innro Ilian M'ipio 
could liavo romembeivd the features of each unit of tho libellous 
crowd that thronged about him to attaint his honour and discrtnvMi 
his dignity, until beneath tho shadow of tlio Temple of Jupit<‘r ho 
rebuked them with one ryord, — “ /jam.i.” 

If you knorv my name, then,” lie said, after a slight pause, 
“ I hope you will let it be a guarantee to you that i will do n;/ 
utmost to servo you, if you wdli but show mo tho Avay. You 
interest mo powerfully, and I honour you I'rom my hoai t. Can 1 
not hid p you y ” 

The old mail turned away, and leaned oyer tho lani]), so shading 
it that tho light burned low : ho had loarnrd tho marvollous self- 
guidance of tho blind in thoso matters, and know by its warinlh 
that tlio lliimo was high and foil upon his face. 

“No one can help mo, sir. TJiat 1 may bo forgotten is all I 
ask.” 

“Do you mistrust my willingness, then? I hope not,” said 
Cliantlos, gently* He notecl tho harsh, abrupt chango in tho Jew's 
manner; Init fie thought it might be but tho wx'aririoss and way- 
wardness of old ago and long and bitter endurance. 

“ I mistrust you in nothing,” said tho Hebrew, ■while his voice 
was very low. “ But I ne«d no aid: my people will not let mo 
want. I thank you for your goodness ; and I bid you romoinbcr 
liio no more.” 

There was a mingled austerity and appeal in tho tone that gave 
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it a singular vibration of feeling ; in it there ms something like 
the thrill of shame. 

Ohandos lingered a moment still ; he was loath to leave the old 
and sightless suderer to his solitude, yet he saw that his presence 
was unwelcome now, however gratitude forbade the Israelite to 
say it. 

“But your people fon^ke you,” he persisteil, gently; “you 
have but a dog for your Mend. 1 have known what such solitudo 
is ; I would gladly aid you in yours. Will you not trust mo with 
your name, at the least ? — or your son’s name ? ” 

The Hebrew turned resolutely away, though his voice trembled 
as he replied, — 

‘ * My son’s will never pass my lips. Mine was buried for ever in 
my felon’s cell. I have told you— I am dead 1 Leave me, air ; 
and believe me an ingrate, if you will. 1 have been many things 
that are worse.” 

Ohandos looked at him regretfully, wondoringly ; ho was loath 
to quit the chamber in which so strange and so" namelebs a tale 
had been unfolded to him. ^ 

“ There is nothing worse ; but I shall credit no evil of you,” ho 
answered ; “ and when you need friendship or assistance, think of 
my name, and send to mo.” 

There was no reply : the face of the blind man was turned from 
him. Ho waited a moment longer, then wont out, and closed the 
narrow door of the room, leaving the Hebrew to his loneliness. 

He would willingly have done more here, but he know not how. 

The little dog, sole companion of the Castilian’s solitude, nest- 
ling to him, as the door closed, with caressing fondness, felt great 
tears fall slowly f.ne by one upon its pretty head, and lifted itself 
eagerly to fondlo closer in tho old man’s bosom. But Ignatius 
Mathias paid it no heed ; he had no answering word for it : his 
hands woro wrung together in an agony. 

' “ Oh, I ” ho murmured, “ and I lent my aid to rob, to ruin, 
to destroy him 1 Oh, God I why could I not die bofiW ho heapd 
tho fire on my guilty head, with his gentle words, with hifi pitying 
mercy ? ” 


CIIAPTEE Vn. 

PALE COMME UN BEAU SOIR D’AUTOMNB.” 

As Ohandos descended tho staircase, ho paused to ask a woman, 
who seemed mistress of tho house, the Heorow’s name. Shergove 
him the alias by which tho old man was known there. It told 
him nothing : tho real name would scarcely have told more. The 
whole time of his adversity was almost a blank in his memory, 
blotted out at tho moment m his suffering by that suffering’s sheer 
intensity, and effaced yet more utterly, bter on, by the gambler’s 
orgies into which for a year he had sunk without an eflbit at re- 
demption. It seemed to him sometimeB now that the doudless 
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life he had led ere then must have been the goldon and lotos* 
steeped dream of imme summer niabt : of the darkness which had 
‘^followed on its ending he had barely more recollection than a man 
has of the phantasma of fever, ^twoon the night when he had 
first learned his irreparable losses, and tiiat on wmch ho had been 
struck down by his foe in the coiu^ of the Temple, all was a blank 
to him, from which a few broken points of terrible remembrance 
alone stood out,—- the sole measure- marks in that wide waste of 
desolation. 

The stairs were narrow and crooked, ill lit by a dusky oil-lamp 
fliokoiing low in its socket. Bomothing in the house hod soeined 
familiar to him, and as he passed downward he knew it again. It 
was the place in whmh he had laid dying and unconscious, with 
tho winter stara looking down through the broken garret- roof, and 
tho dog’s fidelity alone watching beside him. llo Juddered as he 
rocallM it : for the moment the thought stole on him, would it not 
have been better that his life should have ended there P The rich- 
ness and the frailty of his iioture alike had needed light and colour, 
andithe s^'ootness of delight, and tho vivid hues of beauty und of 
nlooBure. Now that, like Adam, he had long toiled alonn in the 
bleak and barren earth of his exile, like Adam ho might havo 
gathered the bitter wisdom of far-reaching knowledge ; but also, 
like Adam, the gates of Paradise had closed on him for over. Ho 
was a wanderer, and without joy , there were times, os ho had 
said that night, when ho wished to God that it had boon given him 
to die in his youth. 

As ho passed now down tho stairs, the black, sweeping folds of a 
woman’s dress touched him : ho paused to give her space. In tlio 
gleam of tho lamp-light a face, still beautifiu, though hag^d and 
oarkened, was turned on him : it was tho face of Beatrix Lennox. 

8he started, and a gentler, better look shadowed and softuued 
her features. 

•‘Tou/” 

She knew him, — ^know him as soon as her eyes lighted bn him in 
that dusky yellow gloom,'- this woman who, in the midst of a 
T^kless, sensuous, unscrupulous, world-defiant life, had borne 
him a tenderness as silent as death, pure as light. His face was 
graven on her heart, — that face which she had first known in all 
the splendour and the radiance of its earliest manhoo<l, — which 
she had recognised once in the blackness of the stormy, snow- 
veiled winter night, — which she knew now in the dignity and tho 
sadness of its lator years. 

^ He paused a moment, surprised and uncertain. All that past 
time* was so dim to him, aU remembrance of her had been so 
merged in the misery he had endured on the night of their last 
parting, when he had learned that the one ho then lov^ had for- 
saken h^, and had been so swept away in the blank of starvation 
and of bo^y illness which had succeeded it, that ho had little 

memory of all be bad owed her in that wintry midnight when she 
had feund hiTn ninlring into tho sleep of death. It was confused, 
and it made indistinct even his knowledge of her aa she stood be* 
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side him now, after the passage of so many years. Her eyes, once 
so victorious in their empire, so unsparing in their sorcery, dwelt 
on him with an extreme desolation. 

“Ah! you have forgotten me? Well you may; even Death 
forgets mo, I think.’* 

llor voice, so liquid and so silver-sweet, stirred his memnrv 
AS the featui’es in their change could not do. He took her hamU 
in his. 

“Forgotten? Never. Do not so wrong my gratitude. Some 
part of my lifo seems a blank to mo ; but that life lived in me at 
all ■^ras owing to you. And now that wo meet, how can I thunk 
you ? There are no words for such a soiTico.” 

She smiled, though her eyes still dwelt on liim with that desolate 
and longing look. 

“Is it so groat a service to save lifo? Mercy were rather the 
other way. ifet perhaps not for you ; you have made a noble u.^o 
of adversity. Eut it was little enough 1 did. I would have served 
you, God knows ; but the power was never mine.” 

Ho looked at her with a pang at his heart. All the companions 
of that joyous royalty, in which Fortune had seemed but the sUue 
to obey his wish and to crown his desire, wore dead or lost, ft)i - 
gotton or unknown to him, now ,* and her voice struck chords 
long unsounded and bettor loft iu poaeo, — awoko memories of a 
world abandoned for over, of a youtli foi* ever gone. Those loin: 
nights of ploasuro, those daz^jing eyes of women, those diim' ^s 
of lauglitor without a care, thor’o llowor-smothorcd Clcopatrau 
rovols, thoho hours ()f cureless joyanco that had not a thought oi 
the morrow, — how far away they soenied ! Ho stood looking down, 
on her iu the sombre shadow of the wretched staircase, his thought'* 
rather in the pa»^ t than with her. Ho did not know that she loved 
him,*— ho had never known it, — loved him so that she, the recklos.« 
and lawless Jioliomiau, would for his sake, had it been possibl®, 
havo led the noblest lifo that ever woman led on earth, — loved him 
so that, through that purer lovo hating herself, she would no morj’, 
in the days of her beauty, have wooetl him to her than she would 
havo slain him, no more havo offered him her tenderness than she 
would have oliered him hemlock, — loved him too well ever w 
summou him amidst her lovers. 

“ How is it that wo havo never met ? ” he asked her, — “ never 
mot until in such a place as this and at such an hour ? ” 

JSho smiled. She had looked on his face many and many a time, 
unseen herself; she had suffered for him in his bitterness, she had 

g loried in his endurance, though she had never gone nigh him^, but 
ad rather withdrawn herself from every chance of recognition. 

“ You havo never scon mo ? I have been long dead, you know. 
“Women die when their beauty dies. Come within: I have one 
word to say to you.” 

She turned into a chamber somewhat lower on the staircase, 
poor, dark, cliilly, in the fcoblo light of flickering candles. 

“ You live hero ? ” 

When he had known this woman, she had commanded what she 
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would from poors and princes, who had been only too proud to bo 
allowed the honour of ruin for Iht sake. 

fc)ho flung off her tho lu^avy folds of her cloak ; and, as tlio richer 
hues of the dross beneath wore dimly caught in tho faint light, 
tliero was something htill of tho old regidity wliieh had made 
l>r{i1i*ix lionnox tho fairest name and the liauglitit‘',t queen in tho 
wholo of tho dauntless aiiiiy of tlio h'roo Companions. 

“ Ko; I am not quite so bad as that yot. 1 came hero (o-night 
to SCO one who is dying fast, with not a living soul to leial him.*’ 

“Ah! you belied tho charily of your heart, then!-' at least vou 
know tho mercy of liumaii pity btill, a'< you knew it niico for me.” 

“Hush! Charity? Muu‘ t You do ’V)t know w'nal you say. 
Is repenting of a millionth part of a torrent of evil —einirit y ? Tho 
1 uiJi who dies Ihero was /ay %'ic1im. Y« ai‘s ago 1 ilri'W liiiu on till 
1.0 loolod away ovorythiug he owned l»jr my s.il:e. i eared no 
ruoro for him tliau for tho sands of tlio sea; hut it amus^'d mo to 
watch how far his folly would g(». llo loved his wife ; 1 made him 
hatn her. llo had anilulion ; T iniulo him seolf at it. He had 
lichos ; I made him squander Hhoii for an lioui's eapi iro id miiu*. 
llo had honours; I made him trail them in tho mud, like Ihileigh’s 
cloak, that 1 might set my foot 011 thmn. 'Well, llu-n 1 Hung him 
away like a faded flower, like a IxM-yl out of fa ‘-In on ; nnd 1 find 
him, years utter, dying in want and >liamo. Call nmio charily? 
Call mo a niurder(\*-s, lalher ! ” 

There were no tears in h r eyes ; bid tlioro were more intiaiso 
misery aud remorse in tho calm wN»nl,s Ilian e\or tears yet utti'rcjd. 

Ho looked on her with inlinito eompa.ssion. 

“ I call you notliirig hai-ii : you wmo at lea^t my simour.” 

Her beautiful, dark, wild eyes ga/ed at Inin with gratiHuh', in 
which no acceptaiico of the forgheiioss of lieisolf mingli-d. 

“ Ah, ChaiKios, I am heart-sick of tho world’s babbhi about 7/e/,r 
sex’s tempting. It is ?/’« wdio temjit you ; it is vr who blindfold 
vou , — wp who are never satisfied till wo have won your lives to 
bi'oak them , — we who curso you in sin and in jde.isiire, in liceusn 
and in inamago, — wo wdio, it \v<j see you at peaces think mir vaiiily 
is at stako till wo drive peace aw'ay I Tho momin S rant of us ns 
martyrs ! They little know tJiat our morki-ry of love destroys a 
thousand-fold more livc.s than it has over blo'sed.” 

iSho spoke with nassionato bitleniess. He answen-d nolhing; 
h" felt tho truth of nor words too well ; and yet with tho thoughts 
of love there stole on him one fre>h, one soft memory,— that of tJie 
child Castalia. 

B(^trix X/ennox roused herself with tho smile wdiich even in ita 
fidness had something of tho sorcery that nature had given her, 
uud that death alone could take a'way. 

“Forgive mol It was not to speak of these things that I 
brought you hero. It was but to a.sk you, have you found yot 
who IS your W'orst foe ? ” • 

. “ Yes ; I was my own.” 

“Well, you were, — because you loved others better than you 
loved yourself. But that is not'my moaning. I/ong ago, did you 
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ever receive an anonymous letter that warned you against John 
Trevenna?” 

His face darkened at the name. He paused, silent for a inomeut. 
She gave him no time to reply. 

“ if you did, I wrote it.” 

“ You ? ” . 

‘VI ! I dared not warn you more openly; I was in his power, 
as he had BO many in his power. 1 knew that ho hated you 
terribly, bitterly. There was something between you he never 
pardoned. Why was it ? What wrong had you ever done him ? 

“*Nono ; I only served him.” 

“Ah I then it was that he could not forgive I I knew it as 
women know many things men never dream ihat they even divine. 
I know it by a thousand slight signs, a thousand half-botrayals, 
which escaped his caution and your notice, but which told Lis 
secret to me. As for its root, I knew nothing. It was jealousy ; 
blit whether simply of your social superiorities, or whetiior com- 
plicated by moro personal antagonism, I cannot tell. I used to 
fancy that somo woman might be the cause of tlio envy. Where 
taros grow to choko the wheat, it is always our hands that sow 
them r 

“ A woman F ” lie thought of the words that, long years before, 
had been spoken by tho old man whom his adversity had slain. 
“There was no lovo-feud betwoemis; and I doubt if love over 
touched him : ho was not one to harbour it.” 

“ An egotist can always lovo well enough to deny what he loves 
to another. Ho the cause what it will, ho hatod you, — hates still, 
I have no doubt, though the world has found out an idol and a 
celebrity in him. Ah, Heaven 1 what a travesty of all justice ifi 
that man’s succeiss ! ” 

“ It is tho duo of his intellect.” 

It was not in him to disparage tho merits or tho attainments of 
his foe. Pbo looked at him with a wonder in which mingled some- 
thing of impatience, more of veneration. 

“ You speak well of your worst traitor ! ” 

“ I but give him the duo of his abilities ; you would not, surely, 
have me do less ? ” 

“ But you know ho is your vilest enemy.” 

•' Yes ; he has declared himself so.” 

“ And still you give him generous words F ” 

“ Words r What are words F If it ever camo to deeds, I might 
prove little better than he in brute vengeance.” 

The animal lust, the evil leaven, which lie in tho loftiest and 
purest forms of human nature, ready to rouse and steep themselv^ 
in Coin’s revenge, wore on him as ne spoke. Ho knew how this 
man’s outrage had power to move him ; he know how, if vengeance 
ever came into his hand, he would have pa^on in its using, oesido 
which all the tolerance and self-knowleq^ gathered firom sofEbring 
would break like reeds, would crumble os awes. 

She watched him still with that same blent wonder and reverence 
in her aching eyes. 
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«* Chandos, for loss than thia lsoariot*8 crimo men liave cursed 
their foes living and dying; and you— you still nro just to him 1** 

** Because the man is vile, woi^d you have me sink so low 
mysdtf as to deny him his meed of inteUoot, and decry Ids success, 
like a mortified woman who depreciates her rival P £lo is ikmous, 
and his intellect deserves his fame. But think me none the better 
that I say so. There are times when I could find it in mo, If a 
reckoning came between us, to wring life out of him os I might 
wring it out of any snake that poisoned mo.” 

There was the vibration of intense passion in the words, though 
they were low-spoken. As the evil influence of Trevenim had 
betrayed his youth and drawn his mauhoc 1 to its ruin, so it enier^ 
him now and tilled him with the viiUB of brute longing, and shook 
to thoir roots tho proud patience and the pain-tauglit 8olf>discii)Uno 
which ho had learned in tho years of liis oxilo. Thoro wore times 
when, remembering the friendship and tho gifts he had lavh^ed on 
tills man, and remomboriiig the taunts, tho mockery, the hatred, 
tho injury with which ho liad in turn been romiit^ul, no could havo 
gono back to tho old barbaric weapons, and dealt with tho traitor 
hand to hand, blow for blow. 

Tho venom of envy could never enter him ; but Ho would have 
been more than human if, through those many years of loss, and 
weariness, and divorce from all he had once loved and owned, the 
triumphant passage of tho man who would but for his aid have 
been obscured in a debtor's prison, tho plautbts that tho wiuld 
bestowed on tho mtiu whom ho know base as any assassin who 
slow what had saved and succoured him, had not possessed an 
exc(3eding bitterness for liira, — had not sicktmod him ofteiitimoH of 
all hope or belief in justice, earthly or divine. Once Trevoiuia 
had hoped to wreck his genius as well ns liis peace, bis intellect as 
well as his fortune, his soul os well as his beauty and his heritage. 
Once Trevonna hod loved to think that his well-planned murder 
would kill in its victim oil higher instincts, all likeness of honour, 
and all purity of conscience : it was possible that, oven at tho end, 
his wish might find fruition,— that, under tho weight of accumu- 
lated wrongs, long-chained passions and long-stained endurance 
might grive way and find their fall in dealing retribution, which, 
in its chastisement, would still be tho forbidden justice of 
4»ome involuntary and avenging crime. Some thought of thia 
passed over the mind of the world-worn and reckless Bohemian 
v^ho gazed at him. She stooped forward eagerly, and, in tho 
yellow shadows, tho softened emotion that was upon it lent tho 
fainmss of other years to her face. 

Chaudos, whatever he bo, he is beneath you. An evil impulse 
wrung from you is more than all his baseness is worth. He has 
robbed you, I believe, of much : but his worst robbery win be if 
ever he wrench from you your better, your nobler natiue.” 

An imj^tient sigh escaped him. 

That is to spe^ idly. 1 om no better than other men ; and 1 
sm no demi-god, to rise above all natural passions and see evil 
triumph unmov^/ It were a poor, paltry vanity to point at his 
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Bucccsses anoi tell men they were unjust because the winner of 
them was my foe. Ho is famous ; let them make him bo. But not 
the less, if eyer the power of chastisement come into my haiidd, 
shall I hold the widest as his duo. Bobbed me, you say ? Yea, I 
bolievo now that half my ruin was robboiy, or little bettor ; but 
the theft was wisely to windward of the law. H‘ Jie thieved from 
m#, there was no proof of it.” 

She shook her head. 

‘‘ He was too keen, too prudent, too wise. Devour your sub- 
stance I know that he did ; but he would have over been mindful 
of Bible precedent, and would only have taken your inhoritauce 
by persuading you to disinherit yourself for some pottago of 
pleasure or of indolence. Men who break laws are, at tlieir best, 
but half knave, half fool : ho is too able to be numbered among 
them.” 

“Doubtless! the world’s greatest ' criminals are those who 
never stand in a dock,” he answered her, as his mind went buck 
to the story of tho blind Hebrew. “There is a man boro, a Jew, 
whoso history tells that: he rejects all assistance, almost ail 
sympathy; but ho merits both. Will you see him, if it, bo 
possible ? 

“Surely, — for you. A blind Jow? I have noticed him as I 
passed; but I am no fit missionaiy of consohitioii to any living 
thing ! /, Beatrix Lennox ! ” 

“ Well, you,” ho said, gently, — “ you are here on an errand of 
mercy to-night.” 

Bhe flashed on him a glance almost fierce, had it not been fo 
melancholy. 

** (hand* chos.! I am hero because one whom I murdered lien 
dying, without a creature to tend his death-bod. A noblo mission, 
truly ! Ah, Chaiidos, I am not one of those misorablo craveii" 
.who, having given all the ilower of their years to the working i'f 
evil, buj cheap virtue back by insulting a Ood they disbeliov-d 
in over their revels, with tho offer of the few tamo, barren, uu- 
tompted years they liayo loft them ! That is a wretched trayesty, 
a terrible blasphemy : do not think I stoop to it. And yot youy 
you who know lium.'in nature so well, and are so gentlo to it, 
though it basely abandoned you — you, .who havo the heart of a 
poet and the tolerance of a philosopher— will boliove mo when I 
toll you that there are times w’hon 1 hate myatdf more utterly than 
any eyer hated mo, justly though they hud cause? You will 
know that there may be so vast an evil in us, and yet that there 
may linger some conscience?” Her words swept on, without 
waiting for answer. “ You never knew my story. None will ever 
know' it, —as it was. I was sold into marriage, almost in child- 
hood, as slave-girls are sold to a harem. Well, if I hated my 
bondage as they hate tlicirs, where was the wonder ? where wai 
the sin ? But that matters nothing. * Those who err can always 
find apology of their error ; I wull be no such coward. Still, it 
woa Ihrougn this that Jolm Trevenna had his hold on mo* My 
husband” — her dnak, imperial face still flushed and tho long 
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bazol oycs Rtill Hashed at the words — ** held his wife’s ( hanns only 
U 8 hia property, to turn to such account as Jio would, lie was 
very poor, very extravagant, llo found that rich nion, faHhioiiablo 
niou, admiring mo, gave horses and carriages, and venison, and 
game, and dinners, and invitations to groat liouses, and anything 
and everything, and would play on in our drawing-rtmm^ at 
whist and billiards till the stakes and the bets rosi* to thoiHaiids 
and tons of thousands. You can guess the re.-^t. i nas his doioy- 
bu'd. What a school of shainolcsMifbs for a girl not twenty I lluw 
I loathed it! how I loathed itl -oiily Iho inoj*) betauso it was 
glossed over with fashion. Well, Trovenna had iinjnen<o sway 
over Colonel Ijeuuox; ho had it over evorv one, when lie eaivd to 
attain it. lie saw my hatred of the part i was drivtai to ]»lay ; ho 
contrived to lighten it. Ho novel* hinted any love; it sev\ed to 
givo mo coididoiico in him ; lie was the only man who never b]M>ko 
id it to mo, never so much as whi.‘<])eriHl a thought (»i’ it. Jlo 
larnod iny gratitude Ly freeing trom my liusbund’s pijrsecu- 
but ho made nio understand that, in return, I must servo 
liini by ac([uainting him with all tho emljarnishiuents, all tho 
wtaknesbes, of tho innuiiu*rahlo men about me. J was glad to 
coin[>ly: tho terms seemed lighf, and, mind you, tln-y wore only 
tacitly ollerod, 1 bought my ficedoin hy btaiig his tool. I did 
iif}t know J did harm then : I have bolievtsl, Hinco, that I did more 
lliaii •when i uIIui^mI them by my co«iuetnes that my hiiMband 
MigJii w’iu Ihoir gold at p<»mI or ot cauls. That was how 1 came 
into Trovonna’fl power; tiiat wa*^ why I daicd not wiil^i more 
oiionly to you of a hatred I had j.ithomod, thf)iigli ho had novor 
utteroil it, Foigive mo, < huiidos, d you can, for so much weak- 
in*ss, sfj much sollisLnoss ! 

Jlo had listened, abs(jibod in tho hi‘>t<jry sho told, in the daik 
and cruel prossuro which hud liceii upon one wluuu tho world had 
held .so heaitlass, hO reckle.ss, .so wayward, so du//-ling . he started 
at tho lust words hko one whoso dream is broken. 

“ i^'orgivo ! I liavo nothing to forgive. 1 had no claim tliat you 
Bhould care for ray frifuuls or my foes. And this was Iho way ho 
gained his power ! My (iod ! is it po^-^iMo 

Ho did not end his wouls ; tho thought swept j>ast him, fevtra- 
\agaut and vague, w’ere tho taskmaster of lieatnx Jaainox and 
tho taskinfistor of tho CastiJiau Jow ono and tho same? t>ho 
looked up; sho saw his faco darken; sho licard his breath catch 
for tho first time, tho possibility that his enoiny was tho tyrant 
whoso hand had lain so heavy on tno Hebrew', tlubhod on him. 

“ What is it ? ’* 

** Your words havo brought a strange fancy to me ; that is all, 
A groundless ono. porhap.s, yet ono 1 must follow." 

fc'he rose; and her deep, sad oyes dwelt on him with a love that 
pHo had never let him road, — she in whoso hands love had beci* 
but a net and a snare. , 

“Follow it, then, and Ood speed you ! It is of your enemy, of 
^y bondmaster P " 

Ho bent his head in silence. Thoughts hod rushed in on him 



Ch<indos» 


338 

Tsith fio sudden and eo passionate a fotoe that to frame them to 
wordswc was impossible ^ they* were baseless and shapeless as a 
dream, but they came with an irresistible might of conyiction. 
Ho waited a pioment, with the mechanical instinct of courtesy. 

Can I not aid you P The dying man whom you spoke of, can 
I do nothing'for him P ” 

She gave a gesture of dissent, almost savage, — if the softness of 
hoi insdienable grace could have ever let her be so. 

“Why always think of others instead of yourself? You had 
never been ruined' but for that sublime folly I No ; you can do 
nothing for him. He will be dead by the dawn. I killed him. 
1 never cared for him ; but I do care that you should not look on 
my work. It has been thoroughly done : no woman ever wrecks 
by halves.” 

Thoro was in the hnlf-ironic, half-scomfol calmness of the words 
a grief deeper than lies in any abandonment of sorrow. He 
stooped over her an instant, touched, and forgetting his own 
thoughts in hers. 

“ i dd not say, Fwl no remorse; for that wore to say, Deny tlio 
truest of your instincts. But you wore cruelly wronged, cruelly 
driven. There is much nobility still, whore so much tendemesa 
lingers. Farewell : we shall meet again P” 

She looked at him with that long, lingering look that had so 
hopoloss a melancholy. 

“ All 1 I do not know. Death will bo hero to-night ; perhaps ho 
will be gentle and generous for onco, and tako mo with him,— at 
least, if his promisoa sloop have no awakening. There is the fear, 
— tho old Hamlot-foar, nover sot at rest cither way ! ” 

Ho left her ; and she loaned awhilo against the bare table, her 
hands clenched m tho still rich masses of hor hair, her lips pressoil 
in a close weary lino, her eyo.s filling slowly with tears. 

“Ah I” she mused, in the aching of her heart, “have niuo- 
tenths of us ovor any real chance to be tho best we might P If > 
had lived for him, if he had evor loved me, or ono like him 
no woman would have boon truer, gentler, pui’or, stronger to sen* 
him, or more utterly under his law and at his feet, than.I I ” 

He left her, and went again upward to tho Hobrew^s chamber 
A strange instinct of vengeance, a sudden impulse of belief, urgec 
him on. Though no hint had been dropped that tho Jew’s tyran 
was tho enemy of his own life, a conviction strong as knowledgi 
had coutrod in him that the man spoken of was John Trevenn^ 
Ho thrust tho door open hurriedly, and entei-od ; tho little lam] 
still burned dully there, but the blind Israelite and tho dog wer 
both gone. Standing alono in tho desolation of the uan‘o\ 
chamber, he could akinost have believed that the talo ho ha 
heard had boon a dream of tho night, and tho antique form <■ 
the old man but ono of its sleep-bom phantoms. There had passe 
but tho space which ho had spent with Beatrix Lennox since 1) 
had been told the redial : yet either answer was purposely denic 
. to his questions, or tho refuge the Jew had sought amidst tr 
people of his nation was too secret to be unearthed, for no searc 
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ftud no inq[iiiry brought a trace of bim ; ho was lost, with tho 
vague outline of hia hi-story left unfiUcd, lost in the wide tdldor- 
ncaa of a largo city’s nameless poverty. 

With its memory upon him, Chiuidos wont out into tho groy, 
Bubditod Ught of tho now-breaking dawn ; tho thoughts which hml 
moved him had stirrod depths which iiino had long sealed. For 
many years ho had striven to put from him tho reraoiubranco alikt) 
of his wrongs and of his losses ; ho had believed Iho first to l>o 
beyond avenging, os tho latter were beyond redemption ; ho hod 
striven to live only tho impersonal life of tho thinkor, of ,tho 
scholar, to leave behind him aliko tho unnerving weight of regret 
and the baneful indulgence of a vain faspicioii. Jlut hero the 
things of those dead days had risen and forced themsolves cm him ; 
to his mind came what uiftil thou had not touched him, — tho belief 
that his foe had dealt him wider troachory than tho moro treachery 
of friendship, — that Troveuna hud done more than leave him 
unwwnod in a doxigorous downwaid course, but hatl robbed him 
and trepanned him undor tho smooth surface of lEair and' honest 
service. The utter oxtravaganco and hoodlossnoss of his joyous 
reign had left him no title to accuse another of causing any sharo 
of the destruction which followed on it ; and tlio organisation of his 
mind was one to which fiuch uu accuHutioii could but very slowly, 
and oiily‘t% sheer coHainty, suggest iti-olf. Yot now, looking biuk- 
ward to innumerabb? memorios, ho Lcliovod that, in tho pale of tho 
law, his traitor hud been as guilty of cnibczzlomontas any within iho 
law’s arraignment; ho beliovod that his aiitagouist hud tempted, 
blinded, robbed, and botrayod him on a net and morciless Kc'licino. 

Pieciilliug the points of tbo bpaiii^h Jew’s relation, flight and 
namole.ss as tho recital had been m much, sonicthiug that was near 
the actual tmth came beforo hi^ thoughts. Ho roinomb^^red how 
heavily tho claims of a money-lender s house luid pressed on him 
for obligations in his own numo, and for those w'horo his name had 
been lent to others. If his foe and tho llobrow’s tyrant were one, 
how vast a network of intrigue and fraud might Ihoro not have 
been wound about him! Ifc was but imagination, it was but 
analogy and possi]t)ility, that suggested themselves vaguely to 
him: yet they fastened there, and an instinct for the “wild 
justice*’ of revenge woko with it, passionate and unsparing. To 
tling his foe down and hold him in a death-gripe, as thojiouua pulls 
down tho boar, was a longing as intonso upon him in its domiuiou 
as it was on David of Israel, when fho treachery of men and tho 
triumph of evil-doers broke asunder his faith and wrung tho fire 
of imprecatiou from his lips. 

As^e looked back on all he had sulTered, all ho had lost, all ho 
had seen die out from him for ever, and all that for ever had for- 
saken him-, he felt tho black blood of tho old murderous instinct 
jatent in all human hearts rise and burn in hi'm : utterly foreign to 
his nature, onco grafted, it took the deadlier hold. 

/*0 God!” ho said, half aloud, in his clenched teeth, as he 
^ssod tho ontranco of tho misoiahhi house, “ shall his crimes itfvtr 
find him out f 
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Those crimes had given his betrayer a long immumty, thoy had 
^ven him a lifetime of success ; thoy had given him riches and 
favour and the fruition of ripe ambitions ; they had given him the 
desire of his heart and the laurels of the world : — would the timo 
e^or come when they should bo quoted against him and strip him 
bare in the sight of the people f The bitterness of unbelif f, the 
weariness of desolation, fell on Chandos as the doubt pursued him, 
llo had cleaved to honour for its own sake, and had loved and 
served men, asking no recompense; and ho remained without 
reward. Pursuiiig fraud, and tyranny, and the visdom of self- 
]ovo, and the tortuous routes of unscrupulous sagacity, Lis enemy 
prospered in the sight of the world, and put his hand to nothin.^ 
that over failed him, Tiiore was a pitiless, cold, mocking siircasui 
in the contrast, whicli left the problem of human existence dark as 
night in its mystery, which shook and loosened the ono sheet- 
anchor of his life, — ^nis loyalty to truth for'truth’s own siike. 

The heart-sickness of Pilate’s doubt was on him ; and ho asked 
in his soul, “ What is truth ?” 

As ho passed out into the narrow-arched doorway, some youiij; 
rovoUors reeled past him, — ^handsome, dissolute, titled youths, who 
had been llingiug themselves in tho air in the mad dances till tio 
dawn, at a ball of tlio people, dressed as Pierrots and ArloquiuH. 
They wore going now to their waiting carriages, talking and 
laughing, whilo tho sound of their voices oclioed througii tho 
stillnoss of tho breaking day in disjointed sentences. 

“ Castalia I Beau norn / Selling lilies with a face like a Titiau ’ 
•7~liow poetic ! ” 

“ Very, But soTnobody, apijarontly, had loft her to tho vorv 
dull proso of wanting hor bread, — *a common colophon to oui 
idyls I ” 

“Wandering with a fev/ flowors; and Villcroy could noitir^ 
Icmpt. her oor trap hori llo must havo been very bC'tn! Ur 
she ” 

“ A Pythoness. Ho is tombly sore on tho subject. Parditu f I 
wish wo had her hero ! Women grow dreadfully ugly,” 

Thoy had passed, almost ore tho sonso of tho words had roaciiC'l 
his oar and pierced tho doptl^s of his thoughts : involuntarily ho 
paused whoro he stood in tho mitranco. 

“Castalia!” 

Ho murmured tho name with a pang : tho indefinite words no 
had hoard suggested so terrible a fate for her ; and his heart went 
out to hor in an infinite teudomess, — that beautiful ciuld, biil- 
liant as any passion-flower, desolate as any stricken fawn ! ” , 
‘‘WhoissheP” * 

Boatiix Leimox, standing unseen, near him, hoard alike th« 
revellers’ words and his echo of the name. 

• * Ho started aiid turned to her, 

“ She whom they spoke of ? I do not know ; at least, I bops w 
Heaven I do not I . 

“ But the ono who is in your thoughts ? ” . ' 

She, who loved him, had caught tho softness of his voice and w 
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ea^or dioatl as ho had repeated the name that had snddonlj floati)d 
to his car in tho depths •of Paris. He paused a moment; then ho 
answered her 

“ You have n woman’s heart; if it can feel pity, know it for her. 
Sho is nameless, motherless, friendless; and 1 could only — as a 
harsh mercy, yot tho best loft to mo— leave her.” 

Ili*r face grew paler ; her lips sot slightly. 

You loved her, Chanclos ? ’ 

An impatient siuh escaped him. 

“ No I at least those follies are dead with my youth. If we had 
mot earlier ” 

*‘Love is not dead in you; it will r dvo,** hIio said, simply. 
“Toll mo of her.” 

“There is nothing lo toll. Her parontago is unknown; slm 
lives holow Vallombrosa, and has but this one nnino.—CaNtalia. 
iSho will have the beauty and the g(‘niin of a (,urinno ; uiul 
sho lies under tho ban of illogilimucy, with no haven oxoi'pt a 
convent.” 

“ I3ut if she bo tho 011 c of whom thoso youths spoko ? The nnino 
is rare.” 

“ Kush ! do not hint it I If harm reach her, I shall f(‘ol myself 
guilty of hor futo,” 

“ VVhat, then ? You only forsook her when you hud wearied of 
Lor?” 

“No; you misi.iko me. Xo man could weary of Hiiit ex^jinsllo 
life ; and it is us soUIons as it is fa r. I meant but this 1 belio\o 
her young heart was iU4h.>, liiougli no lovo-words parsed betwcou 
us; and I have doubted BoiUi.-LiiJio.s if my tardy iiuu’cy woro Jiot a 
cold and brutal cruelty, llocanso passion has no place in iiiy own 
life, I forgot that regret could havo any place in hers.” 

lie spoke gravely, tuid hi‘> memory wandered from bis lisfom r 
away to that summer eye when some touch of the old noft fully 
hud come back on him as his lips had mot Custulia’s,— away to ll»o 
hours when the lustrous eloquence of h(‘r beaming eyes had re- 
flected his thoughts, ahnost ore they had been utteiod, m that pure 
and perfect sympathy without which love is but a toy of tho hodsos, 
a plaything of the passions. . ^ 

ileatrix Lonnox looked at him long in silenro. 

“ She M dear to you ? ” 

“If I let her bo so, it would bo^tho sure signal for her loss to 
mo.” 

Then bonding his head to her in farewell, ho went out into tho 
dawQ alone. 

Beatrix Lennox stood in tho dark and narrow entrance, watching 
him as he pas.sed away in the twilight of the dawn, through which 
the yellow flicker of tho street-lights was burning dully. Her 
black robes fell about her like the laces of the ^panisli women ; her* 
face was very pale, for thclb was no bloom of art on its cheeks to- 
night, and her largo eyes wore suflused with tears over the dark-' 
i^ess of their hazel gleam. There was beauty still in her, — the 
beauty of an autumn evening, that has the faded sadness of dead 
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hopes, and the tempest-olonds of past stoims on its pale snnlesi 
and on the red fire of its fallen leayes. 

“Ho loves her, or ho will love,’* she nnirmured, in her solitude, 
“ I will seek out this child, and see if she. be worthy of him. Ah i 
no woman will be that 1 A great man’s life lies higher thou oar 
love, loftier than our reach.” 


A few hours later, in the writing-cabinet of her Roman villa, a 
famous diplomatist sat, — one who wove her fine nets around all 
the body politic of the Continont, who schemed far away with 
Eastern questions and Western complications, who had her hand 
in Austria, her eyes on Syria, hor whisper in the Vatican, her 
Scoptre in the Tuilories, her allies among the Monsignori, her koyb 
to all tho bureaux secreUt her subtle, vivacious, dolotorious, danger- 
ous power everywhere. 

Sho was a terrible power to her foes, a priceless power to her 
party. Those brilliant falcon eyes would piorco what a phalanx of 
ministers could not overcome; that unrivalled silver wit could 
consummato what conferences and coalitions failed to compasH; 
that magical feminine subtlety could dupo, and mask, and net, and 
seduce, and wind, and unravel, and give a poison-drop of treachery 
in a crystal-clear sweetmeat of frankness and compliment, and join 
with both sides at onco, and glide unharmed away, compromised 
with neither, as no malo state-craft ever yet could do. The only 
mistake she made was that sho thouglit tho growth of tho nations 
was to be pruned by an enamelled paper-knife, and tho peoph ^ 
that were struggling for. liberty as drowning men for air, wero lo 
bo bound help loss by the strings of Foreign Portfolios. But the 
error was not only hors ; male state-craft has made it for ages. 

Now it was of an idle thing she was speaking. One of her 
attendants stood before her, a slight, pale^velvet-voiced Greek, 
long ill her service, and skilled in many tongues and many wayn. 
He was reciting, with his linger on a little note- book, the heads of 
some trifling researches, — very trifling he thought them, he who 
was accustomed to bo a groat lady’s pcmtical mouchard, 

“ Still wandering ; close on Vonotia ; will soon want food ; takes 
no alms ; left VoUombrosa two months ago ; is known only by the 
name of Oastalia ; parentage unknown ; reared by the charity of 
tho Church ; supposed by tho peasants to have IM to a strangox 
who spent the spring there in a villegiatura. That is all, madame." 

She listened, then beat her jewelled fingers a little impatiently. 

“That is not like your training, — bring me an unfinished 
sketch.” 

“ There is nothing to be learned, madame.” 

The amused scorn of his mistress’s eyes flashed lightly over hi©. 

“ If a thing is on the surface, a blind man con feel it. Go ; and 
tell me when you come back both the name of this stranger aud 
the name of hor mother.” 

“ It is impossible, madame,*’ 
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She gave a sign of her hand in dismissaL 

** Tou must make impossibilities possible if you romain with me.” 

The Toice was perfectly genUo, but inflexible, llor sorvaiit 
bowed and withdrew. 

** 1 will know what sho is to him/* murmurod II6I018O do la 
Vivarol. 

The fair politician hod not forgotten her oath. 

Two W 60 K 3 later, tho Greok, who dared not reappear with his 
mission unaccomplished; sent hia mistress, with proiWiid apology 
fur continued fuiluro, a trifle that, by inflnite patience and inucn 
ditficulty, had procured, with penitent confession of its tfloffc, 
fjom a contadina of Fontano Amoroso -a triilo that had been 
taken from the dead, and secreted rather from superstitious belief 
ill its holy power than from its value. It was n little, worn, thin, 
silver reno-case : on it was feebly scratched, by some unskilful 
hand, a namo,-^” Valeria Lulli^” 


CTiAPTEn vnr. 

hecoud one lost soul more.’* 

In his afelior, early in Ihs next day, au artist stood painting. 
Tho garden was vciy tranquil below; and tho light within shono 
on casts, antiques, bronzes, old armour, old enbinets, and haU- 
completed sketches, all an artist's pictuiosquo lumber, lie had a 
fair fame, and, though not rich, C4>uld live in ease. lie did not 
care for the gay Bohemianism of his brothron ; hb had never done 
so. A sensitive, imaginative man,— poet as well as painter, — of 
vivid feeling and secluded habits, ho preferred solitude, and made 
oompauioQS of his own creations. He stood before one now, 
lovingly touching and retouching it, — a man with a rich Spantah 
beau^ that would have been very noble, but for a look of wavering 
indecision and a startled, timorous, appealing ghanco too often in 
bis eyee. 

It was not there now ; he was smiling down on his picture with 
a blissful content in its proiniso. It had tho pure, clear, cool 
colour of tho French school, with tho luxuriance of an overflowing 
fancy less strictly educated, more abundantly loo^ned, than 
theirs ; it was intensely idcalic, far from all realism, withal volup- 
tuous, yet never sensual. Tho type of his nature might bo found 
in ^^0 picture ; it was high, but it had scarcely strength enough 
in it to bo the highest. Still, it was of a rare talent, a rare poetry, 
and he might well look on it contented; ho only turned from it to 
smile more fondly even still in the face of a young girl who loaned 
her hands on his shoulder to look at it with him,— a girl with tho 
glow in her laughing loveliness that was in the worm autumnal 
.sunlight without, the loveliness rich and full of grace of a Spaniard 
of Mexico. 

You are happy, Agostino, with it and with me 
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**Mi querida! you and it give me all of happineBs 1 cvei 
know.” 

As he stood before his picture, in the peace of the early day, Uii) 
door opened, a light quick step trod on the oak floor. 

“Ah, clier Agostino ! how go the world and the pictures? 
You and La Scfiara are a study for one ! ” 

The painter started, with a sudden shiver that ran through all 
bis limbs; a deadly pallor came under the warm olive tint of hfs 
»'heek; he stood silent, like a stricken man. The Spanish girl, 
who had hurriedly moved from his embrace, with a blush over her 
face', did not see his agitation; she was looking shyly and in 
wonder at the stranger who entered so unceremoniously on their 
solitude. 

“ Haven’t seen you for some time, my good Agostino,” pursiiod 
Trovenna, walking straight up towards tlie easel, without taking 
the trouble to remove his hat from over his eyes or his cigar from 
between his lips. “ What are you doing hero F — anything pretty ? 
Queer thing, Art, to bo sure ! Never did understand it, — never 
ishould. Lot mo see : a young lady without any drapery, — unles.s 
some ivy on her hair can be construed into a concession to society on 
that head,— and a general atmosphere about her of moist leaves and 
hazy uncomfortablonoss. Now you’ve ‘ idealised ’ her into some- 
thing, 111 bo bound, and will give her some sonorous Hollouic 
title, oh? That’s always the way. An artist gives his porter’s 
daughter five francs and a kiss to sit to him, dresses her up with 
eoAie two-sous bunches of primroses from the Marche des hlours, 
jiaiiits her while they smoke bad tobacco and chatter together, 
and calls her the Oonius of the Spring, or something as crack-jaw 
{Straightway tht connoisseurs and critics go mad : it’s an ‘ artistic 
fores liadu wing nf the divine in woman; ’ or it’s an ‘ idcalic repre- 
fiontation of the morning of lifo and the budding renaissance of the 
earth ; ’ or it’s a * fusion of many lights into ono harmonious 
Whole ; * or it’s some other art-jargon as nonsensical. And if you 
talk the trash, and stare at the nude ‘ Genius,’ it’s all right ; but 
if you can’t talk the trash, and like to look at the live grisetto 
dancing a riyolhoche, it’s all wrong, and you’re * such a coarso 
follow ! * That’s why I don’t like Art ; she’s such a humbug. 

* Idealism ! * Wliy , it’s only Eealism washed out and vamped up 
with a little glossing, as the raw-boned, yellow-skinned ballet- 
hacks are droasod up in paint and spangles and gossamer petticoats 
and sot floating about as faiiies. * Idealism !’ — that’s tho scienco 
of seeing things as they aren’t ; that’s all.” 

With which Trevenna, with his glass in his eye and his cigar pj his 
tooth, completed his lecture on Axt, hitting troth in tho bull’s eye, 
as ho commonly did, refi'oshiug tho Hudibrastic vein in him for nia 
compulsory hypocrisies by a sparring-match with other poople’a 
humbugs. Ho lied because everybody lied, because it was politic, 
because it was nocossory , because it was wio of the weapons that cut 
a way up tho steep and eoHd granite of national vanity and social* 
conventionalities ; but the man himself was too jovially cynicid (if 
such on antithesis may be usod) not to bo natumly caumd. 'He 
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would novor havo had for his crimo tho timorous coiiTontioiml 
Cicoionian ouphomisni of ; ht* would havo coino out ftim 

tho TuUiauuiii and told tho p<x>plo, with a laiiph, that hoM killed 
Tjontulus and the whole of that cvn-«id Bot, becatwo they wwo 
horribly in tho way and wore altogether a bad lot. llo lield his 
hocrot cards closer than any mau living; but all tho sumo ho never 
pandered with his actions under spt^cious names to hiinsoU\ and ho 
had by nature the “cynical frankness” of Sulla. IndtH'd, this 
would sometimes break out of him, and tlouvo tho ilull air of 
Knglish politics with a rush that made its solemn respect a bili ties 
aghast, — thougli the mischief hiippoiieil soldoin, as 'IVviveuna, like 
Jovo, held his lightning in sure commainh ond was, moroover, tho 
last mau iu tho uunor.Mj to risk an Icarus ilight. 

Moaiiwhilo, as tho great popular leiuhu* uttered his diiilribo 
against Art, tho painhu- had n*iuained silent and passive, like a 
slave boluro his taskinu.stor. Tho girl had loft thorn at a imir- 
inured word in ypanish fi oni him, a: d ihoy stood alone. Trovonna 
dropped himself into tho paint ing-ohair witli his easy familiarity. 

“You uro not lively coinpuuy, vlur Agt)stino, m>v yid a wel- 
roiniug host,” ho resumed. “ Ihtln’t oxpoi t to so(' me, ( darn say Y 
I huvou’t much time to run about atelieis ; still, us I was staying 
ut the Court, I thought IM give you a look. So y(»u’vc) mairied, 

I hi' Very pretty creature, too, J daresay, for men w'ho umler- 
btaud tliat stylo of thing; myself, I'm a bettor judgfMif a Aoui/Zo- 
than of a ir istross. Aiarrktl, ehi* You know what Jlacou 
says about murriugo and ho'^tage^ fortnno, don’t you Y ” 

Tho arti.st’vS dry lips ooeiud without w'ords ; his eyelids were 
I. used lor a moineiil, vviih a. pit4*oii hunted misery boiioath ihoni ; 
Jio know tho mcauiug of tlio (pieslioa put to him, 

“Dou’t know voiy well whiit Jkicon meant, myself,” pursued 
Trovenria, beating a careless tathK> with tho mahl-stick. “ Wives 
and brats are hostages most men would bo uncommonly glad to 
leave unredeemed, 1 fancy, — goods they W'ouldn't want itj take oet 
of pawn in a hurry, if they once got nd of ’em, 8o you’vo married ? 
Well, IVo no olycction to that, if f/on see any fun in it : f shouldn’t. 
You’ve leai-nod 'ouo piece of wisdom : you never try dodging now. 
Quite right. Wiiorover you might go, J sla>uld know it.” 

'Tho mail who stood Ixjforo him. like a slavi) whom tho blood- 
houmls have run down and brought back to their bondage, shud- 
•e red as ho heard. 

“Oh, God I ” ho murmured, “can you not sparo mo yot? I 
‘iin 80 nameles-s a tiling in the world’s sight, bosiclo you I You 
havo such vast schemes, such vast ambitions, so wide a repute, so 
broad a field : can you never forgot mo, and let mo go P ” 

Cher Agostino,” returned tho Ilight Honourable Member, 
“you are illogical. A thing may bo insignificant, but it may bo 
wanted. A pawn may, before now, havo turned tho scale of a 
champion gamo of chess. #Tako coro of tho trifles, and the big 
events will take care of themselves. That’s my motto ; though, of 
course, you dou’t understand this, seeing that your trade in life is 
to scatter broad sploshes of colour and leave fancy to fill ’em up,-^ 
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to paint a beetle’s back as if the tiniverse hnng in the 

a aelism, and to trust to Frovidenoo tbat your daub of orange 
like a sunset, — ^to make believe, in a word, with a little iSJ 
of oil and a little heap of coloured earths, just for all the world « 
children play at sand-building, in the very o^est employment 
that ever a fantastic devil set tiie wits of a man after ! You aie 
unpractical, that’s a matter of course ; but you are more you are 
desperately ungrateful !” 

A quiver of passion shook the artist’s frame ; the scarlet flood 
flushed the olive of his delicate cheek ; he recoiled and rebelled 
ftgflCinst the tyranny that set its iron heel upon his neck, as years 
before the beautiful lad, whom the old Hebrew loved, had done so 
in the gloomy city den. 

** Ungrateful! Axe men mteful whose very life is not their 
own? Aro men grateful who hourly draw their breath os a 
bcourged dog’s ? Aro men grateful who from their boyhood up- 
ward have had their whole future held in hostage as chastisement 
for one poverty-sown sin ?— grateful for having their spirits broken, 
their souls accursed, their hearts fettered, their steps dogged, their 
sleep haunted, their manhood ruined ? If they are grateful, so am 
I ; not else.” 

Trevenna laughed good-humouredly. 

«My good follow, I always told you you ought to go on the 
stage : you’d make your fortune there. Such a speech as that, 
now,— all d i’tmprovwfc, too,— would bring down any honse. 
Decidedly you’ve hisferionio talents, Agostino ; you’d bo a second 
Talma. All your raving set apart, however (and you’re not good 
at elocution, frca-cAcr; who can ‘fetter* hearts? who can * W'ik' 
spirits? It sounds just like some doggerel for a valentine), you 
ore ungrateful. I might have sent you to the hulks, and didn’t. 
My young Jew, you ought to bo immeasurably my debtor.” 

Ho spoke quite pleasantly, beating a rataplan with the malil- 
Stick, and Bitting crosswise on the pamting-cmair. He was never 
out of temper, and some there were who learned to dread that 
bright, sunny, insolent, mirthful good humour as they never 
dreaded the most fiery or the most sullen furies of other men. 
Even in the political arena, opponents had been taught that there 
was a fatal power in that cloudless and racy good temper, which 
never opened tho slightest aperture for attack, but yet caught them 
so often and so terribly on the hip. 

“Very ungrateful you are, my would-be Eubens,” resumed 
Trevenna. “ Only think ! Here is a man who committed a 
downright felony, whom I could have put in a convict’s chains 
any day I liked, and £ did nothing to him but let him grow up, 
and turn artist, and live in the pleasantest city in the world, nnd 
xfiar^ when he fancied the folly, and do all he liked in the tray 
he liked best ; and he can’t see that be owes me anything ! Oh, 
the corruption of tho human heart I ” 

With which Trevenna, having addressed the exposition to the 
Dryad on tho easel, dealt her a htUe blow with the mahl-stick, ana 
made a long, oruel blur across the still moist paint of her beautifoli 
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gravely-smiling month, that it hod cost the painter so many honni« 
so many days, of loving labour to porfoot. 

Agofltino gave on involuntary crv of onguieh, IIo could have 
borne iron blows rained doim on nis own hood Uko hail, botU^r 
than he could bear that ruin of his work, that outrago to his 
diiiiing. 

“I do it in the interest of mornlity ; she's too pretty and too 
sensual,” laughed Tiovenn a. os he drew tho inetniment of torture 
down over tho delicate brow and the long flowing trossos, making 
ft blurred, blotted, boaton mass whoro tho thing of boauty h id 
glowed on tho canvas. lie would not have thought of it, bnt'that 
the gleam of fear in his victim’s eyes, or fho stiok bail accidoiit^lly 
Flftnted towards tho oasol, hud lirst tohl him the ruin he might 
make. To torment was a iniHchiof and a merriment that ho never 
could resist, strong as his solf-control was in other thinjirs. 

It was tho one last straw that broko tho long-siitronng camel’s 
back. With a cry as though some mnrdoror's knife we re at his 
cjwn throat, the painter sprang forward and caught lus tyntnt’a 
arm, wrenching tho muhl-stick away, though not. until it was too 
late to save his Dryad, not until tho ruthless ciiiolty hud done its 
pleasure of destruction. 

“Merciful God!” ho cried, pasRionatoly, “are you devil, not 
man? Sato yourself in iny wretchodnobs ; but, for pity's sake, 
spare my works, ilio only ^cusuio and redemption of my weak, 
wortliless, accursed life !” 

Trovenna shrugged his shouldois, knocking his cigar-ash off 
against tho marvellous tlearness of hrnnid, bubbling, prismatic, 
sunlit water at the Dryad’s feet, that had made one of tho chief 
beauties and wonders of tho picture. 

“ Agostino, Ion en/aut, you should go on tho stago. You sp^k 
in Btiophos, and soy ‘good-day* to anjd^ody like an Orestes seeing 
the Ihirios I It must bo very exhausting to keep up that perpetual 
melo-dramatio height. Try life in shirt-sleeves and slippers ; iVs 
08 pleasant again as life in tho tragic toga. Ik) logical, What*s 
to prevent my slashing that picture across, right and left, with my 
pen-knife, if I like ? Not you. You think your life ‘ weak and 
worthless ; * far be it from mo to disagree with you ; but what you 
think you ‘ redeem’ it in by painting young ladies au naturcl from 
immoral models, putting some wood on their head and a pond at 
Ihoir feet, and colung it ‘ idealism,* 1 can’t see : that's beyond mo. 
However, I’m not an idealist : perhaps that’s why.” 

With which ho swayed himself back in tho painting-choir, and 
pK)jlded tho picturo ^ over with his cigar, leaving little blc^ of 
ash and sparks of hro on each spot. Martin and Gustave I)or 6 are 
mere novioos in the art of inventing tortures, besido the ingenuity 
of Trevonna’s laughing humour. 

The man ho lectured thus stood silont by, paralysed, and quivering 
with on anguish that trembled in him from h^ to foot. Agostino 
bad not changed ; ihe yielding, timorous, sensitive nature, blending 
a vivid imagination with a woman’s susceptibility to fear, was 
unaltered in him, and laid him utterly at the mercy of every 
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stronger tomperament and sterner will» even when he was most 
roused to the evanescent fire of a futile rebellion. 

“ Oh, Heaven I** ho moaned, passionately, “I thought you ha(l 
forgotten me I I thought you haa wearied of my misery, and would 
leave me in a little peaoe 1 You are so rich, so famous, so success- 
ful ; you have had so many victims greater far than I ; you stand 
so high in the world’s sight. Can you never let one so poor and 
poworloss as I go free?” 

“ Poor and powerless is a figure,” said Trevenna, with a gesture 
of lus cigar. “You will uso such exaggerated lan^age; your 
beggarly little nation always did, calling themselves the chosen of 
Heaven, when they were the dirtiest little lot of thieves going, and 
declaring now that they’re waiting for their Messiah, while they’re 
buying our old clothes, picking up our rags, and lying au plats ir 
in our police-courts! You aren’t poor, cher Agostino, for a 
painter ; and you’re really doing well. Paris talks of your pic- 
tures, and tho court likes your young ladies in ivy and nothing 
else. You’ro prosperous, — on my word, you are ; but don’t llattor 
yourself I shall ever forgot you. I don’t forget I ” 

Ho sent a pulF of smoke into tho air with those three words ; 
in them ho embodied tho whole of his career, tho koy-nolo of 
his character, tho pith and ossonco at onco of his success and of his 
pitilossnoss. 

A heavy, struggling sigh burst from nis listener as he heard ; it 
was the self-same contest that had taken place years previous in tho 
lamp-lit den of tho bill- discounting olliccs, tho contest between 
weakness that siiffurod mortally, and power that unsparingly 
enjoyed. Tho torriblo bondage had enclosed Agostiuo’a whev 
life ; he felt at times that it would pursue him oven beyond tho 
grave. 

“Is there no price I can pay at onco?” he said, huskily, Lis 
vqico brokou as with physical pain, — “ no task I can work out 
at' a blow ? — no tributo-money I can toil for, that, gained, will 
buy me peaoe?” 

“ As if I over touched a sou of his earnings, or sot him to paint 
my walls for nothing I Morey! tho ingratitudo of tho Hebrew 
race ! ” cried Trovenna, amusedly, to his cigar. 

Tho black, sad, lustrous eyes of the Spanish Jow flashed with a 
momentary lire that had tho longing in them, for the instant, to 
strike his tyrant down stone-dead. 

“ Take my money ? No I You do not seek that, because it is 
a drop in the ocean beside all that you possess, all that you havo 
robbed other men of so long ! I mako too littlo to tempt you* or 
you would havo wrung it out of me. But you have done a million 
times worso. You havo taken my youth, my hope, my spirit, my 
liberty, and killed them all. You havo made a mockery of mercy, 
that you might hold mo in a captivity worse than any slave’s. 
You nave made mo afraid to love, lest what I love imould be 
dragged beneath my shame. You havo made me dread that sho 
should bear mo childi'en, lest they bo bom to their father’s fate. 
You havo ruined all manhood in me, and made me weak and base 
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ftud torror-stiickon as any cur that crinpos before his tnaster’s 
whip. You havo mado mo a i>ooror, lower, vilor wrotch tliau I 
could ovor havo been if tho Law had t^on its courst) on mo, and 
beaten strength and onduranco into mo in my boyhood, by t( caching 
nio oponly and uiilliiichingly tho coat of crime, yet had left mo 
Home gato of freodom, some hope of redemption, some rolenso to a 
liboratod life when my term of diustisomeut should havo been ovor, 
— left mo nil that you havo domed mo einco tho hour you llrst had 
mo iu your power, in a cruelty more horrible and inoro unoiuling 
than tho hardest punishincnt of justice ovor couKl have boon.'* 

The torrent of words poured out in liis ricli and ringing voice, 
swifter and more oloquriiit tho higher his rov«>lt and tho iiwns vain 
his anguish grow. This was his natuio to fe^d passionately, to 
rebel passionately, to lift up his appeal in just and glowing pro- 
testation, to recoil under his hondago sulionng beyond all 
Sion, but to do no more than tliis, — to ho incupablo of aelicni, ti) bo 
pow'orloss for roal and vital rt'MsL ineo, to spend all his strength 
in that agonised upbraiding, wliich ho must havo known to bo 
as futilo as for tho breakers to fret thomsolves against tho gruiiito 
sea-wall. 

Trevenna listened quietly, with a certain nmusi inent. Jl was 
always uncoiriinouly droll to him to boo tlio struggles of we.ak 
niituros; ho knew they w'ould recoil into liis hand, jiassivo and 
ln'lpless agents, ernqiicred hy tin; shoor, unexpr^'•^is^•d force of Ins 
o\vii vigorous and ])ra< tnal toinporainent. Studies of chara<‘tcr 
Were ulw’uys an aniuscun. nt to him; ho had a La*Jlruyi're-liko 
taste for tlioir analysis ; tin* viustnov.s of his kuow'ledgo of human 
nature did not prevent. Jus itlisli.ng all its iiuiuitiio. What the 
subjects of his study might sulfor under it, \vas no more to liim 
than what tho frog sutlers, ^dlcn ho pricks, Jlays, cuts, bo]ji*arls, 
and lights a hicifcr match under it, is to th<» man of scienco in his 
pursuit of anatomy and his refutation of Aristotle. 

“Very w'o'll done! pity it’s not at tlio I’orto St. Martin. All 
bosh ! Still, tlmVs notliiug against a bit of melodrama anywliero,” 
ho said, carelessly. “Shut up now, though, plca.-^e. Let’s go to 
business.” 

Tho artist soemed to Bhiver and collajiso und^r the bright, brief 
words; tho heart-sick passions, tho flamo of hudden n.bellif.n, and 
the fire of vain recriinimition faded olf iiis face, his head Kink, his 
lips trembled: just so, years before, had tho vivid giuco of his 
youth shrunk and withered under his taskmaster’H eyo. 

“You paint tho Princess liossillio’s jiurlrait?” pui'suod hi.i 
catechist. 

Agostino bent his head. 

“ And go to her, of course, to take it ? ” 

Tho Spanish Jew gave tho same mute aSvScnt. 

“ Caut you speak ‘f Don’t keep on nodding thoro, liko a man- 
darin in a tea-shop. Yq^’d words enough just now. You point 
. It in her boudoir, don’t you, because tho light’s beet ? ” 

Agostino lifted his hca'cy eyes. 

“ biuco you know, why ask mo ? ” 



CfiandOB, 


a5» 

Leave questions to me, and reply tovt href** said his Interro. 
l^atoT, with a curt accent that bore abundant moaning. You've 
seen a Bussian cabinet that’s on the right hand of the fire-placo V' 

“I have.’’ 

‘‘Ah! you can answer sensibly at last! Well, that cabinet’s ' 
madamo’s despatch-box. You know, or you may know, that she 
is the most meddlesome intriguer in Europe ; but that’s no^ng 
to you. In the left-hand top drawer is her Austro-Venetian 
correspondence. Among it is a letter from the Vienna Nuncio. 
When you leave the boudoir to-day, you will know what that 
letter contains.” 

Agostino started; a dew broke out on his forehead, a flush , 
stained his clear brown cheek with its burning shame ; his oyc« I 
grew terribly piteous. ! 

“More sin I more dishonour!” he muttered, in his throat. , 
“ Let me go and starve in the streets, rather than drive mo to i 
such deeds as these ! ” ’ 

Trevenna laughed, his pleasant honhomie in no way changed, 
though there was a dash more of authority in his tone. 

“ Quiet, you Jew dog ! Keally, you do got too melodramatic to 
bo amusing. There’s no occasion for any heroics , but — you’ll hn 
ablo to tell mo this time to-morrow.” 

Tho ai*tist covered his faco with his hands, and his foiin shook 
to and fro in an iiTopressiblo agitation. 

“ Anything but this !— any thing but this ! Give me what labour 
you will, what poverty, what shame ; but not this ! I can never 
look in peace into my darling’s eyes, if I tako this villany upon 
my life !^’ 

“ Nobody’s alluding to villany,” said Trevenna, with a tranquil 
brevity. “As to your darling’s eyes, they’re nothing to anybody 
excGjit yourself. If tho only men who ‘ look into * women’s oyes 
are the honest ones, tho fair sox must got uncommon few lovers. 
You’ve hoard what I said. Know what the letter’s about. 1 
don’t tol* you how you’re to know it. Get the princoss to show it 
you. YoHTe a very handsome follow, — black curls and all tho rest 
of it, —and her Highness is a connoisseur in masculine charms.” 

With which Trevenna laughed, and got up out of tho depths of 
tho painting-chair. 

Agostino stood in his path, n deep-red flush on his forehead, tho 
blaze of freshly-lightened rebellion m his eyes. 

“‘You use your jwwer over me to force me to such things in 
your Borvico as this ! What if they Tvere spoken ? what if they 
wore cited against you ? You, high os you arc in your succosa 
and your wealth and your rank, would be thought lower yet tliaii 
/have over fallen. Do you not fear, even yow, that one day you 
may sting and ^ad me too far, and I may give myself up to your 
worst work for Sie sake of obtaining my vengeance ? ” ; 

Trevenna smiled, with a certain laughing sood-tempered in- 
duls^nce, such a man may extend to a cluld who menaces him . 
with its impotent fury. 

“ /'fM-cAtr, who would lelieve you f Say anything you like . 't’s 
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ooliiiiig to me. 1 have a little bit of Ijaper hj me that, onoe upon 
a time, Agostiiia Mathias signed with a name not his own. 1 
was very lenient to him ; and ifne doesn’t appreciate the olemenoy 
the world will, and think him an ungratefiil young Hebrew cur, 
who toms, like all curs, on his benefactor. Prosecute you now it 
wouldn’t, perhaps, since the matter’s been allowed to sleep : but 
criminate you and disgrace you it would most decidedly. Tou*d 
be hounded out all over Europe ; and for your pretty Spaniard, I 
hetud a Court Chamberlain admiring hor yesterday, and saying she 
was too good for an atelier : — she’d soon be his mistress, wheii she 
know you a felon. Ah, my poor AgosUna, when you once broke 
the law, you put your head into a ste^l-trap yen’ll never draw 
it out of again. Only fools break the laws. Excuse the per- 
sonality I ” 

Under the ruthless words of truth Agostino shrank and cowered 
again, like a beaten hound ; ho had no strength against hia tank- 
master, — he never could have had : ho waa hemmed in beyond 
escape. Moroovor, now ho hud another and a yet inoro irrosiHfihlo 
rein by which to bo h(dd in and coerced, — tho love that ho bore, 
and that he received from, hia young 

“You’ll do that, then'r'” said Trovoiina, with tho carolessnosH 
of a matter of course. “ Bring some picture to show me to-morrow 
morning, — Darshampiton likes pictures, because it couldn’t toll a 
sixjwnny daub from a Salvator Bosa, — and rem«‘inhrr every lino 
of tho Nuncio’s letter. You undorstaiid P I don’t want to h(‘ur 
your means ; I only want tho rO'Ults.” 

“ I will try,” muttered Agostino. Ho loathed crime and dis- 
honour with an unuttrrablo hatred of it; ho longed, ho strove^ to 
keep tho roads of right and justice ; his nature was one that loved 
the peace of virtue and tho daylight of fair dealing. Yet, by his 
Tmcon(][uorttble fear, by his wax-liko mobility of temper, by his 
past sin, and by his future dread, ho was mreed inU) tho veiy 
paths and made tho very thing that ho abhorred. 

“People who ‘try’ aren’t iny people,” said tho member for 
Darshampton, curtly. “Those who do aro the only onus that 
suit mo.” 

Agostino shrank under his eye. 

“I will come to you to-morrow,” he murmured, faintly. Ho 
had no thought, not tho slightest, of how ho should bo able to 
accomplish tfis sinister work that was sot him ; but ho kiuw that 
he must do it, as surely ns his countrymen of old must make thoir 




lY^venna nodded, and throw down his mohl-stick with a final 
lunge at the Dryad. 

“ All right ! of coutbo you will. You ought to be very gratcfbl 
to me that I lot you off so easily. Some men would mako you 
give up to them that charming Spatfish Scilora odours, as Afaurico 
lie Saxe took Favart’s wife ae la paii du rot, (hat isn’t my 
Jino. Pve coveted a good many things in my day, but I never 
coveted a woman.” 

With which ho throw his smoked-out rigar away, and wont 
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across tho atolior and out at tbo door, with a careless nod to his 
victim. IIo had so much to fill up every moment of his time, that 
ho could ill spare the ten minutes no had flung away in the amu^^.-. 
ment of racking and toimonting the helplessness of tho man ln; 
tortured, and he knew that he would bo obeyed as surely as thou' h 
he spent tho whole day in further threats. 

Treveniia had two especial arts of governing at his finger 
ends : he never, by any chance, compromised himself, but also ho 
never w as, by any hazard, disobeyed. He had a large army of 
tm})loyh on more or less secret service about in the world ; but aa 
thete was not one of them who held a single trifle that could 
damage him, so there was not one of them who ever ventured iKjt 
to “ come up to time ” exactly to his bidding, or to fail to keep liis 
counsel with aihuce d la mort. 

Tho artist Agostino, left to his solitude, throw himself forwaid 
against tho broad rest of tho chair, his arms flung across it, his 
head bent down on them : ho could not bear to look upon tho 
defaced canvas of his treasured picture ; ho could not bear to soo 
tho light of tho young day, while ho know himself a tool so 
worthless and so vile. Ho might have been so happy ! and thw 
chain was for ever weighting his limbs, eating into his flesh, 
dragging him hack as ho sought a purer life, waking him from his 
sleep with its chill touch, holding him ever to his master’s will 
and to his master’s work, — wiU and work that loft him free and 
unnoticed perhaps for years, and then, when lie had begun to 
breathe at liberty and to hope for peace, would find him out 
wherever ho W'aa, and force him to tho path they pointed ! 

Agostino had hoped often times that as his bond-ruler rose in 
honour of men and tho success of tho world, ho would forget so 
nameless and so powerless a life as his own : ho had found 
hope a piteous ori’or. Trovonna had said truly he nover forgot : 
the smculcst weapon that might bo ready to Lis hand somo day ho 
kept continually finely polished and -within his roach. The paintt r 
knew tnat he must learn what was indicated to him, — by betrayal, 
or chicanery, or secret violence, or whatsoever means might open 
to him, — or be blasted for lifo by ono word of his tyrant. Ho 
abhorr^ tbo dishonour, but bo bad not courage to refuse it, 
knowing tho cost of such refusal. It was not the first time by 
many that such missions had been bound on him : yet every time 
they brought fresh horror and fresh hatred with them. Hut ho 
wa« hunted and helpless ; ho had no resistance ; throughout his 
life he had paid tho price exacted, rather than moot tho fate that 
waited him if it were unpaid. Ho clung to tho sweetness, tbo 
tranquillity, the growing renown, and tho newly-won love of his 
existence; he clung to them, even embittered by tho serpent’s 
trail that was over mom, with a force that made him embrace any 
alternative rather than see them perish, that laid him abjectly at 
the mercy of the one who menaced the^i. 

Lost in his tltoughts, he did not hear the footfall of tho Spanish 
girl as she re- entered the atelier. She paused a moment, amazed 
aad terrified, os she saw his attitude of prostrate grief and 
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ddjectioii» tlion throw hersolf beside him with endearing words 
and tearful caresses, in wonder at what ailed him. lie ruined 
himself and unwound her arms from about him, shunning the 
gaze of her eyes. Sho thought him as true, as loyal-hearted, as 
groat, as ho luow himsolf to be weak and criminal aud hopole^y 
enslaved. 

“What is it? What has happened?** sho asked him eagerly, 
trying to draw down his face to hers. 

"lie smiled, while the tears started woman-liko beneath his 
lashes. Ho led her gently towards the ruined canvas. 

“ Only that ; — an accident, my love ! ** 

The brightness of the Dryad all bluirod and marred by the 
Tuthlcssncss of tyranny was a tit emblem of his life. 


Tly noon that day, in tho boudoir of tho Tl.ilian princess, all 
glimmering with a soft glisten of azuro and silver through iU 
rose-hued twilight, ho olmnced to bo left for a few iiiomunts in 
f-olitudo. Ilor llighness had not yet risen. 

“ 0 God ! *’ ho thought, t^o dovils rulo tho world ? There uro 
always doors opened so wido for anv meditated sin 1 ” 

Tlion, with a glance round him like a thief in tho night, his hand 
was pressed on tho spring of tho Russiun cabinet; tho letter of the 
Nuncio lay uppermost, wit h its signature folded foremost ; a moment, 
and its delicate feminine writing was scanned, and ouch line remem* 
bored with a hot and terrible eagerncBS that made it graviii aa 
though bitlou in by unuafortis on his inemorj'. Tho note was put 
back, tho drawer closed ; tho artist stood bending over his juilotto, 
and ]Kiuriiig the oil on somo fair carmine tints, when tho I’riiir^uss 
of Naples few'ojit into tho chiiinbcr. 

Sho greeted him with a kindly, caroles.s grace, W'ith a pleasant 
smile in tho brown radiance or her eyes ; and sho saw’ that his 
cheek turned pale, that his eyelids drooiiod, that his voica 
qniverod, ns ho answered her. 

“ /W<ro cone c Kelio!” thought Irene Rossillio ; and she 
laughed a little, as she thought that even this Spanish Jew of a 
p:o.!iior could not toino into her piCbCnco W'ilhout buccumbing to 
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THE CLAIMANT OP THE PORPIIYRY 

Befoee tho door of an Italian albergo, somo men had beeft 
drinking and laughing in the ruddy light of an autumn day, jufit 
upon tho setting of the sun, — men of the mountains, shepherds, 
goatherds, and one or two of less peaceable and harmless 
callingB, — trough comrades for a belated night on the hill-side, 
whose argument was powder and ball, and whose lair was made., 
with the wolves and the hares. The house, low, lonely, poor, was 
overhung with the festoons of vines, and higher yet with tho great 
shelf of roadside rock, from which thcro poured down, so close 
that the wooden loggia was often sploshed with its spray, a 
tumbling, foaming, brown glory of water that rolled hissing into 
a pool dvk as night, turning as it went tho broad black wood of a 
mighty mill-wheel. Tho men had boon carousing carelessly, and 
shouting over their wine and brandy snatches of muleteer and 
boat-song, or the wild ribaldry of somo barcarolle, their host 
drinking and singing with them, for the vintage had been good, 
and things went well with him in his own way, here out oi 
tho track of. cities, and in tho solitude of great stretches of sear 
sunbuxiit grass, of dense ohestnut-forest, of hills all purple and 
cloud-topped in tho vast, clear, dream-like distance. Kow, flushed 
with their drink and heedless in their revels, rough and tumul- 
tous os wild boors at play, they were circled round the doorway 
in a ring that shut out ol^o all passage to tho osteria and all 
passage to tho road; and they were enjoying torture with that 
strange instinctive zest for it that underlies most human nature, 
and breaks out alike m the boor who has a badger at his mercy 
and the Cmsar who has a nation under his foot. 

They had the power and they had the temptation to torment, and 
the animal natures in them, hot with wine and riotous with nfiith 
rather than with any colder cruelty, urged them on in it ; one or 
two of them, also, were of tempers os coarse and as savage us any 
of the brutes that they hunted, and peals of brutal laughter rang 
out from them on the sunny automu air| 
y Sing, my white-throated bird I ” cried one. ** Donee a measure 
with me I cried another. ** Four this down your pretty lips, and 
kiss Its for it T’ You’ll be humble enougn before we’ve done 
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with you, my proud beauty ! ” “ Wo’U tie you up by a ropo of that 
handsome brignt hair V* “ Come, now, laugh and tako it easy, or, 
by Jiacohus, we’ll smash those dainty limbs of yours like lupuso- 
stalks!” 

I’he shouts echoed in tumult, ringing witli laughter, anti broken 
with oaths, and larded with viler words of mountain-slang, that 
had no sense to the ear on whidi ^oy were flung in their polluting 
niirth. In the centre of the ferocious revolry, l^noath the bronzed 
and crimson canopy of the hanging portm-vino, and with tho 
western light shod full upon her, stood Castolia. Tho tall, lithe, 
voluptuous grace of her form roso out OMuist tho darkness of tho 
entrance- way like tho slender, lofty heignt of a youiiu palm ; tho 
masses of her hair swept backward from her forehead* Her face 
was white as death to tho lips ; on unutterable horror was on it , 
but no yielding fear; it was proud, dauntless, heroic with tin.* 
spirit that rose higher with every menace. Her eyes looked 
steadily at tho savage, flushed tacos round her, so coarse, so 
loathsome in their mirth ; her hands wore folded on her bosom, 
holding to it tho hook she carried. They might tear her limb from 
limb, as they threatened, like tho fibres of tho maize; but tho 
^royal courage in her would never bend down to their will. They 
nad hemmed in by sheer brute strength, and thoir clamour of 
liideous jest, their riot of insolent admiration, woro a torturo to 
her, passing all torturo of steel or of flame ; but they could not 
wring one moan from her, much loss could they wring one suppli- 
cation. 

“ Altro I laughed tho foremost, a sunburnt coloswil mountain- 
thief of tho Appenine. ** Waste no more parley with her. If »ho 
will not smilo lor fair words, she shall squeak for rough ones. My 
pretty princess, give mo tho first kiss of those hanasome lips of ' 
yours!” 

lie launched himself on her as he spoko, his hand on tho gold of 
her hair and the linen bioidorios of her delicate vest ; but her oytfs 
had watched his movoinont : with a shudder like the antolojvo’s 
under the tiger’s claws, she wrenched herself from him, picTced tho 
rirclo of her torturers Ix'foro they could stay her, and, oeforo they 
could note what she did, had sprung with the mouut^i swiftness 
of her childhood on to tho rocks overhanginff tho water-wheel. 
Another bound in mid-air, light and far-reuching as a chamois’s, 
and she stood on tho broad woodon Icdgo of tho wheel itself, that 
was stopped from work and was motionless in tho torrent^ with 
tho foam of tho spray flung mpward around her, and tho black 
pool hissmg below* A yell of baffled rage broke from her tor- 
mentors; yet they were checked and paralysod at the daring 
of the action and at the beauty of her posture, as she was ^isea 
there on the wet ledge of the wneol-timber, her hair floating nack- 
her eyes flas^g down upon them, her hands still holding 
tho book, {ho roar and ^0 surge of the torrent beneath her 
moving her no more to tear than they more the chamois that 
spring from rock to rock. They forgot their passions and their 
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fury for the moment in amaze and in admiration, wrung out (Vom 
them by a tc^iiipcr that awed them the more because they could 
coraprohond it in nothing. 

“Oomo down!” they Bhouted, with one voice; “come down.’ 
You have gone to your death ! ” 

Whore eho stood on tlio wood- work, with the water splasliing her 
f(!('t and the boiling chasm yawuing below, she glanced at tli( la 
and smiled. 

“ Yes ; I have that refuge from you.” 

“ Ver fedc ! ” tlmnderod Iho mountahieor who had first rarnarod 
lior,/* there aro two can jday at that game, iny young lawn I” 

With a leap, tpiick and savage as his o^vn i-ago, ho sjwang on to 
llu) shelf of rock. Thoro was only the breadth of the falliiig w.'itt r 
b(dweon them; she had cl(;arod it, bo could ho. She looktai at tho 
jioel, cavernous and deep, at her feet, then lot her eyes rest on him 
calmly, 

“ Do it, if you d;vre !” she said, briefly ; and her gazo wont back- 
ward to the toiToiit with a dreaming, longing, wistful teiidcnuxs. 

“ You will save me!” she murmured to the wiitor, “ Tiiofe is 
only one pain in dying,— to lo.avo tho world tliat lias ?tis life.” 

Sho BWaj’od lu'rsolf lightly, balancing lu'rsclf to spring with 
unernng inoaanro where the eddy of tho torrent was deejx'hl.* 
Arresting lier in the leap, and startling her persecutors, a voice, 
deep and rich, t hough hollow with ago, f<dl on the silence. 

“ Wait 1 Will you bo inurd(5rors ?” * 

Out of the darkness of the entrance issued the tall, henf, 
wasted form of th(» blind Hebrew, majestic as a statue of Mosrs, 
wilh his hands outstreiched, and his sightless eyes s(;ckiiig tlie 
sunlight. 

“1 am blind,” ho said, slowly; “but I know that wrong is 
iHung done. Maiden, whoever you be, do not fear; come to me; 
Slid tho curse of tho God of tho guilllcsvs full on those who would 
seek to harm you ! ” 

The men, stilled though sullen, riotous ratlior tlian coldly cruel, 
stood sileiu and wavering, glancing from her, whore she was 
jioised amidst tho dusky mist of th(» foam-smoke, to tho austere 
and solemn form of tho old man suddenly confronting them : tliey 
were shamed by his rebuke ; they wore awed by her courugo ; thov 
hung liko slicep together. 

“Tako care!” munnurod tho host, who was alarmed, and 
wished the sceno ended. “Lot her go. Tho Jew has the evil 
eyo.” 

A faint smile flitted over tho withored, saturnino iaoo of tho 
Israelite. 

“ Yes,” ho answered, with a bittemoss that under tho turn oi 
the W'ords was ncj-id with romorso, — “yes, I h.avo the evil eye. 
Many souls have l>oen cursed by iiic ; many men have wished tmit 
their mothers had iiovor borne them when once I have looked 
on their fhoos; many lives, tliat wdro goodly as tho your.g 
bay- tree ora I saw them, wilh»nvd and fell under my glance. Let' 
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inni«ion como in pcaco to me ; aiul gn, or worse will hiip|K‘U 
j;n»o you.’* 

Tiio hubtloty of tho Ilobrow turned to just account tlio boorish 
ui;ii Bupoi'stitious tenors of tho men: they slunk togothor in awo 
ol llIUl* 

“ It was only play,” they inuftorofl : wo meant no harm.” 

Tho ltla<‘km‘Hs of tlio stern siglitlo.ss oves that were turned on 
tlu'in filb'd thorn with terror; they croNSoi tlii‘Tn*<elves, niul wished 
tl!<‘ i-arth would hido tliom from hi'* poiKon-dc'alinir irhinee. t'astulia, 
wlien^ .she stood, watched him wita tliat iinMlilative, far-rea* Itiiig 
tliat had all the grave innonmee of a child, nil tho luminous 
ju->ight of a poet. i?ho Imld her perilous s' turn still high aKoe on 
the plunk of iho wot mill-wheel, with the white steiim uf the 
toiTcut cnrliTig rfuind. 

With tho instinct of Iho Mind, Ignatius Mathias turned towards 
her. 

“ t’omo down, my child : 1 wall have care of you.” 

“ I will como w’hcii they have h'lt.” 

Tlio Jr‘W’ turned tu llieiu with a gesture majestic as any proplu-rs 
(oiumaud. 

“ You hear her ; go!” 

With sullen, imittcred oatle», Hiiaiiing like dogs biitlled of a 
hieio, tho Tnoiinhiineers slunk Irom him into tho osttu'i.i, to diowii 
tlinr wratli and <jueneh tlu ir Mi|H'istitious fears in soino fre.-li 
skills of wine. ']’u(‘n ho lifu d his oyes to the. ]»lru’o wiuTo know 
that hho was, and wdiero tho rush ing of liie loirent told him h* r 
tlang'r. 

“ I cannot aid \ou ; 1 liave im Kight : but you will trust mo I” 

Sho looked at him a moment longer, then, with tlm deer-liko 
cla-tieity and surety of lu r mountain training, Hjirung unco imuo 
across the width of Iho fulling btream, ainl d«»\vn tlie hIoho ledge-4, 
slippery with llm moisture and holding .Hcareu fooling for a lizuid*, 
and came to him. 

“ Yc 8, I will trust you. T thank you very gR-atly.” 

lie raised his hand, ami touched her liair. 

“ I cannot roo you. Your voice is Kw<,*et, niid Hounds very 
young; but it i.s proud. It is not tho voice of a wumlorer; It 
spoaka as though it ought to command. What aro j ou 

“ Very frioeidless.” 

“ Tmly. Aro you far from your homo ?” 

“ Very far.” 

** And why have you left it ? ” 

‘ JLVrtly, because iht'y said unjust evil.” 

•Of you?” 

‘Of me and of one other, I would fio<^ stay whore tho faNe 
siicakors dwelt.” 

“You had better have pougbt the refuge bcr.oulh the w^ator, 
then ; you will find no footing to your taslo on ooxth, Are you 
alone, wholly alone 

“Yes*” 
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** Ah ! and arc still bat a child, by the clearness of your toioq. 
To*(lay is but a sample of the dangers that lie in wait for you ; the 
lions will not let such a fawn go by in peace.** 

“ There is always death.** 

“ Not always. And where is it you are bound now ?** 

** I want to ^ to large cities.** 

*'To go to wo lion’s den at once, then. Large cities t And 
for you, who chose the risk of your grave rather than a rough 
rmas fwin these men of the hills P Do you know what cltiea 

iU‘(3P.*’ 

** No ; but I must go to them.** Her bands pressed the book 
closer ; she thought that in cities alone could she see or hear what 
bho sought. 

Tho auHioro, worn, darkened face of the Hebrew grew gentler ; 
she moved his pity, all nitilesa though he had boon ; she recalled 
to him tho youth of his aoad darling, when, far away in the buried 
past, his heart had beat and his life liad loved in the summer glories 
of the sierras, lie was voiy old, but that memory Uyed stilu 
“ And do you know the way to* any cities ?** 

“ Not at all.” 

** How do you guido yourself, then ?** 

By chance.** 

**And chance plays you cruel caprices, my homeless bird! 
AVhat ohauco was it led you to those men !”* 

She shuddorod ; but the paaslonate blood that luu in hor, flushed 
her cheek and Ldowed imperially in her oyos. 

“ They wore Doors, and had boCrs* barbarity ! I asked my way, 
and wanted a littlo brood, if they would soil it rao at tho ostoria ; 
and, before 1 could see thorn, those men were round mo, bidding 
mo laugh and dance and sing.*’ 

** Mayhap if you had done so you would have put them in good 
humour.” 

lie was blind, and could not soo tho look that glanced on him 
from the Uark shadows of hor lashes. 

“ If — bog their euflbranco, by obeying their bidding, by amuBUig 
their idleness like any strolling tomoouriue-binger ? They should 
have killed mo first 1’^ 

Yerily, you should have emperors’ blood in you I You woU- 
nigh kiliM yourself to escape them.” 

Well, wnat else was there to do P Men can avenge thomaelves ; 
women can only die.” 

Ho bent his eyes on hor as ^ough, aightlesa as they xrm,, he 
would fain read her features. T 

' ' You have grand creeds. Who taught them P” 

** They are not creeds, 1 think ; they are instincts.” 

” Only in rare natures. But have you none in all the world to 
shield you ih>m such risks P” . 

*'Noue. But I can shield myself.” ^ 

•* How do you live, then ?” 

** 1 have sold the fiowers, and sung an office hero and thetOi 
Gk)d is always good.” 
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Tho ieus veiled slowly into her eyes. She would not say what 
sho had suEbr^. 

But why is it that you wander thus? You oau come of no 
peasant blcKM P** 

She was silent. She could not have spoken of the thoughts that 
lay at hor heart,— of the goal that made her search for the sake of 
hie itself. The words which had boon said to her yi the Italian 
town had wakened shame and frozen her to silenco, though neither 
her ptirposo nor hor will faltered. 

“What has sent you out alone P Have any done you wrong P** 

“ Only they who spoke evil unjustly.” 

“If you hold that a wrong, do not come into cities. But you 
speak mintly. ILavo you broken your faaL P” 

“ Not to-day.” 

Sho sjKtko very low ; sho could not lie, but she could not boar to 
say tho truth, — that sho had eaten but a little milk and millet- 
broad in the past twenty-four horns. Sho had intense stn^ngth to 
eiiduro, and she had too much prido to complain, though a faint 
wuaknosa was on her, and hor limbs soeniod weighted with lead in 
tho aching exhaustion that comes from want of food. His sight- 
less eyes sought her with a grave compassion ; tho self-restraint 
and force of ondurauco touched tho iron mould of his nature as 
softer things might not have done. 

“ Well, see hero. I am pour, but I em a little wealthier than 
you. 1 go to cities where iny people are good. 1 am very agiHl ; 
but still X can give 3'ou soiao guiilauce, sumo shield, at least irum 
insult. CoTuo with mo.” • 

“ No. It is a gontio charity ; but I cannot tako charity.” 

“ Whoever you are, you should Ik> the (hmghtor of kings ! 
Listen. You are but a child, and I claim tho title of agf). I am 
blind, as yon see ; I am solit^y, I have no companion save only 
my little dog ; you can aid mo in much. liond mr^ your sight, and 
I will lend you my counsel. It will bo qmttanco of dl debt 
between us. f go to Vonico ; come there, idia from there you can 
do what you wiU.” 

“To Venice!” 

Ilor eyes lightened ; it was tho city of which she hod hoard most 
from him whom she sought,— the city whence C'haiidos had come 
into the beoch-wooda below Vallombro^. 

“ Yes,” answered tho Jew. “One is gone tluthor whom I fol- 
low. Your eyes will bo fair friends to mo; let mo have their 
companionship on tho road, at least.” ^ ^ 

She wavered "The longing on hor was great to reach Ycn^e. 
She thoimht that there the silence that reigned between her and 
the life ^ had lost might be broken. ^ ^ / 

“ Shall it be so P” he asked her. 

“ If it will not weaij you.” 

“That is well! Wher should serve each other, if not the 
desolate P And yet I spoke not altogether wrongly when I told 
those ruffians that I had the evil eye. Not in the sense of their 
loda’ eopersUtionst but my eyes havt been evil ; aight haa been 
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blasted from them in a just judgment. My life has been long, and 
oruol, and darkly stained. Tou haye no fear of me ?” 

She looked at him with a musing, lingering gozo. The face sh 
saw was stern and harsh and ploughed with deep lines ; but sbe 
read its true meaning aright. 

“ No,” she said, simply ; I have no fear.” 

The brown, furrowed brow of the old man cleared. Because ho 
had forfeited the right to trust, trust was the sweeter to him. 

So ! — that is right. Youth without faith is a day without sun. 
Yours will not be wronged by me. Wait a while, then ; 1 need 
f^od* and they shall bring you some grapes. Your hands are hot. 
When I have ISairly rested, we will begin to travel onward. Guido 
mo to the shade. Are there no trees? There ; lot us stay theio. 
llavo no fear ; your persecutors will not return.” 

So they rested beneath the gold-flockod boughs of a broad syca- 
more that grow beside the pool of the water-mill, with tho depth 
of shadow hung on the white Syrian head of tho old man, and tho 
deep space of the eddying stream, and tho sun through the loaves 
lighting on the grace of her young limbs aLd the musing beauty of 
her eyes, as, where tho book of “ Luerdeo ” lay open on the grass, 
they dwelt on tho words that Cnstalia knew by heart as a child 
knows his earliest prayers, that had never spoken to any as they 
iipoko to her, — that wore richer in hc^r sight than all tho gold of the 
world, and wore to her as in Oriental ages the scroll that their 
prophets and kings had traced were in the sight of the people's 
awed love and listening revere nco. 

“It was not true to say 1 was alone,” sho inusod; “ not alone 
while his thoughts are with me.” 

And in thorn solitude, and danger, and the gnawingof famine, 
and tho heart-sickness of her young life, cast adrift on the fever 
and tho wilderness of tho world, woro alike forgotten where sho 
leaned, in the auturan light, beside tho only man among his 
creditors who had not uncovered his head before tho dignity of 
calamity ui ^ho porphyry hall of Olaroncioux. 


CHAPTEB IL 

“MAGISTETi DK V1VI8 LAPIDIBUS.*’ 

Undeb the great smoke pall that overhung Darshamptou there 
were riots, ^nots of tho eternal conflict which has been wi^ed 
since the Graochau Proletariate, and will bo waged on, God knows 
how long, through the cycles of the future. Prices were high ; 
trades woro bad ; politioal ignorance was run mod, catching half- 
truths and whole wrongs os it went, bu( braying of them so that 
the sane were fain to stop their ears, in tho same blunder aa the 
burrowing ostrich makes. Workers had struck almost to a man ; 
masters would not or could not yield ; there wore misery, error« 
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wild justice, blind injiistioe, crippled croeda groping in twilight, 
wrong oodc» huDger-sharpeuod, nght promisees and wrong demic- 
lions, tbo ignoratio elenchi of mdividual sulforiug, that thought 
itsolf an injured world, tho passion of stanring lives tlmt porsuaded 
thomselyos want of bread was resistless logio ; all the eternal 
antagonisms of Labour and Capital wore camped here as it wero 
on one common battle-ground, with tho angry smoko looming 
above their hostile battalions. 

Tho mighty-sinewed iron-workers, liko tho Moyen-Ago smiths 
of Antwerp and Bruges, tho palo delicate artisiins of tho loom, wan 
and frail as tho flax thoy wovo, the giuiiit giants of tho blastifig- 
jf^rnocos, and tho sickly weavers of fine linens, the men poisoned 
\nth Bti^ng air, the men scorched W’th loundry Humes, tho mon 
(lying of Kteol-flust in thoir lungs, tho mon livid with phosphorus- 
tlumes inhaled to got doily biead, tho men who died Like so 
iiiuny shoals of nctt(Ml herrings, that tho Juggernaut of trudo 
i;iight roll oji, — all tlK-^o wore Lore, or thoir represouttttive*^, mon 
mIh) weio told, and boliovcd it. that it was Iho Aristocrutic Order 
which wixingod them, ncivor thinking that it wus tho uiorciloHS 
'I'hor of Cummorcial Cupidity which crushed them under its slodgo- 
liainmor, heating gold out of their bruised tli^hh. All these wore 
here, filling tlio vast squares and the dark streets with clamour 
tihd i.ionaco and sullen ominous muniuir, — tlio voloanio lava 
^vhiclt runs heiieuth the fai r mu tace of tho careless world, which 
f • fni or' Into will brcjik Irom bondugo and ovortlow it — to lortih/o 
or to destroy ? 

To frrhlizo, if light bo given to destroy, if darkness bo 

bnltcd 111 on them. 

llie thirst fur liberty was in them,— tho liberty that Iho nous of 
men know while yet tlio earth was in hi r youth,— tho liberty of 
pathless woods, of trackless w^um, of wiM fresh winds, of freo 
unfettered life. They wanted it, though thoy had never known it. 
Those — who from tho birtli to the grave wore jmii in tuctorios, and* 
sheds, and garrets, in gas-glare, and crow'dod alloys, and doiis of 
squabd vico, with tho whirr of iiiiudiines ever on thoir oar, and tho 
di'ad weight of bmoke ever iii iheir breath, wantcid life, — want4t(l 
the sweet west winds they never breathed, tho strong oc4>an air 
they never taslod, the waving feeiis of grusi, they never looked on, 
the unchained liberty of boundless inoijrland they had never He< n 
but in their dreams, tho human horitago of freedom that in alt 
ages through is taken from tho poor in price for tho scant lairn n 
pomdgo of daily sUbtenanco. Ah, God I it i« a bitter ]>ric'o to pay, 
—a whole life given up for food enough to kjW'p alive in knowledge 
that hfo is endless pain and endless donrivation ! 

They wanted this grand simple freedom that instinct made them 
pine for, though its knowledge hud never been theirs or their sires’ ; 
^and their teachers told them they needed tho ballot-box and tho 
game-laws’ repeal 1 , , . 

It is many centuries since Cains Gracchus called the Mercantile 
tTasses to aid the people against tho Patricians, and found bjo late 
that they vroro deadiUr oppressors than all tho OpUmatos ; but the 
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trror itill gow on, andihd Mon^-ztialcen still diimiii into gold, 
as they chnrnod it then into the Asiatic reronuos and the senatoml 
amulets. 

The trades had strnck. They 'wrong, very wrong, in the 
application of theories and predicates which Hi^ their root in ri^t. 
But it were hard not to be wrong in philosophies when the body 
staiTes on a pinch of hatmeal, with the whole width of the knows 
world drawn in between the four pent walls of a factory-room or 
the rod-hot stones of a smdting-haase. It is the law of necessity, 
the balance of economy : human fhel must be used up, that the 
mdchine of the 'world may spin on ; but it is not perhaps maryellous 
that the living fbel is sometimes unreconciled to that eymmetiicul 
rule of waste and repair, of consumer and consumed. 

They were sullenly angry, tempestuously bitter, theso surging 
tumultuous masses, now raging like seas in a storm, now moro 
ominously silent, with the yollow sickly gloom of the palo buu 
shining through the reeking fog on to them faces, hero so white 
and eager and omaoiated, there so black and dogged and bull- dog 
like, hme so gaunt with old ago of hungorod patience, there bo 
torriblo with youth of vicious desperation. They were at war with 
all the world in the aching of their hearts, in the dimness of thoir 
insight; at war even with thoir darling whom they had so often 
cimvued, their hero whom they had long been content to follow 
as lumnds follow thoir feedor. 


They woro riotous and desperate. The furnacos had long boon 
cold, tne looms had long been idle, the wheels had long been silent 
thi’ougbont their ooimtTy; their own Unions had boon hard on 
them, and there wore dtmk tales afoot of what hud boon done ou 
reneges in the Unions’ name. Their employers would not yield, 
and it was said that strange hands wore pouring in and taking the 
work they had left,^taking it at peril of answering with life and 
limb for the temerity. They woro very bitter, very savage, very 
'maddened, iu the nauseous fog-mist steaming round them, in the 
cold northerly cutting air, burdened black with smoke, thouab 
through them the chimneys had so long been without wannm. 
They were £erce in thoir wrath ; thoir hoarths were firoless, their 
children hod no food, thoir women woro dying of fever, their old 
people lay dead by the score of famino ; thoir hand was against 
every man’s, and they clamoured ovon against thoir Xtepresentative. 
He was faithless to them, he was untrue to hi^pled^; he feasted 
in foreign pakoea, and forgot thorn ; ho sold them for the sake of 
office ; he grew gr^t himself, and let them porjeh ; he joined the 
mmisbry, and denied all that ho had said m them. Thus, they 
muimur^ and yelled, and hooted against him, in their restlosa 
misety, The love of a People is the most sublime crown that can 
rest on the brow of any man; but the love of a Mob is a mongrel 
that fhwns and slavers one moment to rend and tear the next, 


syopphant whilst bones ore tossed ta it, savage when once not 

^Thsy loved him with a bold, rough love, that was a million-fold 
truer than his oilu heart ever had been ; ^ey were proud of him; 
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the]^w(mld haye died for him ; theyl^lioTedinhim; but, imtati»d 
agaioet him, they were capable of killing ^eir god, and weeping 
oror it, when eJ^tterod, like Ahicane* Imprecations oven on nun 
were hurled at intovals through the city, while the crash of idling 
slaUfl, of shivered glass, of flung stones, of levelled bricks, was 
added to the hurricane of noise, whore, oUmorons for bread, or 
incensed at the singer-hands hired by their employers, the mob 
wrecked a provision-shop or toro down a machinu-house. It was 
a pandemonium under the dark murky atmosphere ; in the dull 
glare oast from t^ho westward fiamos. where some had flrcNi a 
factory ; in the midst of thousands let looso and made savago with 
hunger ; in the storm of curses thundered or.f. from the bared hollow 
chests gnawed with want, — ouraea that blasted oven their idol’s 
name, lie hod sold thorn for the bribe of oflico ; he had betrayed 
ihom for the nosnenhion of .power ; ho had gone over to theix 
oppressors for the sake of his own aggrandizement ! 

Perhaps it was but a multitude's itaqfion and caprico ; perhaps 
it was that the great, weary, fettered heart of Iho people, earnest 
with all its tyrannous error, and tossed by demagogues from lio to 
Ue, vaguely felt that its own living, aching humanity was but 
used as a stepping-stone for ambition,— vaguely folt that what it 
trusted was not true ! lie it which it would, they upbraided 
and menaced and Cfirsed him. He was theirs, and ho c^ioltMiCod 
With Uie nobles ; he was theirs, and he went to banquet in palaces ; 
he was thoirs, and ho w'as l»traying them to sit in the Cabinet 
Council and to wear the g»)wgaws of honours ! 

The murmur and tho throat rose louder and louder, Btrf<fched 
wider and wider. When the tem{)cst was at its height, into the 
surging waves of the stormy human sea Treveaua r^e leisurely 
down. 

Staying at tho country-seat of a millionaire some ton miles 
away, whither nunoui's came with every hour of the Darshampton « 
riots, ho had heard how his subjects hud mutinied against him,— 
heard oa he was shooting over a ])hcasaiit-cover that had bMU 
specially reserved for him, with sundry other good shots of tho 
nobility of rank and the princes of tho plutocracy. Ho had given 
his gun to a loader, without a second's hesitation, and o^erod a 
horse to bo saddled. His friends had crowded round him, and 
sought to dissuade him ; ho had shrugged his shoulders. ** They 
curse mo behind my b^ ; let's see what thoyll dare sav to my 
face.” There was no bravado in it; but there was the cool 
audacity, the dauntless zest in which made him, despite all 
his self-love and caution, bold in a fray as a mastiff; his tooth 
clenched, his hAnd gripped a riding-swritch with a meaning fur(^ ; 
tho Uon-tamcr had no thought of leaving his hou-wholps to riot 
unchecked; and he rode now into Darshampton, with the 
gentlemen who wore his hosts and fellow-guoais, about him like a 
cohue of courtiors round a king. 

• ” It is very unwise to risk it,” whispered one of them, ** They 
are at wild woik, and your life is of national value*” 

Trevenna laughed, iod bowed his thanks for the oomplimenti 
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** Nobody’s life’s of yaluo, my dear lord : thore are alirar? 
plenty to till the vacancies, ^ere aren’t two people whoso dra* < 
would lower the Consols for two days. To affect the moiu v! 
market is the acme of greatness : I’m afraid the exchanges would 
scarce stay twelve hours below par for mo yet.” 

And ho rode leisurely down, as he would take his mornir:,* 
canter along the park, into that sea of turbulent, hootij T 
swaying, sullen, fog-soaked human life that, for the first moia* i.; 
hIiico his clarion-words had challenged Darshampton, w'ere d 
against him and upbraiding him as a renegade. There w..^ 
laughter in his eyes as they glanced over the heaving mass. T«» 
his worldly wisdom and bright sagacity, there was an irresislil-lo 
comedy in this passionate, raving, undoubting sincerity of a 
hungry multitude ; I here was an inexpressible ridicule for hini i:t 
those poor purblind tools that rushcfl with such ardour to do h i 
V'ork f(ir him, thinking all tho while they were doing their o'woi, — 
never knowing that they but tunnelled tho way, or threw tli»’ 
bridge, by whicli ho would pass to his ambitions, wliilo they would 
lie gasping, kicked aside and unknown. To his shrewd coniniMi 
Honso mere was something unutterably droll in tho sight of lueu 
in lovo with an idea, amorous of a principle, sincoro in anytliiiig 
excojit self-love; thoro w'as Homething unutterably ludicToiis m 
tho notion of men who starved for lack of a crust eray.ing llieir 
heads about tho world’s govormnont. Trevenna was a doujociat, 
because ho hated everything about him, delighted to lead, and 
hold a bitter grudge against tho pestilential tyranny of class; l)ut 
at lionrt be cared not a button moio fur tho jioojde than tlio most 
bU]iercili(ms of aristocrats, and, had ho been given a eupreic/ 
power, would have been as strong a tyrant in his owm way as ov» r 
made a nation tho mill-horso to grind for his treasunes and fill I"* 
granaries. IJo had a thorough, manly, pussioriato contempt f'-r 
tlio diJlbroncoa of rank; but all tho same his one motive wi ^ 
simply to got rank for himself, and such a sentimentality 
ho would have called it) as pity for tho suiforing of multi tud -? 
could never outer into tho strong, practical astuteness of his sagu- 
cioua teinnor. 

But bold ho wais, bold os a lion, and moro politic even th:m 
bold: 80 ho rodo now down into tho elose-wedgeti ranks of tie 
crowds, into tho sulphurous heat from tho distant flames, into tho 
clamour and tho uproar and tlio storm of raw, till his horse could 
push vr&y no more, and ho faced tho wholo front of Ihogo who 
wore clainerous against him, with tho dull rod light shining full 
on tho koou brave blue of his oyes. 

They were lunazcd to soo his apparition rise thero ao suddenly 
out of tho oloud of smoko and fog : ho was their idol, moreover, 
tliough they had cursod him w'hen they had no broad, us men bout 
tho gotl Pun when ho sont thorn no giimo for tho hunting ; and a 
silenco fell for a moment on thoul : in ft ho spoke : — 

So, follows, you are damning mo, they say. Tell mo my 
faults to my faco, then ! ” 

Thero was tho fiimilior, half-brusque, half-boniering tone that 
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wa» 00 popular with tlio thronpa ho ohallcii!>o(l : but bonoatli tlwt 
thoro was Komothin^of tho ^rrund iiisoloiico of Scipio /Thniliarms ; — 
‘ you do not think I khall foar those fixo whom I sent in 

thiiiiiH to tho slavo-innrkct ! 

“ Vou M>hl us for ollico ! •* “ You havo broken vour plftds^'>‘J I ” 
“Ytju havo boon false to your promisi sl” ** Vou havo abiin- 
(loiiwl lioform ! ” “You havo boon briht^l by Courts I *' “You 
hM\ 0 rocuntod your creeds ! ” “ You h;p.o joiinal tlio arisirM-nvy ! ** 
“You liavo feasied in palaces!” “ Y'ou liavo turn*'d traitor!*' 
“You only m ck your own di^rnitios, anil have us to starve'.*** 
Siiibii, hnar-c, f^ava^^o with U'jcoiith oaths, yelled out 111 tlio 
iioitluTn acecid, tho char^^cs w* 10 hurled airani.d him. Tho rxud- 
1 i*,utUMVi)ro 'wakiu;', in their irnlalion, to Mm tiuth. and 

th ir way to it,--v.‘i;ruely bM'lin^ that they w* 10 only umhI 
hy tho idol W’hom tlicy had hu^^'^ed tlio tfoli' f they hud etvated and 
o>u!d deihronc. 

llo lu^avd them quito juitiontly, his bold frank eyes rrdinj;,^ on 
tliom witli ft cerfftiii iiiMiloufc aiau-<« niont that lashed them like 
euids: it was tlio ainu.s» nient of the hmi-tamer who lets his 
imitiiums c'lbs fret and tumo lK>ne.itli his knowuif^ tliat u 

craek of liis wdiip will break Umin into obedi» noo. 

iltj lau;^hed a little. 

“ Y'ou rtdniko m(» Ibr l ikisi;r ollice ? Why did you i\»“C’h *t mo 
.if^er my a('c» plain'o «»f it, then 'r" 

The mob. imli^^niant to haw' their o\^n inronsfsterjcy and inuta- 
l :li*y hrou^rlit in tl-eir teeth .eraur *. them, hioko »)ut into t« nlold 
njaoiir ; f-lirn ks, rur.ses, jells, ImotiiJir, mrna<s‘s, i>aeh «>tl’er 

in hoirihio tumult; 11 t*li<»\\er of .-tones was hnrhsl tluouyh tlio 
ilaikeiied air, a tJiousind luinds si ruck out wdlli nuissiv** iioa 
tvcM])Oijs or cleft tho iiiifst wuth danun{< tiro-Lrands. Ills heisn 
rt'air’d and fn'lted, whilo tho nia-..s 0 rt of h.ilt-nak( il ll^mres were 
jaii.med and (TU.-^lied ai^aiirst its ihiiiks ; a llem^and amis w^ re 
MieU’he<l out, brawny and tenihlo in th< ir threats, ten thoir-iijel 
'oie< T thundered impreiiitioiis, hun;riy savaye eyc‘s j-lrossl on him 
like wild beasts’, Imt hiealli pautisl on liiin liom inouias toul with 
euro's and livid W’ith famino. Trevenna n.it firm us u rock, with 
llu' fre’di sanpMiino colour in liis f.ao unblem h« d, and his evt s 
Watdiiuj; tho riot ius thoii;;h it W'ore an ojkmu ballet. Had 
"i’levenuft boon Napohsm, ho would ha\o won at Waterloo 
lUmher could turn tho day, or el^^J would havo diorl wath t)ie Old 
(j Hard. 

Tho missiles of iron, and stone, and IrTid. imd wood, and slate, 
r.ew' about him, hissing and roarinj' thrtiUirli tlie fog: Lis lioi'so 
plunged nen'ously, but lio never eworvtsl in hi.s saddle, 
moved his head to avoid tho blow's that with every M^eond niiiicfl 
fit him, OS the angered woi^hipfiers pidted their pxl W-au«> their 
IhkUos were fasting. At hvst, a flint, shaqi, jugge<l, heavy, stniek 
him, culling through his clothes and wounding him m tho shoulder; 
tho blood [Kiurod out down 1 ms arm. 

. With a careless ghmeo at it, ho thrust his hand into tho broust 
of his 'joat, took out his cigar-case, struck a fuse©, and began to 
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smoko,— ^oke, ^ calmly and with as much indifEbrenoo im if Le 
were on the couch if k smoking-room. 

crowdlsfoll back, the thirsty menacing eyes stared vacaatly 
at him, the yells dropped down into a low, unwilling, soUeii 
muttering of wonder and admiration ; tho cool bravery, the calm 
^mng-from^ of the action struck a chord never dumb in the ^gUsh ^ 
heart ; th^ had pelted their god, and, lo ! he was but the greats? 
for it. They loved him once more with all a p^plo’s swift, 
passionate, volatile repentance ; they broke out into riotous chocr- 
ing, they tossed his name upward to the murky skies, with the 
old faith and honour. Without speaking a word, ho hod con* 
quered. • 

“ That was like the Olarendeux blood I ” thought Trovenna of 
his own coolness, with a smile. Then, sitting there in his saddle, 
ho spoke, — spoke with all his skill and all nis eloquence, rating 
them soundly like a whippor-in rating his hounds, till tho groat 
mosses hung their heads penitent and ashamed before him, yot 
speaking so that they loved him moro furiously than they hod over 
00X10, and making tnem, to a man, believe that all ho took, all he 
did, all he said, all ho projected, wero only with one view, — ^thoir 
service. And on tho morrow the whole nation was full of adoring 
applause for tho self-devotion and tho courago and tho serenity 
with which a Cabinet Minister bad risked ms lifo to quoU th« 
northern riots, and to load tlio people back to conciliation and to 
(piietnoss with tho charm of las eloquence and tho spell of hib 
personal daring, 

Magistor do Vivis Lapidibus” was tho title given in the Gothic 
ago to tlio sculptors of tho Gothic fanes. Trovoima might hnto 
borne it : it was out of tho living stones of other men’s lives that 
ho carved the superstructure of his envied triurapLs. It is only 
to those who ha/o this supremo art that success comes. 


' CIIAPTER in. 

“TO TELL OF 8PRINO-TIDE PAST.” 

It woa tho blossomiug-limo of tho early year in Yonico, with the 
glow on the voriogatod marbles, and tho balmy breezes stirring 
calm lagunes, imd the scent of a myriad of spring-bom dowers 
fLUiug the air with their fragrance from tho green-wreathed ruins 
of arches and tlio deep enibaymeuts of pillared casements. • Tho 
world wi^ waking afto winter, imd the joy of its renew^ lifo 
lauded in every smile of ooloiir^ and crowned the earth with a 
diadem of loaf and of bud like a young Bacchus rousing from sleep 
to his revels. 

“ How its youth renows ! ’’ said Chundos to his own thoughts; 
and we only know the value of ours when its bmiuty has laded 
foTOTerr* f 
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crfo.it un mondo.” The memories of his perisnod mrid wore with 
him,— tho world iu whioh his word had boon as the thyrsus of 
DionysuSf a wand beneath whose totioh all the earth laughed round 
him into fragrance« He had rosUted the maudrugora-steeped 
dof^pair in which the groat lives of Byron and De Quincey qnoncliod 
their pain and ebbed away ; ho had taken the broken wrtH:k of his 
ivtiice boldly and calmly, and hod sustained himself, siistainod hia 
courage, by desires lomer than happiness, by the trensuries of in- 
tellect, by tho consolations of Ireedom. He had borne with the 
desolation of life for tho soke of his manhood until it had ceascnl to 
be wholly desolate, booauso tilled with tho dignity 0^ a high and a 
pure labour. Ho had done this, and done it so Uiat no Ciceronian 
bnnont for exile ever was heaitl to pass his lips, — done it so that 
through it there had oomo to him mo power most foreign to tho 
cimilcss sensuousnosB of his inborn nature, — tho power of sereuo 
Rn<l uneworving onduiunco. lie htul sutforod, but ho liad never 
lamented. Ho hod known that to yield to sutTering was t<» debase 
znanliiioHS, and that resistance and conflict are the only noble 
w<‘n]X)ns w’ith which adversity wui bo worthily mot. He had been 
stung, and bruised, and cheated : he had boon oifeitHl the bitter- 
ness of tho hyssop and vinegar when his whole life was athirst for 
the Uriiig waters of loyalty and joy. Men had fooleil him, iKjtrayixl 
him, forsaken him; but he Imd no\er in turn abnndonrHl them, 
never rovilwl tho humanity with which ho hail common bond, 
never abjured the faith and the cre* (b? of his youth. The love he 
hwl bonio men when they wore at his loot, and the suns c>f a oloud- 
Iv'ss day had been shofl across his path, liveil with liim still, now 
that he had been stabbed deep by their iraitar-blwb^s and hud 
passed through tho starleas night of bereavement and of desjiair. 

Y(rt at times tho anguish of a great longing stolo on him ; at 
times the lust of a great vtmgeanoo seized him. At timew ho would 
w^o from some dream of lus youth, some dream that hail borne 
him, for its hour, back to tho homo he had lost, —borne him to tho 
firesh shelter of its forest Icoiago, to tho sight of its bolovinl beauty, 
to tho lulling echo of its familiar waters; w'nke, ami, seeing tJm 
grej^ gleam of eomo foreign city in its wintry dawn or tho torrid, 
redilonod sun-glow of somo eastern sky around him, cknch his 
teeth like a man in torture to keep down tho great Uiarloss sob that 
shook him as the wind shakes roods. At times he would break 
from the noble and tranquil repose of philosophy, from the trfo- 
(!uries of intellectual creation, from tho calm of deep and scholarly 
ambitian and meditation, -*-break firom thm as men bmek fhim tho 
of monastic cloisters and tho coldness of monastic viyws, 
with an agony of dotdre for the vivid joys and tho vivid hues that 
hod died &om his life,— with as peumonato an ag<my for tho mere 
bloodthiiat of revenge, that, under the goad of a giiint wrong, will 
change the puiwat nature to tho sheer brute instinct of self- wzoug^ 
taends, of Mosaic justice. 

He drifted now through Venice, beneath the marble waQs and 
iho casemente dark and narrow^ out of whose twilight glowed the 
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smilo of the flowers’ birth, with water lazily parting under his 
boat’s prow, and the green of spring-time foliage nanging over ths 
jasper lodges, llis heart was with spring- times that wa>e pui-t, 
when there had been no shadow on the earth for him, and the ki>i 
of a woman’s lips had made his idle golden paradise. “Lovel'* 
ho thought, with a momentary regret that was in itself almost a 
passiou. “ It can live no more in my life ; it is dead with all the 
rest,” Yet now — for the instant at least-— ho would have 
the kingship of half the world, had he owned it, to steep hiiiihxlf 
oi]iCO more in the sweet, senseless delirium ; he could have mur- 
inurod, with Mirabeau when he looked back in his dungeons to the 
hours of his lovo, “ Jouissanco ! jouissanco ! que do vies je don- 
norais pour toi ! ” 

“If 1 returned to her ? ” he mused, in a doubt, in a desire, that 
had long haunted him, mingled with an anxiety that was aiiiu*st 
remorse. “And yot — a child’s love; it may bo forgotten ere tliin. 
Besides, God knows her futo now ; and, whatever it may be, 1 
liavo no right to sacrifice her life to mine.” 

But there, in the suiisot radiance, in the lulling of the wator'<i 
murmur, in the heavy fr.agranco of the many blossoms, the thought^ 
of llis youth were with him, and they wandered alone to Castuljii. 
Ho had not known it w'hilst ho had been with her, but in 
tho desire of his heart had gone to her iu what was scarce less than 
lovo. Ho had thrust it from him, because on her tho world woulil 
have visited that lovo as dishonour. 

As ho passed through tho charmed peace of tho silent city in th^ 
first hour of his arrival there, all odorous and rich in tho huc'^ •'! 
the flowers’ spring-tide luxuriance, the vessel floated down 
?iois(;los8 highway into a sequestered, desolate street, whoso duik 
walls faced each otlior with all life, all movement, banished, only 
with tho inteiiao glow of the sun on its many-colourcd stonca, an-J 
the wreathing of stono-clinging leafage filling the gaps of 
broken sculptures. It was that in wliich, a few years before, th‘> 
young pfU’iots of Venice had given him the homage of their soi:.: 
of liberty. It was lonely, decayed, abandoned, with no sound in 
it but tho endless lapping of tno water on its son-stairs ; but r 
was grand, despite that, vdth its mute records of the glorj” tli:U 
once liad reigned there, its imperishable memories of things Lt 
over perished. 

Tho keel mted on the marble steps, worn and glistening wilh 
the splash of tho water-spray ; he lauded, and passed up them tu 
the jdace where ho had once made his dwelling in Venice. Thfl 
arc of a vast arcliway spanned tho slope of the stairs, shutting out 
the light of tho sun, and leaving only a flickering ray of the day- 
light’s brilliance to lie across the interspaces of dense sliadow thr:l 
were cost dowiiward from tho mighty structure and the massiy 
carvings, rich in jasper, and porphyry, and agate, which loomed i - 
tho height abovo. In the aopth ot •tho gloom, midway on tlr 
stono flight, a resting figure leaned in the passive, motionIe»j 
repose of fatigue or of exhaustion, — a form that would haA^ 
.ilmstcd on oitist's glancn in long- lingering admiration, that wiu 
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Voaolian in ita perfect grace, Titian-liko in its perfect colour, that 
aas set as a brilliant painting in an ebony fraiuowork in that 
cavenious gloom of the arch, in exquisite harmony yet in exquisito 
contrast with the antique and melancholy majesty of the forsaken 
j>alaoe-way. The head was drooped forward ; but thoro waa no 
kleep in the eyes that gazed wearily down on the ebb and How of 
the gliding canal ; tln> lids wei*o hearily weighted, but it wua not 
with slumber, but with on unshod mist of tears; tho lips were 
’‘lightly parted, as with pain, but thoro was on ihoni a )iroud fixity 
resolve; tho hands loaned on the twiatinl osier handle of h 
/>iL-»kot, from which spring llowers foil iuihe<.'dod in coils and masses 
oi blossom down about her on Uie worn atone. Tlu' single flash of 
Minlight that found cutranco beneath iho m.irb!os fell. iiib'iiHo and 
roncentrod m its heat and its glow, alone on the ecattered ibliago 
ind on tho golden gleam of her uncovered hair. Tho attitude, 
the flower- fra granco, the languor of rejiose, wore tho same us they 
bud boon under tho bcocli-sbadows of Tuscany ; but tho dieaming 
ptnro of childhood waa haiUMhed foi ever. 

llo saw her as, coTiung <iut of tho splendtair of t)u^ day, ho 
glanced, half blinded, up ilio twilight of the jiahu o-^teps ; and her 
name loft hia lips with u ci y, — '* C'aJi.ilia I ” She bK>ke<l up with 
a lofik in her oyiM that Kinotn him with a jiang ktxm and lu .kV}’ as 
a murderer's retnorflc, and, staitnig liom ii'T uiU‘-ing rest, sprung 
lowui-ds him witli nil tho wealth of the spiing bmU ami bloHMiins 
scattered into tho gliding daikne.«s of the water; then - like a shot 
fawn — she fell d<j\vnv,'aui in his t, the ■ hower of her glistening 
tresses ti ailing on fho s( a-wet mr hies of the stair. 

If ho hud iiovor loved her, he lo^ <-d her then, lie lifted her, cenMo- 
less to his touch, into his arms, where .she had nested through tho 
tumult of tho storm; ho inurmureil to her a thou- ami iniim-s that 
had never bi'cn on his utterance since Iho duyrt of his youtli, when 
there was no toy so fair to him as tho fairness ot wonmii ; In^ swept 
tho burnished weight of her hair back from tho fuMj fiom which lu 
had exiled tho smilo of its childhood, tho light of its jH'aeo. J‘ur 
tho moment ho was onco more VMiing; for llio moim’nt timo and 
calamity, and tho bittomo-ss of disillusion, and fho (:(diliieHH of dead 
h(>pe.s and dead desires, W’cro as though tliey bad leuvr betui ; for 
tho moment passion onco again Irausligurcd ail oxistonco, and 
Minded him with its w'arm goidon glow, so sweet b. cauw m tran- 
sient, 60 strong in power and so vain in reu-son. 'rho cost of it is 
oftentimes deadly and far-roaehiug; but its lotus di'cam of forget- 
fulness is worth jt while it lasts. 

The shock of joy had stunned her ; she ky unconscious in his 
embrace. No living thing was near thom in tlio darkness of the 
old sea-palace ; there was only tho sound of tho retreating oars 
beating out a soft, sad, distant muHic; thoro was only the one 
b.x>ad beam of vivid light that flushed tho tint of tho fallen carna- 
tion -buds to scarlet, and burned on tho loowmesl splendour of bor 
hair that swept across hisT breast. Ho ^looped his hoaxl over her, 
mizicg on her with a love that had silently grown^ born in absence 
from pity, and that spranir up like a fropio flower which 
B B 
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gprings to its boiglit in oae short Eastern night, with the snddos 
sight of her young beauty. 

As though his kiss wakened her and called back the mind fmm 
Its trance, h(3T heart, where it beat on his own, throbbed faster; 
her eyes opened wido and startled, as they had opened when he 
had roused her from her sleep in the storm ; for an instant she luy 
passive in his arms, gazing upwaid at him with the glory of a joy, 
bewildered as a ^eam, dawning, as the day dawns, on her face* 

“ O God, be pitiful I Let me never wake.** 

Such dreams so often had mocked her. 

.‘sOastalia, look at mo, hoar me. I am with you. Have you 
loved me so woU, then i* ” 

At the sound of his voice a Hush liko the scarlet heat of tho 
fallon carnation-leaves glowed in her cheek; her eyes looked U|)- 
ward to liim, but half conscious still. 

** At last ! at last I ” 

The murmur broke from her, stifled with tho nish of tears ; sho 
quivered from his embrace, and crouched down at his feet, till hr r 
face was veiled from him. Tho knowledge of love was on her, and 
it stilled and fllled with the dread of his scorn the anguish of joy 
with which her heart soemod breaking as a nightingale’s breaks 
with tho rapture of song. 

He stooped to her, and his' hand touched her with a gentlenosa 
that thrilled her with its oai-osa liko flro. 

“ Costa lia, have you lovod mo despite my do.scrtion, — tlu*oughall 
my cruelty J*” 

ller brow drooped still, till the bright masses of her hair bathed 
his feet. 

** Eceellonza ! I havo only prayed God to let mo sco your face, 
and die.” 

Tho words wora so low they bai-oly stiirod tho air, yet he heard 
them; and his ©yes grow dim : it was long since any had given hivi 
love ; it had an infinite swootness for him. He stood silent and 
motionless a moment, looking down on her whore sho knelt with the 
Yenetiaii light shod liko an auroolo about her. Then tho old 
dominion, tho recldosa sovereignty, of passion vanquished him ; he 
drew her once more into his arms, ho lifted again her bowed head, 
that sunk downward likb a broken flower on the chill dark marble 
of tho wator-stairs ; tho gozo that had never, sleeping or waking, boon 
absent from hot memory, met hors with a look that mode lior nenses 
sick and faint with the paradise of joy that doubted its own being. 

** Castalia, wo are both alone ; let us bo the world to one another. ’ 

Sho lay passive in his hold ; her face was turned upward to him 
with the radiance of the sun fallon across her proud bright brew ; 
her lips trembled ; hoard him with a breathless inciMulity, a 
broathless ecstasy. 

•* Oh, my lord, you mock mo ! Love ! your love ! — ^for ikc /” 

li eoemi^ to her tho gift of so ^vine a world, the treasury of so 
vest ft sovereignty, the benediction of*eo godlike a mercy ! She 
could not think that it could be her own. She could not hold a 
lip4tii)ti^ Af sorvioo and of sacritice title sulticiont for it 
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s ITo drew licr cIosit and closer to liis breastj a&d> fbr all oxavwoTt 
Fpt.‘nt Lis kisses ou her lipa. 

•* Do you doubt 7iotv r* ^ 

With tho touch of his corossos tho conacioiisncss aliko of tho 
|)assioii she wakened and tho passion she cherished stole ou her ; 
the barrier between them> that lier venoration for him hml raised 
by tho deep humility of its own worship, seemed to fall as liis eyee 
pized dovni into hoi’s ; for the first timo tho knowItMlgo of what 
love he might bear hor, of what love she might render him, came 
to hor wath the glow of its warmth, with the wonder of its ^oop 
and hushed delight. Tho carnation of hor face biirriwl doo^Hu* 
in its soft shame ; a sigh trembled throuj'h hor, whoi'o she reat^ 
in )us arms as a liuntoa bird rests in its ha von of Bhelter. 

“ For tho pity of God— if I am drc'araing, kill mo while I dimm!** 
Tho words died in llioir jiraym’ ; horgijy.o met his, heavy with the 
voluptuous w eight of new-born thoughts, the oyos of Sappho undor 
tho lirfct breath of love, llis hand wandoroil among the Heating 
g<»ltl of her Bun-ligbtcuod tresses ; his lips sought over aud ugiiiii 
tho warmth of lu'rs. 

‘*Lot ino dream with you, if I l au! Let mo dieam, too, onco 
more, — dream that you give ino back my youth I ** 


Cl I APTCR IV. 

*‘TO TinXE OWN BKLF JIK TRTTB.’* 

IIk gazed down ou hor, and wondered how ho could over havo loft 
hor. 

Tho flight of a few months had brought hor loveliness to it* per- 
fection ; and tho silonco of cuduranco, tho pusMon of sufrorifig, imd 
Ifft on it a heroism and u power that gave U nfold more betautv to 
tbo luxurianco of its youlii, inorf> intensity to tho splendour of iU 
Luos. Young though sbo was, hers was alnuuly a lim to bo a jioot's 
laistrosa, to comprehend and to insjiire loftiest ambitions, hightsst 
otforlo, noblest thoughts, to gam horn tho lips of a man words 
of Daoto,— 

** Qonlla che imparadiM Is mis ments, 

Ogiii bsHiK) peusier dal cor m'svuha.** 

As ^ho ftill consciousness of his pmsenco and of his lovo wakoncMl 
in her, as tho senso of his words and tlio truth of lior dream dawnofl 
on hor till her heart seemed breaking wdth iU rapturf>, she drww 
herself from his ombraco, and sank down besido him, bar hood 
bowed upon his hand. 

“ Ah ! this is but your pity ?” 

. Tho words were low-brouthcd as a sigh. 

To hor, he was so for above her, fur as the stam in their divine 
majesty ; to her it seemed that she could have nothing to raise her 
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into fitness witli bis life. For all answer he lifted her head upward . 
as ho stooped over hor. 

“ Only pity ? liook in my eyes, and sco ! ’* 

Once boforo ho had said tho last words to ono whom they had no 
power to stir, whoso heart was chiU as ice a ‘gainst his own. Now 
tho whole fervour of a southern nature thrilled in answer to them, 
(yustalia looked up, and met his gaze ; then tho burning colour 
llushed her cheek and her bosom, a light like a flash of sunlijrU 
f l emblod over hor face, her lips parted with a deep broken brciith. 
Vrqm his eyes she had loamcd what her reverence in its humility 
could not roaliso ; she never asked, she never doubted, agjia 
whether ho loved h(3r. 

And the weight and tho wonder of its joy soomed to kill Lor with 
its glory. 

“ Wliat can I r'ivo thcc bai k, O lihoral 
And |irincely j^iver, who hast brought the gold 
And purple of thine heart?” 

her o^n heart asked. 

“Oh, my lord, my king!” .she inummrcd, while her Hp^ ho>i- 
kitiiigiy touched his hand in tho kiss of a slavo’s Min(‘iatu>n, “ 1 
am not worthy ! A word trom you, a smile from you sucli as you 
givo tlie dogs, 'W'orc all J prayed lV>r ! What can 1 render you ? I 
am nameless and desolate 1 ” 

Of tho gifts of lud’ own lovoliim* ■» slio never thought; she liml 
known tlicm no more thmv the pasMon-ilow(*r knows its owm hm 

“ You 'Nvill give me y airsclf, and you will give mo youth, — giti' 
more precious than tlio IroaMiros of a w'orld, Oastalia 1 My love !-• 
all iiiy youth through I songlit your likeness, and never found you ! 
You waited to bi tho angel of consolation to the darkne>s of yeai>, 
that wore w ithout a joy in them until you brought ono.” 

“ Ah ! you ai'o not happy ’r” 

lie smih d,— a emilo in which tho nu hiuchely of his fnlo was 
tinged with impassioned tonderness for her. 

“ When 1 look on you, I am.” 

“ Oh, my lord ! if 1 can make you so ono hour, I shall havo Ihul 
rnough.” 

l!o uiulci '-lood her. Thi.. vi\ id, int(‘ij>e, di votumal love was vcj v 
precious to hiiu ; he had dn i.n.ril of it in llui ideals of liis poeti<’ 
l.iucics; and it w’us douhly sweet nowr that it camo to him after tlio 
iloscrt waste of iiiuny yoms, in which no sinilo had lightened h r 
liim, no lips touched his owm. AVhero ho rested in the shadow ami 
tho siditiKio of tho old palaco- entrance, tho dead days revived «m o 
nioi'o for him. Once inoro ho lost himself in tho languor and tho 
wunnth aind tho oblivion of passion, as ho murmured to her a thou- 
sand caressing names, and drew' from her tho story of her w'aiulor- 
ings, touched Dcyoiul wnrds by tho pathetic simphcity of that Bearch 
lor him through the vast ness of an unknown world. 

“1 sought you, Kocellenza; ves,” tho murmured, w'hilo elu^ 
\ooked up ttt bun w ith an appealing deprecating prayer, “ I could 
* ■ * stay when \ou weio gone; my heart was dead, my life was 
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l)n)kon. And I hoard tlioin Rpoak evil nf^ainst you, and tho Fadro 
(iiiilio lifted up bis voice with thorn ; uud 1 wnnild not wiiit iind eat 
tho broad of those who bad once touched your unruo. For 1 hoard 
that name at tho last, and I knew you then greater than any kings ; 
1 knew tho book that 1 loved ns your l><x)k, tho thoughts 1 hutl 
treasured as your thoughts. Rut, tliougli 1 sought ycMi, it was n«>t 
to seek your pity, not to ask your mercy. I never meant Hint you 
should know that 1 was near: — if ov»*r 1 met you, I only iiuMiit to 
wiif'-h you from a distance, (o hoar your voi< o, t<> s«<t» your face, 
w hile you know TKjtliing. VTou believe mo ? “-you boliiU'u it Y **• 
Tho terror on her was great, l(*'^t he should think that sho had 
fullowed him to appeal io his comp^l^.si e, to leo^elf on his 
life, llis oj’os were dim, his voice miivereil, as ho iinhwepid hor, *- 
“ lleliovo it.*' Yes! each w*»'rd that vuur Iipa say. My darling, 
my darling, what you have sudered ! uud HUtl'erod through luid Imi- 
mo ! ” 

“ Eoe<'llenza,” sho said, under her breath, “ 1 wviild sidh r a 
tliousand years of that for this one hour.” 

*• Hush ! hush ! or 1 shall lo\o you tot) Avell ; and all that / h»vo 
1 lo^o, ISuch courage, sueh patiencis such lidehty ; and you asL, 
w'liat YOU have that you give liieJ"’ 

“TKoso nro nothing,” sho said, dreamily. “Tho mercy itt-^to 
! t mo reudea* them. It ha^ b(‘eu so haig, 0 (lod ! so long: Htan 
ri Venice it W'lis a Jittle happier. T’ho ]ii'nple speak c>f you; they 
love you, though they hay i‘ beneath thou* breath, because i»f tie* 
fyranr»v. They said you WMuld e -mo in io with the jjjfrtng; and r.o 
—I waited.” 

The wf»rds were siir*])!e, s]>oke!i with tlm to.irs (»f rcenerabeii d 
miguisli heavy on her l.ulu s; Init :dl her story w:i.s told iu them. 
“ ^ho had waited,” witli tho hutli of a chihl, tliu passion of a 
woman: it was tho ejjitomo of tho inten<#o volition and the silent 
jiower of sacrilico that im;t in her nature. It was Ihu ideal 
which ho had onco vainly dn anied ; it moved him now to an 
emotion keen to pain. 

“ CuvStulitt, in my youth I loved many, yet mv youth never had 
Ruch lovo as yours" \Vhat you have suliered while J knew nothing I 
/\nil you never loathed mo f»a* my cruel tv i'” 

“ CYuclty ? You were never cruel. Vou wav* d my life; it was 
yours to take or to leave, to commaml or to neglect.” 

“ Hut I loft you to this lomdinesh, to tliis jsTil ! How havu you 
lived, fragile and frieiidlc.-s, and doWvixJ w ith the dangfji* of such 
beauty h” 

Her face grew pale. Tho past w'a.s torrihle to her,— a time nov<T 
to be dwedt on without a horror of reimmihninee ; and sho would 
not wound him by’ conb-ssing all sho ha<l ondurwL 
“ It is over,” sho said softly ; “let it sleep.” 

“ It will never sle«*p in tiu/ memory. And now, now that we 
have mot, what doo.s tho thought of my lovo bring you Y ” 

• Her ©yes dwelt on his, deep and droaiUy as tho night, with the 
fire of a tropic nature in thoir deptb.s; her -soice was hushed bedow 
her broatii. 
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** How can I say P I know now how possible it is to dio of joy: 
I feel aa if 1 should die so to-night ! 

He drew her nearer still into his embrace. The words sent a 
chill through him ; all that his heart had clung to had been taken, 
soon or late. 

** God forbid I Live to bless me, Castalia ; live to bo my love, 
myconsoler, my mistress, my wife 1 ** 

^e last word left his lips in unconsidered impulse. She was 
his so utterly, his to cherish or destroy, to honour or dishonour, to 
Icad^as he chose, to make what he would ; the absolute defenco- 
lessness of her life, the absolute abandonment of her trust, forbade 
him to sock from her aught that othors would have hold her 
sacrifioo. 

Where she rested in his arms, she trembled from head to foot, 
the liquid darkness of her eyes grew burning with the bewildered 
vieion of a future that passed all which her thought hod over 
reached ; her senses seemed blind and faint ; she folt as though 
angel hands had been laid on her and had raised her upward into 
the light of eternal suns. 

“ No, no 1 ” she murmured, while her gaze dwelt on his with all 
tho humility and all the idolatry that wero in her; “I havoiio 
title I I was bom of shame, they say ; I am without name, or kin, 
ir worthiness. I am yours to neglect, to smile upon, to forsake, 
to command, — as you will ! Let mo he a? your slave ; let me follow 
and servo and obey you as spaniels may ; lot mo live in your sight, 
and havo honour enough in ono word, in one touch : — that is all 
that I am meet for from you ! ” 

The words moved him as no words that had claimed her justiro 
or his tenderness would ever have done. — words that had the 
sublime self-oblivion and self-devotion of Ileloiso. 

Not BO I You were worth empires if I had them in my 
Castalia, there is but one passion possible between us now. 
world, as its bigotry stands, would call that passion your shame, 
unless my name were bestowed with it, — unless tho marriage- 
benodiotion wero on you. 1 have little loft to givo ; but such as I 
have shall be yours.” 

Tho scarlet flush deepened over her bosom ; her head drooped 
till her lips touched his hand again in their reverent kiss; her 
voice was broken and lost in tears. 

** Ah, God I what con I say to you P how can my life repay you P 
You ffJLVO me aU— gave mo tho world — when you once gave me 
your love I” 


' Past the darkened arch of the entrance a gondola floated elowW 
down tho solitary and neglected street, — a vessel richly arrayed, 
and piled in tho prow with a fragrant load of gathered violets and 
red carnation buds. Lying back in it was a form, delicate and 
patrician, covered with cosuy laces and velvets ; her cheek rested^ 
on her hand; her hand glittered with diamonda. Sl^ looked up 
languidly as the boat dropped past tho high and massive aoulptuio 
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of the mighty archway. The gloom was deep as twilight boaoath 
ita arc, yot her oyea piorced it and caught the huoa of tho falleu 
llowors, the gleam of tho golden hair, — eyea falcon-bright, pitileas, 
and unorring,— the oyoa of llcloYso do la vivarol. 

Sho bos found mm ! ** sho said, in hor tooth. ** And he loves 
her. So it oomee round,— so it comes round I " 

So her yongeanco camo round to lior, — her vengeence vowed in 
tho years that were gone. Women may forgot their love, and 
chango it ; but thoro are fow who over forget tho oath or tho de»ire 
uf jemouay. , 


Tho flitting by of that singlo gondola was unseen by them, tho 
of its oars drowned in tho ripplo of tho wafor fxmoath the 
wide slope of tho filitirfi. IIo siirronderod hiinsidf once more to tho 
forp^tfulnoss and tho sweetness of raosion; and h«'r life seenuHl to 
rest in a tmneo divine as that which comes to tho lotus-eators. 
Tlio darkness of tho vast etono pile ciicJo*<od them in its nhadfiw 
and its solitude; tho rod gold of tlio fast-declining sun only stole 
in a single ray across tho lustro of her cjyes ns they looked U]> to 
his. The heavy fragrance of tho fallen flowers weighted thi> air ; 
the delicious monotone of tho water's ebb and How Ixdow against 
tho marblo alone btirn*d tho stilluess. Time passed on ; neither 
conntod its flight. Tho s?in sot, the (Hloroim night fell ; it m^eincul 
to her at once hriof as a in<imont. long as a lifetime, since sho hinl 
found him whom eho had grown to hold her sovereign and her 
religion. 

Tlirough tho gloom, as tho de pth of night fell, a voice can;e ftroin 
ahoY<j thorn. 

** Castalia, art thou not homo P” 

“Who is thatP’* Chandos said, owiflly. “WTio rallii you by 
your name?” 

“ Ah ! I had forgotten him I” she murmured, with that soft con- 
trition with which sho had onco jiloialwl her forgelfulnoHs of Ui(3 
Tuscan priest. “ I was wrong to say I was wholly friendless, llo 
has boon very good. lie is a Jew, old, and blind, and yifior ; but 
ho led me hero, and ho brought me to some women of his nation, 
who have boon gentle to mo, )>ecaaso they knew mo to be homelci*s 
and motWless,” 

As sho spoke, tho old man came slowly down tho steps, fooling 
his way with that wavering uncertiin inov»^mcnt of hio hamls that 
was ^in so pathetic a contrast with tlio dignity his austere anil 
venerable age. A gleam of the white luminous Venetian moon foil 
icross the majesty of his bowed head and lofty foim 

“ Good God I — at last ! ” . . 

Tho words escaped involuntarily as ho rose to his fiTot. ^/dng the 
figure of the Israelito. He had sought the old man far and dili- 
penUy sinoe the night when he had nmnd him wandcaing in the 
streets, — sought him on the vague, baseless, shapeless thoughts and 
^-ho unerring instinct of the desire fbr vengoonoe. 
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The Jew paused and listened ; his quick ear apprised him of hor 
presence, and of another beside hers. 

“ Castalia, who is with thee ?” 

“It isir* 

At the sound of his voice the Jew started, and over the brown 
worn sternness of his face, Chandos saw the look that had conio 
there when he had spoken his name in the blind man’s ear. 

“It is I,” he continued, as he passed up the sea-stairs, ami 
stood beside the Israelite on the breadth of the marble landing- 
place. “ You have been good and pitiful to a life that is very dear 
to me, I hoar. Tako my deepest gratitude for every tendcriu‘s« 
ygu have shown her, every pang you have striven to spare her.” 

Over the old man’s face swept the look of pain and of shame that 
had boon there in the after-midnight in Paris, — a look , that 
hardoned instantly into a rugged iron calm. 

“ I have served her little,” he said, briefly. “The maiden has 
gained her own broad by the choirs of her Church, and the sale of 
llowora while flowers bloomed. I owe her more than she owes ino. 
And what is she to you P” 

“ The only thing I love.** 

A sigh rose to tho Hebrew’s lips. Castalia’s life had been 
precious to him ; ho had grown to listen for her voice, and her 
stop, and her presence, ns the aged listen for the only thing that 
reminds them of tho world in winch they once had place : ho knew 
that she would be lost to him now. Put tho rigid austerity of his 
face kept its reticence. 

“ Love I And 3'^ou loft her to wander and starve 

“ I had no knowledge of her fate. I fad I left her os you think, 
I shoiild merit now your worst reproach, your worst rebuke.” 

“ Pardon me, Mr. I should not have doubted your mercy. Yet, 
for tho child's sako, I would hoar more. Is she your daughter t*” 

‘ ‘ Mine ! God forbid ! ” 

Tlio Ilobrow turned his sightless eyes on Caslalia. 

“ \Vilt thou leave us ?” 

She passed from them into the darkness of tho palaco-entranco. 
Tho Hebi-ew bent his face so that the moonlight which he felt was 
on it, should not bo shed there. 

“ yir, I have no title to arraign you. Yet they tell me she has 
a marvellous loveliness. AVill you make of her but your mistress I'*’ 

. “ No ; she shall bear my name.” 

Verily f And you were ever so proud !” 

“I am too much so now, perhaps. Yet I may justly be too 
proud to mislead what trusts me.” 

“ Ah ! your creeds were never thoso of your follow-men. They 
are not of the world, sir,— -not of the worlcl ! ” 

There was an acrid bitterness in the Israelite’s words, because 
ho felt a poignant suffering ; he moved to fool his feeble way down 
tho $tep«, to escape tho presence that was one continual rebuke to 
him. Chandos laid his hand on him aud arrested him. Memories, 
were rising from the vague chaos of far-off remembrance ; know- 
ledge wae coming to him dimly and with difficulty. 
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“ Wmt I Wo have other worda to speak. AMio was your chief, 
j'our tyrant ?” 

I'or a moment the lIohrow’B frame ahook in every fibre: the 
next, the complete control, the Bteel-liko power of eiulurauce^ in 
him returned, — ^immovable. 

“Thateocrot will bo buried with mo.” 

“Buried? It w not buried; it is clear to mo. Answer mo. 
Y<eir bondmaster was my foe ?** 

liis face grew eager, and quivered with Hwiit-iising p:i*wion, in 
which all aol'ter memories wore lost. The llobrew’s ii aIuivs lievt r 
cluinged; they were cast in brotizo, when he wt»uld. 
y “It may Ixj so. Perhaps your toes aro many.” 

^ “ You oqiiivocato! Answer me, — yes or nof It was Tie* 

“ I equivocn^^o in iiuthi:*.g ; I simply Bileuce. I shall 
it until death.” 

TliO answer wag so unmoved in it*< imn Horenity ihnf, not even 
the man who watched luid W'lui heard him could gatluT tmo hign 
by which to know tin) tiuih. 

“Keep itP And ho tortured you, chained you, curs^sl you !” 

Thore was a inugniticent gniudcur m the old man’s attitudo ivf 
he raised hi.s head. 

“What ot that? I swore tho oath to tho (i(mI of iHraol; I 
keep it becmiso ho spared the hfo of the youth. The* ( loidib s t«kw 
oaths byour(io(l,tobreuktht'm; ours arc r<Hh‘emnd,com« what w ill “ 

Chaiulos stood silent a iiiuinent. On liis riutiir'*, evi n in tlu* fir d 
flirnny of tho desire for v^ iigoauc**, the iippoal could not bo 
Ill) rer’ognised tho gn atnoss of the tid»'Iify, ormi whibd it sbiod 
like a burner of graiiilo b**tw’veii him and tho ju^lir^e of rotribntion, 
the knowMgo of his past. 15ut, og ho ga/ed on tho Il*d>rtnv, tlio 
light of remembrance broke on him; tho cnjw'd of Iho jwiioliyry 
chamber came back on liis inomory ; a great cry broke from him. 

“ AVait! / swear that this darknohs shall bo made light, Yiaf 
were among tho claimants on (Tarencieux 'r ” 

The Jew tunirnl hi.s aighlloss oyo.s, his rugged f,ic») upon him, 
imp:i.s8ivo as death. 

“8iiy that I wa.s; what does that prove? Th<;i-o W'cro many 
cljuiuaiits, and just ones.” 

“It proves enough to me! A Jew firm was tlm largest of iny 
creditors: that tiriii w’as yours. Your tyrant ruleil it; that tyrant^ 
was my traitor. My wi Iilth went to him : ho devoured it. The' 
world ^Ued mo mad : 1 was so, for I was his dm>e I Answer mo ; 
yoqy torturer and my enemy were ono ? ” 

TTio Hebrew’s features were im^notnible a.g tho night; ho was 
rtirrod no more than were the maihles arouiul him, 

“ You spei^ widely, sir, and without warrant. It is vain to 
appeal to mo. I ueiUier deny nor ollirm; I keep the ^ilenc^j for 
which I suffered.” • 

. “ 8ufTcreil !— and for a fiend ? ” 

Sufferod, — for my oath’.s sake.” 

The graudour of tho resisUnco to him wrung his rcvcrcuco from 
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Ohandos, even whilst the anguish, the firo^ the impoteuoe <jf 
awakening wrath and awakening knowledge rose in tttmult. 

Keep it I ” he said, while his voice rang with the might of hii 
passions. “ Kept or broken, it shall avail nothing to guard him 
from mv vengeance. I know enough, without more Imowledge, to 
stamp his infamy in the sight of men. Those lost deeds, that 
hidden usury, that trading in the trust and tho necessities of his 
friends, — it will blast his name through Europe I ” 

Tho Hebrew’s harsh oahn tones answered him with judicial 
brevity. 

What do »you know ? Nothing ! You suspect you will 
speak on suspicion; l^aseless and unproved, tho accusation will 
recoil harmless from tho accused, to brand tho accuser as a libelli&t 
and a false witness.” 

Chandos quivered in every limb as he heard ; tho rage of iustico 
paralysed from its stroke, of truth impotent to moke manifest its 
truth, seized him with maddening mi3or>\ Ho was once agaiu in 
tho coils of tho net that hod wound itself so long about bis life to 
fetter and destroy. 

“ Oh, God I ** ho said, why will you shield your destroyer and 
mine ? why will you shelter tho iniquity you have said you repent ** 
Your own soul is noble : what sympathy havo you with the viliany 
you havo abjured ? Your own saorilico has been grand : why will 
you have so much tenderness of sins that are vile as murder ” 

“I have none; but I am true to him by whom my son was 
spared.” 

What! are traitors, and tyrants, and criminals to find such 
loyalty, wliiL^t lionest men are betrayed and abjured by tho score ? 
Have you no pity, no remorse, for tho wrongs of a life ? ” 

“ Sir, if I had ever known either pity or remorse, T had not boon 
what I was.” 

Chandos’ hand clenched on the old man’s shoulder. Conviction, 
strong, unbearable, intense, was on him that this liobrew hold tin* 
secret of enemy’s halrcwl, and that John Trevonna was the curtM* 
of both their fates ; yet lio was as impotent to wring tho troth tw 
to force blood from the cold black marbles beneath their feet, 
“Liston! I havo pitied you from my heart, honoured your 
endurance from my soul ; but I havo tho wrongs of a lifetimo to 
nvongo. 1 know^ us though tho proof were by me, that my fee i*^ 
one with your master, that fraua and treachery and basenese had 
'moro share iu my ruin than my own oxtravogance. Speak now, 
or — os we believe in ouo Gbd — the law shall make you*” 

The Hebrew tnrnod his blind eyes on him with tho patiezic^ ol 
his race. 

“ The law P It did its worst on me : had it power to make m 
speak?” 

“ Great Heaven 1 crime ^ts such loyalty as this, while 1 finuid 
love and fnondship traitors I ” , 

The Jew’s hronM face grewnaler, his close-set lips shook ^ghtly , 
under the snowy whiteness of his heard ; but he lemained im- 
‘ movable. ChanaoB stood above him, his eyes blade, his teeth set 
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" Man— man ! if you ever loYod> if you ever hated, give me my 
rengeancd ! ” 

** Sir/' said the Hebrew, with hia grave and oaustio qraech, 

l>ewaTe I You lust for an evil thing.” 

♦' No ! I okim a bc^n justice.” 

** Justice is not given on earth. Hear me. You urge me to 
evil 

“ I urge you to tho service of truth, to the chastisoinent of 
infamy * 

‘ ‘ It may bo so ; yot hear me. You tempt mo to evil, bocauso you 
tempt mo to forswear tho solo iidolity iu gratitude that redeems my 
baseness. I know your life ; I know your thoughts ; I know that 
you have loved men well, served them unwoariodly, taught them 
high and gracious things. Wien you hoard my story, you called 
it u martyrdom whose nobility men Boldoin reached : why call it 
now a sheltering of evil, bocuuso your own wish ia to behold tliat 
evil unearthed ? You told mo then I had atoned for my post ; why 
toll mo now I only stain it further P This is unwortliy you, — u«- 
fnie to your creeds. Woro vour passions now unloosened, y^mr 
hfo now luibiasaod, you would bo tho first to my to me, ‘ lioforo 
all, keep your oatli lacred.* ” 

Chandoa’ hand fell, his breath came loud and quick ; ho stood 
like one pierced to tho heart with an oxcooding bitterness. 

“ Sir, went on tho ilebr#3w'tt unbroken, impussivo voice, ** it is 
too tlmt you have a secret of mino that you can torture mo with, 
if you will ; but I have re*jd your nature wrong if you will use 
against me the weapons that I, unconscious, placed in your hold. 
You have passed through vast cohirutios since tho ilay that I stood 
amidst your spoilers ; they wiU have failed to teach you what 1 
believe they have taught you, if you tempt another to dishonour 
because through that dishonour jou boliovo your own dt>fures would 
bo served, your own rovengo gamed to you.” 

Chandos stood silent still ; a mortal struggle shook him. 

** I am no god. What you ask of mo is a god's divine, imparl iol 
justice ! 1 clmm a inau’s right, a man's weakness, a man’s sin of 
vengeance.” 

“It may bo so : yot, if you be true to yoiuw lf, it is that veiy 
impartiality of justice — all hanl though it may l>o— that you will 
render.” 

There was a long silence, in which only tho Iniiping of tho water 
sounded. No demand that honour had ever macio on him had been 
so merciless in cruelty as this, no contest that hod wrung his life 
so hard to meet. His voice was very low as it foU at lost ou the 
stillAoss. 

“ You are right I I tempt you no more,” 

Tho Hebrew bowed his head. 

** There a great life spoke.” 

Then, diowly, with his sightless, feeble movement, he passed 
down water-stairs till dm dignij^ of bis dork, bent form, was 
lostin the breadth of the shadows. Ghandoefethtm^iimaxTested 
He stood thm. bliiid to all around him, dead to aU memory me 
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ono. The blackness of night was on his soul, and the yiolence of 
baMed passion shook him as a storm-wind the strength of tho 
cedars. There was but one terrible thirst upon him,— the thirst 
for his vengeance. 

"Whore ho stood, his arm dropped as though the nervous force of 
it were broken ; his eyes gazed without sight down the dbafb of tlio 
gloomy stairs, where tho water glistened cold and gliding in the 
flicker of tho moon. The conviction of his foe’s guilt was scored on 
his mind as though he had beheld it written up mrough tho lengtlv 
and breadth of the lands ! the meshes of his own impotence for 
chastisement ^d retribution bound him helpless as one paralysed ; 
th(5 human lust of evil possessed him as nis madness possessed 

A while, — and in tho soft Venetian darkness of the young night 
Castalia stole to him, slio touched his hand with tho suppliant ki?s 
of her tender homage, she raised upward to his face the dreamy 
lustro of her eyes. 

My lord, is regret with you because you were too merciful to 
mo P If it bo, say it. My life is only lived for you.” 

His arms drew nor to him in tho vibration of tho passions that 
beat in him. 

“ Eogret!— when in you 1 find all tho consolation I shall ev*»t 
know ? Oastalia, dark hours come on me : you must not fear 
them. My heart is sick bocaiiso of its own failure. Tempted, I 
am weak as water, I am cruel as murderers. I have lived, and 
striven, and suffered, and sought to servo men, only at tho last to 
reel bock into a boibarian’s lust, — to bo athirst with a Cain s 
desires ! ” 

For tho evil that his foe had wrought him had not yet reacbfd 
its end, and it i)oi8oned now the first sweet houi-s of reviving 
happiness. 

it might go farther yet, and close his life in crime. 


CHAPTEB V. 

THE CODES OP ARTHUIU 

In the darkness of large, jutting marble blocks, in ano^er 
quarter of Venice, Ignatius Mathias held his almost nightly vigili 
— ^tho vigil which him but ono aim and but one rewaro, — ^to Jiear 
the passing footstep of his eon. Agostino had come to Venice in 
tho rostlossness of one who has jieace nowhere and vainly thinka 
with each new refuge to escape what haunts him. He lived the 
life that a hare leadia in hunting seasons : the season may pass and 
leavQ the animal in safety, unmolestedtonder tho shade of mm and 
ih 3 ^e, but none the less with every hour must its heart beat, and 
its sle^ be broken, and its nerves tremble at every crack of the 
branches, ^very sough of the wind, lest its hui'.ters bo cut cu its 
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icont Tears would go, and bis tyrant need iiotbmg of him ; hut all 
the same he was never sure but that some a uil task might any day bo 
rcKiuired at his hands, and no alternative loft but to do its work* 
however abhorrent, or to bravo the shame of puUic slander and ptib» 
lie ez^sure. from which tho fominine terrors of his nature had so 
long ^runk as more uuondurablo than death. But of tliis tyiunny 
that ruled his lifo his father knew nothing: ho heard of tl^ 
painter’s fame, of his talent, of his growing wo^th, of his adoration, 
of his art, of his love for his Spanish w'ifo, ami ho l^olioved Agastino 
happy with tho happiness that ho hud himself sacriiied all to pi|r- 
cliase for *' tho lad. ’ IIo wits over but a youth iu tho old man’s 
thoughts, a boautii’iil, yielding, carossirg, tender' imtiired boy, 
won by a smile, crushed by a stern wm*d, as ho hod been when the 
eyes whoseablinduess now kept him ov(‘r young iu their memory' 
had last lookcjd upon th(3 graciousnefis of his early years. Thai 
Agostiijo could grow older with tho growth t)f time never eamo to 
tho rcmembranco of ono who bad luirted with him in his bovhcxHi ; 
ho had etornal youth in tho lovo of tho sightli^ss man. Inhere is 
thus far mercy for tlio blind, that they know nothing of tlio stealing 
< hiingo that robs tho bounty wliich is clierisbi'd from tho eyes that 
cherish it, slowly and cniolly, until tho last ohango of all. 

Ignatius Mathias stood now, so guiding hiiasolf by tho marvel- 
lous competibativo instinct which his * alamity confers, that ho wau 
w'cured from all passers-by by tho jntting-out of tho stone, and Ins 
long, black, floating gai-monts oouhi sairco bo told from tho miirblo 
that shrouded him. If by any ch»4uce a stray inoonboam wandered 
through to tho deep shelter of tho slatuoless nidie, it would have 
SfHuned to any casual passer-by tlut it wiis filli*d by some sculp- 
tuxi^ hguro of prophet or of priest which was iu p^*rfcct kw'ping 
with tho solemn and uieLincholy grandeur rrjund. Ho was listen- 
ing eagerly, intently ; but bis hands were clenched on the marble 
whore he loaned, and his heart achcsl with Uio burden of retiii^rs<\ 
the dry, tearless, hojioless grief of ngo. 

It bad pierced him to the quirk to reinaiu steeled to Chaudos’ 
prayer, as it bad been bitter to him to show un sign of respect iu 
the porpbyuy hall at Clurencioux, when all tin; hruitless crowd 
vbout him had l>eeii moved and awed by the dignity of adversity. 
Vlio keen Israelite could rovrrene^o from his hold tho man who in 
Ids doadUe.'>t puhsions was still ol^cdiont to the dt iiiand and tho 
duty of justice ; and ho felt that ho too had ainned towards him. 

“Itwasavillauoussin to robhim,” ho mused,— “vilest treachery, ' 
vilest mrirder. Ho heaped coals of fixe on my head with oyery on«f 
of his just words ; and yot it would bring him nothing even if he 
know all. IFe were always within ttio law, IIo would wreck all 
the nobility of his nature iu tho blood-hound thirst of vengeanoe ; 
ho would do what would belie bis lifo. I'shaw ! why do 1 deal 
‘N ith these sophistries ? If ho slew lus foe, and slew mo, it would 
bo no more, as ho said, tbau harreti iuslico. But give it him 1 
•never will. Bin or moi't^Tdom, whiojaever it bo, added uime or 
^^toniug fidelity, I will die silent ; 1 will bo true to him by wltma 
eon was spared,— true to the laat.’* 
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Hii face set to stem^tixifltoditog the SnuneaEi of tDenar 

the dignity of fSdtbfiiliii^ which would be true tp its Ik^ ma 
if that bond were fdrgWi byoriBiej lent it nobility ; then the oaustio 
and ironic bitterness in which Ms temper had st^ad itself long to 
ail gentler ihinmi passed oyer it 

*^Why ih^ula 1 care for he muttered* There weie 

thoustods. If I erer spoke, I should unloose hell-dogs ; if I sver 
made atonement by toniing traitor, wbat lives I slmuld have to 
summon out of their graves to hear my mea ctdpa, if I called all 
mymiditors !*’ 

ihe smile was evil on his face, though that evil was more sad 
than other men’s sorrow. His hands had been as millatonos, 
gxhiding all that wont through them to x)owdGr, that the grist 
might the yawning sack of money-lu^. If all hia accusers 
would rise against him, the tomb must yield up its dead. 

A slight sound caught his ear; he start^ and listened as 
Indians listen^ He had kept this vigil long and often, in divers 
scenes and divers hours, — under the cold shadow of green leaves, 
under the driving snow of winter nights, under the broad gables 
of antique houses, under the drencning rains of autumn skies, 
under me mild stars of vintage eves, moving unwoaiiedlv in the 
chang^g, restless track of an artist’s wanderings, content if reward 
came in the echo of a laugh, in the distant murmur of a voice, in 
the passing of a fkr-off footfall. XJnseon, unthanked, unrecom- 
ponaed, save by such fleeting things as could bo borne on summer 
air or heard through winter bloats, his neat and silent love 
endured. A step passed by him ; he held his breath as it went ; 
he knew that his son was nigh. Then the faint sound died 
silence, and the light died from his face ; this was all, all that was 
left Mm,— one moment to be scored against a martyrdom ; and bis 
lips moved in voio^ess prayer and thanksgiving. He breathed his 
.blessing on the life that passed by him in the hush of the night; 
he was giatofbl even for so little. It sufiloed ; his son livod» 


Where the silver lustre of the Venetian moon poured down 
through lo^ ossements of a desolate paloco-chamber, Chandos, as 
he looked into the eyes that onoe more spoke to him in the lan- 
guage of his youth, strove to put fh>m Mm the xemembFanee of his 
uaitor. the thirst fen* hia vengeance ; and hacould not dark- 
ness of a violent and unsparing hati^ had aeised him* Hate was 
foreign to his nature, yet it hra iq^rung to growth toag as pc^ii- 
plants from poiaon-seeos to tile rank soil of Afiuca. Witiioisfoe 
m Ms hands now, he QQuld have stamped Ms life out with as little 
misrcy aamendiow whoerosharattletoake. The toims of a snake 
had mtten Mm; the ooUs of a snake strangled him; m vims of a 
sostDe entered his whbls life to bhange nna wither oonaume it 

The snake was Treabheiy ; and he could have killed the traites 

luatice as man took when the. bw«n 4 
avenges* 


witii the fierce meed of snoh x\ 
fnade alike law and judge ana 
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He B farote to profit it firom bia, ebd it irooldi to 

darken nod mbitier ibo sweetnees of a lore long deniod to jbili^ 
rivid and yolaptnotis no any that had nsnxped hum ia the ywita 
when iba faimeas of woman had made hie jKaradiao. He had t<A 
her a ohild» to pity, to careee. to play with, without deeper 
thouid^t ; he fotma her in a few brief monthB, extremo ae her youth s 
Btill was, a woman in auporb beauty, her counigo* her gemYia» 
her patridan grace, her fiir-reaching meditative thought, her 
endUBinoe of auffering, her fearlcKdiioss through danger. With 
the aimplioity of a child, aho had kit Yollombroea on ating of 
coarae jeats of the peasantry, that she had resented without wlmtty 
compr^ending, of impute dishonoui* to bor and to him which 
had roused her like a young lioness, though idie had but dimly 
known their meaning,— left it, and flung homlf on the unknown, 
untraversed world with the simplicity of a child. Bho wiui now 
abandoned to him, to his will, to his wrisb, todiis power, asking Urn 
nothing of his life, yielding him an obsoluto sabmissiou. and seeking 
no moro of bim or of the world than the one joy of his presenoe. 
Bat the intense strength f)f a supremo passion vibrated through the 
iinquostioning idolatiy she roudeicd him. “ Toco sptro, iwUa elUtde^^ 
liad been the soul of tho rcvorenco sho boro him , but with it ran 
tho burning warmth of tho suns that had shoiio on her fhmi her 
birth. 

It was tho love of wliicli ho had di earned, —tho lovo which he 
hud desired, and never found. 

In those long hours of tho spring night, while tho lulling of tho 
water sounded softly through the i^pcn castmonts, and no light w'oa 
about them except th^' light of lh»^ groat stars abovo Venice, ho 
almost resigned himself to their onchantmeut, he almost cheated 
himself into the belief that tho years of his youth had jwrivod,— 
almost. Tho desire of vougeance, like bofllcd justice, tho impotence 
to cast off cue stone from the granite caim that hud neaped 
to crush his peace beneath it, au these that were upon him forl^do 
him the one lotus-draught he longed for, — forgotfulnew. ^ 

Love its<^ is youth, and cannot revive without bringing soma 
light of youth back with it. 

With her, his life seemed once more what it had been when, in 
tho languor of tho East, and under the glow of Boothem skies, he 
had loved and been lov^ in the careless vivid sw^tness of a poet's 
passions, deep-hued and changing as a sapphire in the sun. But 
when later he left her for the few short hours remaining of the 
nighti left her lest foul tongues should touch her deflmcekis iaoo* 
ceuee, the spell broke. His soul was set upon his veugeanoe,— set 
la the unpoiiBnee of David's desperation: '* How long, 0 Iiordf 
^ow hmgr*^ It seemed to him as though no retribution oeuld 
evu- serve to wmh out his wron&s, and stamp his traitor what ha 
W9S in the sidlit of tho people who followed and heUered in him; 
tt seemed to him as though no justioe that could lend tibo Hviitg 
lie of tins man's lifls asunder,'’ and stum its hiddon vileneas to the 
World ho fooled, would ever cut deep enough, ever readi wide 
ever avail enough to avenge the endlM treachery with 
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which bis fpo bad talion food and raiment and wealth from bim 
with one hand, to thieve and stab him with tho other. **2dy 
God be thought, as he went alone through the stiUnoss of the 
after-nxidnight, * * what could vengeance do siifficiont ? None could 
give me ba^ all the world 1 have lost, all the years 1 have con' 
sumod, all the joy ho wrecked for ever, all the youth he slew in me 
at one blow. Vengeance 1 the worst Would bo as a drop besido aa 
ocean. 

If the means camo to his hand to striko his enemy down from 
the eminence of station and the fruitage of achieved ambition, it 
cohld do at its best so little ; if it could destroy tha future, it could 
oiface nothing of the post, it could change none of these years tbu: 
had Boomed so endless, through whose course he had dwelt in 
banishment and bitterness and seen his Iscariot caressed and 
crowned. Though his hand should ever dash down the brimnun;? 
cup of Trevenna’s success, the uneven balance between them eoiild 
never be redressed ; the world-wide wrong must ever remain un- 
requited, uneilaced. What could give him back aU it had killed 
for over in him r* What could bring back to earth the gallant and 
beloved life of tho old man whom it had slain ? What could rostoro 
him to all ho had forfeited through it P What could make him 
ever again as he had been when its ruin had blasted the glory from 
his years for over ? 

Whore he wont in tho silence of Iho late night, past tho great 
Austrian palaces, that were tilled witli revelry and music, aiul 
fragrance of flowers, and tho masking of Carnival balls, with tho 
gay riots of the melodies echoing through the conquered city, aud 
tho wrealhing of gold and silk and many- coloured blossoms haag* 
ing all alight witJi lamps over tho melancholy and the dignitv 
the time-imuoiu'ed, sea-worn marbles, tho rich, rolling, silver 
cadouoo of a ilacchio chant, Sung with careless mirth and ;> 
Olympian laughter, rang across the waters and above the ^ 
of tho Auhtriun music. It was tho voice of Philippe d’Orv&lo. 

In hi®* Carnival dress, with ita scarlet-and-gold Heating bocl;. 
find the light of the stars and tho crescents of lamps glittering 
its jewelled bTilliancc, ho came down a Hight of stone stairs 
some reckless revoliy, tho song on his lips, the laughter still giveu 
hack in answer to a chnllongo from some fair maskoTs that hnvM 
iibovo, the fragrance of wino only just dashed £h)m the aubum 
silver-flocked waves of his board. “ Vivre selm son caur /*’ 
tho epitome of ** tho Mad Duke's ” life, as of Diderot's ; and, as in 
Diderot's, there was a grand, careless. Titan majesty in this hand- 
some head, tossed back in such fiery defiance, such sunny laughter, 
0 gainst tho laws of conventionality and tho snow barriers of preju- 
dice. liifo was too lich with him to bo stinted by a xuggw 
measure ; its joys, its passions, its treasures, its scope, too wi^^^ 
bo meted out by tho foot-rule of custom ; and while mon w bi> 
own yeai*8 grow grey about him, tho prince-Ikihomian laughed at 
Time, and found tho rosea of his winb-fcasts' blossom never fadinis 
hand. • 

4' ^is Bacchan chaunt paused; a gentle, softened look gleamed 



The Codei of AriAur. I85 

from the flush of Lis brown, fearlm eyoo, M in tbo ihiidow ti tho 
street he saw Chandos. 

** Ah 1 e*eU <of /*’ And in the tonoh of hie hand as it IbU on the 
^ho1tlder of the man he loTod best, there was the weloome of a 
friendship dose as brotherhood. 

Not a tree had eyer been felled at Olarendeiiz, not a pietoro been 
^^irred, not a horse, nsoless from age, been shot, not a trifle in the 
n hole len^h of the chambers, not an unwished sketch in the for* 

* ikon atelier, not a disordered manuscript iu the solitudo of tho 

< trouze Oabinet, been touched, under Philippe d'OrviWs reign. 
With him the«exile was honoured; with him tho memory of *ihe 
<iitiiuherited was kept green and chorLdiod and sacred in the hearts 
<>1' the people, “ 1 am but his viceroy : keep your honuigo for Uie 
uhBent,*' he had said once when tho })caHanU:y had addreiMed him 
oA their lord. 

** So ! you ore in Veuioe ? *' ho said, softly, where ho paused in 
the deeper shadow, with tho festoons of light and tho amlmiues of 
riower-wreatbed balcony far above, reflected in (ho black surface of 
Mie canaL JnUf ho]K)d to meet you hero when I came for thiH 
notous Oandval time with which our Austria Felix trios to drown 
the murmun of her prey. You havo not been long Y ** 

“ 1 came bat to-day. Lulli needed me 

“ LuUi ? what ails him ^ ** This princely Bohemian, whesse own 
^tir>ngth was so superb and whoso oxisteuco so joyous, LimI always 
had a singular compassion and tenderness for the crippU) whose art 
won his only happiness : )ui% homo had always be^^n o]>en to him, 
his aid always ready for him. Tho strong hand of the aristocrat 
iiud often raised the fame of the musician above the envy or tho 
rivalry that had tried to crush it, and not a littlo of (ho wealth 
given to Lulli for his muuu had gone in secret from D’Urvkio, un- 
guesAed by tlie recipient. 

“ Nothing ails him,” Chandos answered, wearily ; his thoughts 
wore far in other things. ** But a singer h^ been urrostod )i«iro for> 
giving some of his music in public,— some song of froeiloni too free 
lor Austria ; and his heart is sot on her liberation.” 

“Ah! I will see to that. They shall give her her liberty in 
twonty-four hours. The fools I Every WTakness pcrnecutod be- 

< 1 )ines stren^h agamst its nersoentor when once hunted in to martyr- 
tlom. And they will not snow that ! ” 

” When they do, human Ufo wiU have entered on a very different 
phase from what wo live in.” . . . * 

Philippe d'Orvilo ilasliod a quick glance on him. This wild, 
heaiUong, insonciaut rioter could read men like a bo<ik. 

” ToU me, tell me ; you Imve had some fresh pain,— some new 
wrong?” 

'^^h^roely ; but I have had fresh temptation, and I have little 
*'u 5 wgth for it” 

” You always andeirate your strength ! ” 

” Not L Sometimes 1 think that were imposrible. Wo flatter 
mrsolyes we have strength, we pride oursoLves on our codes, on 
bu philosophies, on oT7r forbearance; and the moment a spark m 
\ 00 
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oa onr wont p&sskma, they flaie a%ht, and ooiisnime qH 


May-be 1 But the lai^ts too mudi againet the poeedoiut, 
!From them may spnng thinge that an vile ; but without them life 
were etaguaut, and heroic aotiou dead. Storms destroy ; but stonng 
purify.” 

There is truth in that ; but we ore, at our best, half passion, 
half intelligence, and at a touch the brute will rise in us, and 
strangle till the rest. No man can wholly suppress the animal in 
hu]a ; and there are times when he will long to Kill as ftnima l s ions 
for it.” ♦ ® 


Aj ! ” Philippe d’OrvlLle*s fair firank face flushed, and his right 
hand clenched ; ne had known that longing. 

“ Toll mo— toll me whether to-night I was weak as a fool, or did 
but barren justice. I barely can Uul myself. John Trevenua has 

been the foe of my life ; you know that ” 

“Know itl Vos! — a hound who turned on his master! By 
my faith, when 1 see that man in honour and eminence, 1 knov 
what Odorges Cadoudal meant when he said, * Que de fautos j'ai 
commis do ne pas 6touffor cot homino-la dans mos bras ! * If then? 
be a TOgret in my life, it is that I did not kill him whore he stofd 
toupdng and taunting on your hearth, while you wont out to youi 


,, “ You left it for me ! ” Tlioro was a terrible meaning in th« 
bewrity of the words. “ Well, to-night I could have had my ven- 
goanco on him, to-night I could have unearthed his villany to hohl 
it up before tho nation that takes him as a chief; to-night I know 
as though I saw it written before mo that ho betrayed mo, chicaiM tl 
me, robbed mo as usurers rob ; and— I let justice go ! ” 

* ‘ Lot it go I Are you mad ? ” 

“ That is what I doubt I I would soli my own life for justice on 
him; 1 fear 1 could kill him with less thought than men kill 
adders ! — and yet I let it I could not reach it without forcing 
another tO bre^ his oath, to forswear his conscience, to sin agiuln»t 
tlio only redemption of bis life : what could I do P ” 

“Dof 1 would have crushed ton ^ousand to have stitmk at 
him ! Tell me more,” 

“ I cannot. It is another’s secret, not my owm ; were it mine, 
you diould know it. All the laws of justice and humanity bound 
. !mo> powerless ; P could not break through them. 1 hi^ honoured 
roan’s fldelity when I was in ignorance whom it was rendeml 
tot I could not dishonour it because I learned Uiat it was shown 
to my enemy.” 

“ Pow men would have staved for that” 

“ May-bel It was bard for me to Stay for it It is baid as 
death now I It were surely small crime to tempt any one to 
betray a traitor ; it were but to turn against him his own peisoned 
weapons. One oath bioken m<ne or lers, what would it be in self- 
defence against who has broken thousands, broken every tiei 
and jMmd of gratitude, of honesty ? And yet^riglit is right k 
eould not lad another tum betrayer beesiue 1 bfd bemi betnyired 



S ht. Brute ! 


sBf 

l^ookl t(>)iaTamyjtu(a0eolT0ngeasio^Ittit«febftT6da«i6ii^usti^ 
to one placed, in nis own imoonaolouaneae and bf bia own tvuat, 
in me power. TVhkii oonld I diooee F--4o togo it> or to wrong 
himr 

Fhilip|M d'Orrlle lifted bia Uon*a bead with a toes of bia lion*a 
mane; w ^ea rested on Cbandos with a loyal. Hashing, noble 
light. 

Forego it ! Your Tongeance were ill pnndiaaod by any buss'* 
hood to youwelf/* 

Chandos atietohed out bis hand in silence ; D'OnrWa mot it in 
a cloBO firm grasp. They said no more; they understood eacsb 
other without woida: only, as they parted fhrtber on in the late* 
ness of tbo night, the piinoo*Bobeiniatt*8 regard dwelt on him with 
eomet^ng that was wisiftil for once almost to sndnesH,— a thing 
that had no place in the brilliant and heedless career of the ** inaa 
duke.” 

** Chandos, you wore mode for Arthur’s days, not for onrs. 
Those grand cre^ avail nothing— K^xcept to ruin yourself. Yet 
you would rather hare tliom f Well, so would 1, though I am but 
a wine*oup roysterer.** 

As ho spoke, the lights burning above among a sea of flowers 
Olid colours, in crescents and stars and bands of nre, shoim on the 
UH)iune royalty of his head and tho miyesty of his height, all 
histrons with tho scarlet and the gold and the diamonds of liis 
('umiral attire. There was an unusual si^nem in his brown, bold 
eyes, an unusual touch of melancholy in bis voice:— 4hat one 
memory of him was nover to pass away from Ohondos, 


CHAPTER VL 
ET TV, BEirn!l 

Tbboucih the brilliance of tho earliest sun-dawn a gondola shot 
swiftly through the sUent highways, with the light on the water 
hroakisig from under its prow in a shower of ripplmg gold, and llie 
hcownshadowB lazily sleeping under the anmes of biidges, and 
under the towering walls, as though they were loath to wake ^ . 
flee beftire the risbg of day. It was just morning; no more, but 
morning in all its radiance, with the scarlet heads of aaniatiens 
unclosing, and the many-coloured hues warm over land and sea. 
with the darknees only left in the hushed aislei of churches, and 
the breath of the sea-wind blowiim balmily from the Adriiilie. 

Quido XiuUi, where he leaned in the vess^ saw it all with 
an artisPs eye, felt it all with an artistes heart, and wove magical 
L dioanm of round frunx the' melody of the oars. Life had been but 
k oiptiiHia with giving bim the hoed of a ssraph and the limbs 
M^’ia oio bout of a man and the frame of a paralytic, 

w itin youth into weakness and tmture and starvatiea and 
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Qtrcngihlcsfmcss, calling his manhood into the famo of the world 
and crowning him with the great masters ; it hod been cruel uud 
layish at once, taking from him all happiness, all knowledge of 
happiness, all consciousness of what health could mean or 
horn pain be like, all sense of “the wild joys of living’* and of 
the liberties and heritage of manhood, taking them from him, 
from the hour of his birth, and making every desire of his heur^ 
an unending pang ; yet— giving him in one Art, giving him with 
the eye, and the ear, and the temperament of genius, a sovereignty 
wide as the world, and a treasury of beauty that could only li 
cloded when the touch of death should make his sight dark and 
his hands motionless. Others, bohoWng him, saw but a pale, 
shattered, silent cripple, with great wistful eyes, ever seeming to 
seek what they never found, — a man whom a child could cheat, 
whom a buffoon could mock, wbom a stare could make nervously 
and unbearably wretched ; but others had come to know that this 
man had a kingdom of his own in which he was supreme, had 
a power of his own in which he was godlike, and hved as fur 
above the fever and the fret of their own lives as the stai-s 
move above thorn in their courses. lie hoard what they ncvor 
heard, ho saw what they never saw; and to Lulli’s subliino 
transcendentalism the whole universe was but as one chaurt 
of God. 

As his gondola glided now, ho was looking dreamily upward : hn 
was in Venice because the young Venetian had been arrested for 
singing a song of liberty from one of his operas, might bo im- 
prisoned, might bo scourged perhaps, and no came to save her 
from chastisement, or to insist that ho had a right to share it 
Ho know nothing of her except the fact tlint sho had 8uffer«<l 
through sinpug nis music in dcHanco of the usurpers ; but 
had a hon-buldnoss whore wrong menaced weakness, and a purn 
chivalrous instinct oonauered, whenever it was needed, the shrink- 
ing sensibilities and tno physical feebleness of this man, whom 
otnor ir on had called for t^o parts of his life— a fool. The buzz 
and the fret and the money-seeKing crowds of the world passed by 
him unnoticed, unheard ; ne took no more hoed of the stir about 
him than if ho had been a palm-tree sot in their midst, and thi^y 
thought him a fool accordingly ; but lot one spark from the flamo 
of wrong, one^ blow from tbo gauntlet of tyranny, fall on any- 
thing near him, and the onthusinst, the dreamer, the isolate! 
visionary, became on the instant filled with fire and with action 
And for this yet more they chilled him fool: the man who does 
not core for his own purso and his own palate, but only rouses for 
some alien injury, what is he but the Quixote of all ages ? • 

As he went now% to wekomo to Venice tho one Iricnd of his 
life, he looked up at that towering marble and the blue of th«« 
cloudless skies above. Above a lofty archway, out of an oval 
casement, with her arms resting on tho jasper ledge, and the umber 
tl.*rkne8S behind her, so that as the Vun fell mil upon her face 
and her hair ^he was like one of those old master-pictures when 
the golden head of a woman gazes out from a black unbrokea 
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ffurfaco of doepost shailQ, leaned Castalia. Her eyes treiH) gliuicin^ 
above, follo^uff a flight of whito pigt^oiw whotie winga flashed 
silver in tbo light ; and on her face was the look, more aniritnalisml 
than any smile, more intense tlnui any radiance, more luished ami 
yet more passionate than any words can paint, of that happiness 
Which is “ the sweetest vinta^ of the vino of life/* 

Liilli glanced up and her theit>, leaning down over tUo dark 
inonaics ; ho strove to rise, ore the bout had swept oust. 

“Valeria!” 

As the name left his lips, reason and memory and the spu/*^ of 
years were all as naught ; ho was bock in the days of his youth aiul 
his poverty ; ho believed that his lost oiu* liveil unclLang«4. unagod : 
N\ith the Wiirmth of southern suns upon it, and made richer and 
f.iircr yet by that higher and w>fter light it woixj, the of his 
lost dialing looked on him once more from tlie jasper .setting of tiie 
Venetian casement. A gondola, that had 1 o11ow»hI liim frrjm his 
dwelling, glided up swiftly in his wake, and came sid** by «ide witti 
la.s own; from the awning a W'omau’s hand was stretched, and 
touched his arm. 

“ Signor Lulli, one wor<l with you.” 

“ With mo ? SVhoiu 'f ” 

“ A friend to yem, and to ono you lost? Dd us wait a momonv, 
there in the shadow.” 

The speaker who hud arn'sf4'd him h*;imMl from beneath her awn- 
ing, her hand lying on the side of his gondola ; lio (^mld not ses* 
her features, but her voicij was \ery m(d<Hlious and low'. 

“There was ouc*y a Hfo that w'as very dear to you m tho old 
days at Arlos ? ” 

He trembled violently. Tlio 1 ho light of touching at lust the 
secret buried so long overcame him, as when they come, at lawt, 
upon tho gold vein, tho toil-worn and heart-sickencsl g<dd-Hearchers 
ore l)eaiou witli their joy. 

“ Door to mo ? Yes, Qod know'.s ! You bring lJ»lingM oT 
Valeria ? ” 

Sho W'huse form w as lost in the Khupeloss folds of a rurmelif<**s 
habit, and whoso face was obscured by tho hood of tlio order, 
btuopikl from under tho black sliado of tho gondgla. 

“Land ; and I will tell you all I have to tell.” 

He obeyed her, his weakened limbs btMiring him slowly and with 
labour up tho water-.stairs. Fronting them was tlio |>orch <if a. 
church, — a great, grey, dim, noble place, with marvellous carviuga 
of time-browned stone, and feathery grasses floating fr<;m its colossal 
height, and Titan statues that looked blind and weary down fitnn 
thoir niches on the water below, aa though evil days had Callou ol 
them and on their Venice. 

Tho entrance wa.s wide and of vast depth, a lofty cavern, roofeu 
and walled with carving on which countlesa hearts and bands had . 
spent their lifetime's laDotv; and from it, in the body of the buil<K 
, ieg, were seen by dunging dimpses, os the air moved the vast 
moth-eaten, fall of Genoese vdvet to and fro. glimpses of twilight 
gloom w'ith the ethereal tracery of the ivory pyx gloaming white 
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from the shadow, and the marble limbs of a cmoified Ohrist sailod 
against a dark pillar of Sienna marble. She motioned hiti;^ to rest 
on the stone bench within the porch, and stood herself beside him 
He never asked her who she was ; ho never thought of her save 
as one who knew Valeria; her religious habit made her sacred 
in his eyes, and his soul held but one thought, — the fate of the 
one lost to him. His eyes sought the Carmelite’s with longing 
anxiety. 

“ Speak now I Valeria ?*’ 

“ Is dead.” 

Hie word was spoken very gently, but it dealt him a keen blow ; 
though he had long said that she was dead to him,— said it in ILo 
bitterness of his soul when he had Erst heard of her flight to dis- 
honour, — ^ho had unconsciously cherished hope that some day, oro 
it should bo too late, he would find her. 

** Bead f and without one word for me I But that face yonder ? 
— ^it was hers I ” 

His heart was full, and he spoke on its impulse; he never 
remembered that he addressed a stranger ; he only know that he 
spoke to ono who misht give him some link with ms long-broken 
past. His life had been entirely uneventful, and the few things 
that had marked it held him for ever, as they could never have 
hold a life of action. 

“ She brings you some memory P ” pursued his questioner. Tho 
voice was subdued, and yet had a cerUin imperious command in it 
that would not be resisted and was unaccustomed to delay as to 
disobedience. The eyes at the cripple turned with pathotio entreaty 
upon her. 

You must know ^at she does, or why speak to me of her ^ 
Whoever you aje, whoever she be, tell me, for the love of mercy." 

“ She whom you now saw is her daughter." 

The Proven9ar8 face flushed scarlet, his oyos lighted with an 
hiflnite tenderness, that flashed and darkened into me fiery wrath 
that had used to arise in them against the unknown lover of tho 
last of his name. 

His teoth set ; his hands clenched. 

Her daughter P My Gk)d I And he ” 

t< He— led Yoleria where dishonour was forgotten in recklesaness, 
and shame was lost in diamonds and wine and evil lauuhter." 

'*Hia nameP" It was but a whisper; yet a vilmtimi ran 
through it that told without words the strengtii which this frail 
and Buffering-wom cripple would find against the spoiler wd 
polluter of the only life round which his memory, his imagination, 
and his heart had ever woven the if tho vain, dreams of lote. 

** Can you bear its telling P " 

**I will not bear its denial. His, name? and may my worst 
veng^oe lig^t ” 

Hush ! You know not whom you corse." 

**Norcare! If he live, my hate shall find him. Hk nama P ^ 

** Wait I Be calmer ere you hear it," 

««OalixLer! wheii her child lives there?** 
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“Her chfld knov^ uoikUkg of her parontago; nor what that 
parontam is can I well tell, valeria’e hfo grew very evil/' 

Tlie dark blwd grew pornli^ over Lnlli’s delicato foaturca, hie 
lipa turned white aadoatli; uo fifuOerod excrudutiiigly; no nohlo 
was more tenacious of tho honour of his name tliau ho, 

“ ^^ak! Wlio was her tempter? Wlio lured lior lirnt to her ain?" 
“Wait! Hoar her liistory first. She was a iMautifuh heartless, 
way ward, tinscrupulous woman, to whom honour was nothing, to 
whom levity and shamo wore sweet.** 

“ Ho made her that, if ever sho became it. Tlio groatori thou, 
his crirao. His name ? *’ • 

** Patience : do not hasten your own bitternass.** 

“ 1 hasten to end it. It c£m only be qu mduHl in vengoanoo.*' 

“ She lived for a while in sinful znaguificeuce ; but Kiio die*! in 
tho utmost poverty, in a Tusouii villa^. It is a common fate,'* 

Ho shook in Lis whole framt) as ho beard. 

“ A.nd then you bid nio withhold my ourso ? She ditnl in want, 
after a short, shamoful Lfo of gilded vice ? Ao curse is wide enough 
to reach him, if he drove her to that infamy.** 

** It was Boaroo his fault ; she lovoil the fatal power of hor beauty 
but too well. Sho died at Foutane Amoroso : if you nml a witnosH, 
it is boro.** Sho stretched out to him a small, silver, l)eart*sha|^ied 
r**hc-box, worn and almost valuelcns, on which were rudely graven 
the wonls “ Valoritf Tmlli.” A nn^an broke frcmi him as no naw 
it; his face mw white, his oj-ea filled with tears. 

J'Oh, Goa! I gave her this myself; showas a child then, — a 
child so beautiful, so innocent I ” ilis voice sank, his head drwqsyd ; 
tho sight, the touch, of Uio little relic struck him to tho heart ; thu 
hour of its mft camo bu<;k on him os though liveii but yesterday, -- 
the hour when, with many a denial of self, be had trfMurea up 
coins till ho had bought too thing that had l>een tho wish of hor 
heart, and slung it, as his rocomponse, round tho fkir throat of the 
laughing child, who paid him with hor kisses. 

“ 8ho left it, on her doath-bod, with a coniodina for me. 1 bad 
known hor in days ovil to us both. There were a fow feeble linos 
te mo with it, unfini^ed. Tho poabaut kept it, telling no one of 
it, and thinking it of value for its holiness, till a few inontlm ago, 
when tho child Castalia was lost from Fontane, the woman's oou- 
Hcience woke, and idio sent it to mo. 1 have left the world ; 1 am 
in a religious order now : thus it was long in finding me. On^^i 
received, and heating also for the only time of this young gifl'a 
life, my first wish was to seek out you, and leave you te bec^e, 
if you should diooso, tho avenger of the dead, tho protector of the 
Uvkig.’* 

The words had a pathetic and solemn eamestneos. Lulli bowed 
bis head, and pressed his lips on the silver heart. 

**I swear to be both,** he'soid, simply. ** And riois, onoo more, 
his name ?'* 

“ Her lover was — Chanctes I ” 

A C17, such as that which men give on a batHo-field, broke firom 
him,— a cry of torture. 
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said the Carmelite, gently: “you are right. But 
Valeria Lulli was only known to Mm as— Flora do TOrme.*’ 

The Proven^ars attenuated form seemed suddenly to shrink av\\ 
wither and lose all life as he heard ; the name came back on hni 
memory after long oblivion of it ; he had used to hear it in those 
days that were gone, the name of the magnificent, reckless, extra- 
vaMint adventuress who had wasted her lover’s gold right and loft, 
and ^ven but a mocking laugh at his ruin. ' 

“BLo met her in Arles,” pursued the voice of his companion, 
with a gentle pity in its intonation. “ She left Arlos with him. 
She was known to him only by her nom de fantaUie, \\Tiat her 
life became you are aware.” 

He scarcely heard her ; his hands had clenched on the stono- 
work ; he quivered from head to foot ; the fiame in hia eyes had 
died in an anguish beside which the mere fui^ for vengeance was 
dwarfed and stilled as he gazed down on the silver relic. 

“ 0 Christ I have pity. I swore my oath against him /” 

words were inarticulate in his throat ; every fibre in him 
thrilled with the fire of his rage against Valeria’s tempter, and every 
debt his life had owned bound him in fealty to the man whom in 
his blind haste he had, unknowing, cursed. He loved with siu h 
loyalty, such faith, such honour, such self-oblivion, as those with 
which patriots love their country, the one in whom ho had found 
the succour of ^s existence, the giver of every earthly gift thn* 
had redeemed him from the bondage of poverty and pain ; and iu 
him he must now for ever see the foe on whom he had sworn to 
wreak the wroiigs and the shame of the dead. 

The man to whom he had held his very life a debt to bo yield (hI 
up if need arose, from whose lips alone he turned for the sole prais»» 
ho heeded, whose liberal and royal charity had lifted him from » 
death- bed into the lignt of the world’s renown, and to 
whom his heart had clung more tenderly and truly iu the darknes.-) 
of ^ adversity than even in the splendour of fair fortune, was the 
usurer against whom through the long course of so many yoiirs 
he had cherished his silent and baffled hate ! 

The dead love and the living love, the bonds that bound him to 
her memory and the bonds that boimd him to his gratitude, 
wrenched him asunder, — divided, — agonized. Clioosing betw'ixt 
them, ho must sin, whichever he cleaved to, — bo faithless, wbicli- 
ever he elected. 

He let his head fall on the cold stone arm of the bench ; he 
know nothing, felt nothing, was conscious of nothing; he only 
Boemod numl^d and killed with this one thought, — the feud that 
rose to stand for over between him and the man he loved with the 
love of the son of Saul for David. > 

“ Oh, Qod I ” he moaned ; “ and I ate of his bread, 1 was saved • 
by his mercy ! ” 

The Carmelite looked at him, then gently glided away, leaving 
the silver relic in his hand. He never heard her or rcmeml^red 


“It is false— false as hell!” he swore, fn the 
passion. “ No lie ever touched his lips ; no treacherv 
to him.” 
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her : ho Rat in the p^ey (»hudows of the ohurch^ontnmoo as though 
he were turned to stone, silent and sensoloijm a>* the ioIwhI statu<^ 
of the Hebrew kings that had kept their motionless rigil above, 
while tho contuiies passed uncounteih and tho glory of Veuotia folk 


IIo could not have told how long or how brief a time bad swept 
by : ho had sonso and moinory for nothing savo tho one kiiowlotlgo 
that had come to him. Tht> street and tho church were alike 
dosorto<l; nothing aroused him. Ue sat thoro iw in n Htiij)or, hin 
rlas|)od hands clonchod above his bond. Tho lapping of tho wator, 
the warm fu »»f tlu> sun, tho flight of time, wore all lost t4) him; 
tho groat pall of tlio velvet wavered wi;L tho wind, tho gh>ain of 
the white i)a8iiioii was soon from out the gloom within ; all was 
htill, and ho had no consciousnoss except hi'* misery. 

A hand touched his shoulder ; tho only voico ho loved foil on 
his ear. 

“ LulU I you hero ? 'What ails you ?** 

Tlio Piovongal started and slimhlered under tho toiich os at tho 
touch of ilamo ; ho Ktaggi*red to his foot, his eyes looking at his 
'■olitary friend with tlio wild piteouMioss of a (log that has Is'^m 
struck a death-blow by its master’s hand. His bps parted^ but lo/ 
Miund camo from them ; ho gasped lor breath, and find no 

words ; thore, fuco to Inco with tho sa\iour of his life, with tlm 
sprdU'r of tho holiour d(*ar(‘r than liis own, tlio force of the oM 
love homo bo long, tho Itjrce of the old \ engcance bo long hwomi, 
rose in twin screngtli, wri .^dth and Btrangling each other, 
k'handos ga"xjd, uira/Ad ami toueh(*d wdth u vague dread: lie 
liiid hi^i hand on Lnlli, and drew him gently within tho huaheil 
aiales of tho chun k, whore tho Btilb brown, shsiping shadow «le]»t 
BO darkly, only broken by tho pule gleam of oomo white carving or 
tho glow of Home blazoned hue. 

xou are sudering greatly. Toll me 

Toll you,— oh, Clirist ! "flow can I tell 3^iU ? ** 

‘ ‘ Why not ? Did I over fail you ? ** 

Tho worda had Iho gentle coinpassiou that ho liud first hoard 
whou he had lain dying among tho bleak oud rugged hills <tf 
Spain ; tho voico laid ever been .*?weot to him as the cchooa of 
mujsic, welcomed as tho W'oary drought-parched forosU woloome 
the stealing breath of tho west wind : it pienx'd him to tho heart, 
it killed him with it.s very geutlouess. Ifo throw his arms 
upward, and his cry rang nbrill and agonisefl os a woman's, 

** Great God, have pity ! Lei my curse light on my own hood ! 
I know not what I diet 1 . 

Chandos laid his hands upon his shoulders and bold him there, 
in tho twilight of tho lolly narrow flusle, with the Crucifixion 
looming cold and white out of the mist of shade. His eyes looker! 
down in Lulli's, where he stood above him, and stilled him os 
a dov is stilled by its masters gazo. 

' •* You rave I What grief has befallen you P ^ 

A convulsion shook tho Proven^aTs fraU, yielding form ; ho 
loved so utterly the life he had votod to Tongeauca, the life ou 
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tehich in his si^ht rested the crime of Yaleiia’s fall, of Valeria*! 
shame, of Valeria’s death. 

<< Grief! ^ef I” he muttered, in his throat; *‘it is 
black, bumme, endless shame I I have broken your bread, while 

S ou wrought ner dishonour ; I have cursed you, when my whole 
fe is but a bond to you for debts bevond life, above life 1 Which 
is the worst sin, the worst dishonour r I know not I ** 

^*SinI dishonour 1 And whose?’* 

« Hers, and mine, and yours.” 

The syllables left his lips stifled and slowly ; the last two barely 
stirred me silence. Ho had honoured the man to whom he spoke 
then as though he were a deity ; he had obeyed him as though ho 
were a king. 

** Mint / No other living should say that to me. Mine I And 
for what P ” 

LuUi lifted his head: his wasted, misshapen frame gathered 
suddenly vitality and vigour ; there was the dignity of wrong and 
of manhood in the carriage of his head. 

“ For this you wore the lover of Valeria,** 

•’Of Valeria P*’ 

He repeated the name mechanically : it had been unspokeu 
between them for so long ; it had scarce a moaning on his ear. 

•• You brought her to the pomp of vice ; she died iu the misery 
of vice. I, your debtor, lived on the alms of the destroyer of the 
last of my name. Valeria was your ruistress, — ^Flora do TOrmo.” 

The words ran cold and clear ; in the momont of their speech ho 
had forgotten all save the disgrace that had made him the guest, 
the debtor, the alms* taker, of the one by whom she had been 
tempted into the ruin that hod devoured her in her youth. 
Chaudos stood silent, his eyes fixed on Lulli’s faco ; book on his 
tho;ighte rushed a flood of forgotten memories, — memories of the 
splendid, vile, pampered beauty who had stooped her rich lips to 
)us wine and wound the scarlet roses in his hair in many a 
careless, riotous hour, memories of the night when, in the 
studio at Olarencieux, he had paused boforo the picture of Arles 
and been haunted for a moment with the doubt of that which he 
now heard. 

“ Valeria I *’ he echoed, slowly, an intense pity and contrition in 
the tone of his voice ; •* Valeria I Is it possible P ’* 

•• It is true.” The musician’s words had a fleroe, do^ped miaery 
. in them, and. his hand clenohed on the silver heart •• A Carmelite 
has mven me her story. She died long ago ; but her wrongs do 
not sleep with her.” 

Ohanaos looked at him a moment, and a Great pain passed Qxer 
his face. Had this man also forsaken him r Ho could have said 
that this woman had been shameless ere ever he saw her, that her 
heart was false as her form was perfect, that gold and luxury 
bought her love as it would, that she had been vain, morcdleBS, 
evil, corrupt to the core ; but he held his peace, since to apeak in 
his own ddTenoo would have been to pierce and wound the cripple, 
who still believed in her. . 
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«‘K this he tmo,” he said, simply, ‘^you will not doubt my 
faith to joxif at least ? You will know wt I waa tm ignorant aa 
you ? She came from Arles— it might have told mo ; but X never 
thon^t that she hod other name than that Ij which ^e calleil 
bors^. You know— you must know— that the vilest thing on 
earth should have been sacred to me hail J been told you he<Mlea it** 

“ I believe ! Nothing but truth was over on your 1 j]m« Yet 
none the less were you her lover, her tempter, her deetroyor ; none 
the less does the ourso of her shamoloss luo, of her bondage to evil, 
lie with you, — you alone.** 

lie spoke hoarsely : his hand was clenched on the relic, his heed 
WHS lifted, his eyes flashed, and over the spiritual fairness of his 
ftu o the darkness of avenging hatred gat't>«red- 

Chaudos looked at him, and a slight, quick sigh escaped him. 

“You too I’* ho said, involuntarily. “Well, the wrong I ditl 
yen was in ignorance : if it must port us, let us part in peace.** 

To the man who had loved him, as to the enemy who had 
betrayed him, he oliko never quoted the claim of the past, never 
argued tho one reproach, ** I served you.** But in the wordi 
there was a weariness beyond all spoorh, there was tho et tu, 
which once had pierced even tho adamant of his traitor's hate ; and 
it cut to the heart of the hearer deep as a scourge cuts into the 
bared flesh; its very gentleness n^buked him with tho keenest 
reproach that could have pierced him. XLis life-long debt, his 
subject revemnoe, his death loss gratitude, his loyal love for t)io 
mail by whoso mercy he still amidst the living, and by whose 
aid the creations of hih genius hs^ been given their place and their 
name among men, rnshed back on his memory in a tide that swept 
aside the passions of the hour and broke asunder tho chains of his 
oath. He seemed to himself vile as any ingrate that ever stabWd 
tho heart of his benofactor. Tho moment of supremo temptation 
had come to him, the test that should prove wnothor he wiis m 
others were, — loyal only whilst the gift of generous service boutirl ^ 
him, faithless and without memory the instant that ordeal came. 
Tho hour was here for which ho had often longed, the hour that 
could try tho truth of his allegiance, and in it ho had been 
wanting. 

All &e tenderness of his nature, all tho remorse of his heart, 
went out in wretchedness to the man whom ho had arraigned and 
upbraided and wounded as though no dobt of life, no years of 
charity and pity and snooour, hod stood between them ; he had no • 
thought left except tho sin of his own nnworthiness. lie bowe<l 
down at Giandos* feet, his face sunk on his h^ds, his supplication 

C donate with all the swift and mobile omotion of his nation and 
temperament. 

Monmigneur, forgive me f I. know not what I said. 1 swore 
an oath before H^ven to ayengo her, but I break it now and for 
over, if it must light on you. Let my coiee lecoU on my beafl ; 
let the weight of my forsworn words bo on my life ; lol me forsake 
^e dead and ail^ure my bond. Better anv crime than one thought 
of bitterness to you ! Forgive me, for ^he pify of Ood, what the 
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vilone.'BS of my passion spoke.^ If you killed me now with yom 
own hand, you would have right. I should bo bound to lot my 
last broath bless you ! ** 

Wild, incoherent, senseless, the words might be, yet they wero 
made rich and sweet as music by the faithml love that spoke ir 
them ; they gave full recompense to Ohandos for many weary yoa» 
of patient faith in human life and patient forbearance ^th lU \ 
traitors and time-servers. Against all trial, and through nil 
suiroriiig, the heart of this cripple was true to him ; in his creeds, 
the one fidelity sufficed to outweigh a thousand Iscariot kisses. 

lie stooped and raised him gently. 

“ JA)rgivenesa I It is I who must ask it. Whatever debt you 
think you owed me in the past, you have paid and overpaid now.” 

LuUi stood before him, bis bc^ still sunk, his face very white in 
the grey hues of the darkened aisles. 

“No : there are debts which wo can never pay, which wo nevir ' 
wish to pay," he murmured, faintly. Though his fidelity hnil 
stood its trial, the trial was not loss terrible to mm : in the man hu 
loved and honoured ho still saw the destroyer of Valeria, the un- 
known foe on whom his hate so long had fastened. 

“But her daughter?" he said, suddenly, as the romembranro 
flashed on him, — “ that beautiful child, — here in Venice " 

“ Here ? Where ? " His voice, hoarse and rapid, cut ahuiidf'r 
the Provenvol’s words; his face grow livid, a hiaoous dread poi- 
sessed him. 

The daughter she left in Tuscany, — the young girl, — Castalia." 

“ Hold I~0 Heaven!" 

Cbandos staggered forward, as ho had done when the bolt of hia 
luiu had struck him : the sweat of an unutterable terror wa.'^ on 
his brow ; tbe agony of an unutterable guilt devoured him. 

“ Her daughter — hfr'a /” 

The words were -stifled in his teeth ; ho could not breathe hi^ 
thought aloud ; the fire of a love Vhoso very wish was uameleas sni 
oousur led him ; the blankness of an utter desolation fell on bim, 
passing all that his lifo had known of misery. 

The rroven 9 al watched him, paralyzed, silenced with a great 
bewildered fear ; he swayed heavily back ; guilt seemed to thrill 
like poison in his blood ; his face was dark with the flushing of 
black, stagnant veins ; he reeled blindly against the sculpture ol 
the marble Christ. 

“ Love between ui / Qroat God ! what horror ! " 


With the mellow flood of artificial light that still shone there, 
instead of the glory of the risen day, sh^ about her, H^loVse de la 
Vivarol stood ooforo her mirror in the dressing-chamber of the 
Venetian palace that was honoured by her for a brief space : her 
haughty, aelioato, re^ head was lifted ; the grey, heavy serj^ of 
a r^gious habit fell back fi*om the brilliantly-tinted hue of her 
face and the still exquisite grace of her form : it was iho habit shs 
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had wo® at a j»rinco *8 Carniral ball, ahrouding her beauty, for 
. mice, ^ eii\ioua disgiiiso and in a whimsical caprioo, thiit 

she mi At more surely bo unknown by thmso titled muakors with 
wliom Joe had plavo<l tho carte and tierce of hor atate-croft ftinco. 
lly mem hazard, tno caprice had served her well; hor aubtlo, un* 
erring jwit was over served well, alike by tho weapon! aho forgo<l 
and tJw accidents that favoured her. 

Now* her glance flashed a cruel triumph at her own Tofloctiou, 
thfit was given there with the glow from tho nilvor branches ou iUi 
bright hawk eyes and on its arched, smiling, xnocking lips. 8 ho 
h.ul waited nipi twenty yoain, but who had ht>r vengeance. 

*•/ have divorced them!" she thought, “for ever,— for over! 
And none can trace my hand in it, saJvr as ho may, search aa 
ho will." 

And none ever did. 


CHAPTER VII. 

LIBERTA. 

Theue was a groat tumult rising through Venice. Swelling at. 
th** from a distant quniter, it had been homo ncwin-r und 
nearer through tho Hilcnce of tho city of tho w^ators, tho tumult iih 
of a surging sea, us of tho I'oor of Million winds,— tlio tuuiuit i>f a 
iieoplo, long s'lllhriiig and lauuchoil at lust umiinst Ihoir oppif^Hsoni. 
The sound had not pouetiatcd tho dopth of the church uislos ; only 
its low mufllod echoes could ivocli thero, and they hail bo<m unheard 
by those who stood in its solitude, lost in the misery of their own 
passions. In tho clear golden iiioi'niiig, in tho luxuriauco of colour 
and of beauty, in the warmth of the fragrant air, in the hush of^ 
tho tranmiil streets, revolt had ^*-011 as it hud risen in t lie guilt* 
northern nive of lalKuir; but liere, in tho “sun-girt S<juth," it rose 
lor liberty ; there in the gaiini, smoko- sti tied Black Count n it rose 
for wages. Venice was uthirbt for her freetlom ; the north- loju had 
been hungry for so many mom cnins a week. 

They were but the youths wloiso hearts were sick, and whose 
lives were aimless, like the life of Liyqmrdi. tho children of mghtoon 
or twenty summers, whose blood was kindled and whose souls were , 
pure with patriot fire ; who would have Hung theinst'Ivos away like 
tlross to cut the fettering withes from their \'cnetia; whose anloiur 
thoaght the world a tournament, where it suffictMl to name “ Gf>d 
find the Right " to conquer and to see the foe reel down ; who fed thoir 
<^ager fieincies on the memory of Hannodios and Arutogeiton, and 
who refused to see that the nations of their erwn day adored the 
G^ks in story, but called a living patriot an “amtator*" if he 
failed, and sent him to the cell, the scourge, the death of felons. It 
was the boyhood of Venice that had risen. The post day had been 
an Austrian festa for an Austrian chief, and the music, the laughter, 
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the glitter, the salToes of artUI^, the Tnreaths of flowo 
costw follies, had drivon the iron deeper into the eotds of 
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costly follies, had driven the iron deeper into the eotds of tBose wbo 
clos^ their shutters to the sound of revelry, andmoumed^hfo^ 
io be comforted, desolate amidst the insolence of the 
magnificence and mirth. The festa, following on the arrM of a 
songstress beloved of the city, who had been seized for si^ng an 
ode of liberty, had broken their patience down, had drh^^em 
mad, had made them believe once more, in their old sublime iatal 
blindness, that a pure cause and a high devotion would prove 
stronger than the and the granite of mailed might. They ex- 


stronger than the s^i ana the granite ot mailed might. They ex- 
piated the error as it is over expiated ; they were made the burnt- 
sacrifice of thoir own creeds. 


They met with little mercy : in the sight of their foes they were 
but seditious malcontents, to be shot down accordingly, or pinioned 
alive like young eaglets taken for a caravan cage. The smdiers of 
Austria mado swift work with them, — so swift that the hundreds 
who had risen with the dawn with shout of Liberia** upon 
their lips as with one voice, and the noble insanity of the liberator’a 
hope beating high in their fearless breasts, were, almost ere tho 
first eoho of the chaunt had mug through the silent highways U* 
wake the slumbering spirit of a Free ^public, shot down, cut 
down, well-nigh as quickly as seeding-grasses fall beneath tho 
scythes, — were driven as the deer are driven under the fire of tho 
guns, yielding never, but overborne by the weight of numbers and 
the trained slull of veteran troops, never losing their courage aud 
their resistance aud thoir scorn, but losing order and adhesion, 
and seeing their young chiefs fall in the very moment of their first 
gathering, seeing their long-counted enterprise, their long- watched 
opportunity, their long-cherished hope of union and strength and 
victory, fade and wither and perish under the upward course of 
the bright momihff sun. 

The tumult had oeen brief ; the chastisement .would be life-long 
for such as lived under the heavy iron pressure of the battalions 
that foiued them down, through the mitraille of tile balls that 
hissed along the brown, still waters and shook the echoes of the 
mighty palaces. They were young, they were nobly trained ; they 
chose death rather than life in a prison-cell with a convict gang, 
than the shame of the gyves and the scourco. One band of them, 
some hundred, fought inch by inch, step hy step, their backward 
passage into the great porch of the ohuroxi, into the dun and solemn 
loneliness of the aisles, gaining breath f^m their enemies for a 
while, holding aloft s^ their standard, — the colours of a free 

Suddenly, and with the tempest of sonnd without as suddenly 
entering there with the. forcing open of the large bronze doors, 
they fell backward, with their mces ev» to the foe, into the dark- 
ness and the silenoe of the edifice. The burst of clamour rolled 
strangely through the stillness of theawanues of stone ; theeonfiict 
of the world seemed to pour like hell let loose into the sacred hush 
and peace; tho throng of hot, heroic, fever-finshed, tyranny^ 
WTUng lifa, with the vivid colours of the baun^sf-folda flung hi^ 
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abote JbSr ardent, nin-warm^ Ikoaa, fiUed as tihotiglt thsy had 
»pnin An>ui the sealed tombs whore the great of Venew lay dead, 
the giw, caTernoufl gloom of thoporeh, the twilight of the atrotohing 
aislosJn^ marble space beneath the marble Chriah Oruelbr 
wioQ wiad nerer sought the rdfi^ of aanotuary, the shelter of the 
altar, The shadow of tbo Cross. But they did not como here to ask 
for p^lcd, to demand protection ; they camo to w'ith their coloore 
untouch^, with thoir limbs unfotterod. 

The bronze gates of the lar^>r entranoo wore forced open by thoir 
pressure in the very moment that a horror, beside which all Chuudoa 
nod ever borne looked pale and painless, rose from tlio depths ul 
hi8 past to seize tlio one dnmm of r<^vivi d happiness that had come 
to him. in the ttrst instant that its blow fell on him, ho had no 
seuHO but of uiiuttorahle loathing, of sickening despair. ls‘for« the 
abyss of uncouscious guilt that had yawned l^neath him.^no 
consciousness but of the living love that burned in him paieiionato 
as the love of his earliest years, and the dead love that made it 
hopeless and forbidden and accursod, that mado it a sin before 
wluch all his life shuddercil and recoiled, that mado each kiss of 
her bps poison, each word of his tenderness crimo. 

As tho thuudor irem the streets smote his ear, and tbo Hood of 
tho daylight ]K)ured in, he ivas shaken from his tranco of inimy 
:m men uro started fi om u nightmare : his eyes were bloodshot, bis 
iac'o Hushed red, his limbs shook ; he was blind and deaf, ho know 
neither where he was nor who had spoken ; but his hands foil 
heavily on tho shoulders of LuDi, swayijig him book ward. 

**It is false! CsMtuha — her child — mmol Go<l! such horror 
could not be. Do you know what she was a shameless, loyo* 
less, proHigate woman, a vampire, whoso thirst was ]^ld,~"a 
Delilan, who stole her lover's strength to shcMur him of ail value. 
Castalia sprung from /irr f It is a he, 1 tell you. coined to pollute 
and to divorce from me tho fairest t^g that ever lived or lovod. 
me ! •' 

Lulli stared fear>etriclren in bis face. 

“ Lovod you ? ” ho echoed ; loved you f ** 

Ay, loved me as I was never loved. And you tell me a lifo 
80 pure as that was bom from a courtesan ! You tell mo that 1— 

I •» 

Tho words died in his throat ; ho could not shape in them the 
ghostly thought that ho Hung from him as men fling oflf an asp*s « 
coil about their limbs. He gasped for breath, where be stood 
there above the man who had breueht this Icmnre from his post: 
there was the ferocity of a maddeneu beast in him. 

The bronze doors were burst open ; the shock of tho firing with* 
out p^ed through the stillness; the throng of the younw soldiers 
pou^ in. They saw him,— him to whom they had rendered the 
nomage of their song of liberty in the summer night of a tow 
yeare past,— and the echoes of the vaulted roof rang agam with 
•fill) shout, one Viva to his name. 

T^ Sruew his toco well,— it had long been amcnig ihmn in 
v eniee; they knew his words well, that in the poems of !us eaiiy 
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manliood and in the deeper thoughts of his later years haft borni 
Ko far the seeds of freedom ; they honoured him and loved lliTn. 

His eyes dwelt on them a wmle without light or sense ; jhe 
drunk as with an opiate under the storm of disbelief and sioKenii,^ 
terror that possessed him. They filled the space about him j under 
the crucifix that hung aloft, with the sad, passionless, jhom. 
crowned face of the statue bending above from out the daijkrieAs, 
and the white limbs stretched in martyrdom. The folds V>f th 1 
standard streamed above the crowd of upturned faces with the glow 
of their earliest manhood and the resolve of thoir settled sacrifico 
sot as with one seal upon all. They had fallen in close in tlu ir 
ranks, and stood so still in unbroken phalanx. Alone and foro- 
most was the youth with the head like the head of a Gabriel, who 
had spoken in the summer eve the gratitude of Venice to lh{) 
teacher and the lover of liberty. Their weapons were in their 
hands, and their blood poured from their wounds on the black 
mosaic pavement worn by priestly feet. Some had their death- 
wound, and knew it; but they only pressed their hand closer, to 
stay for a moinout the stream that carried life with it, and they 
looked with a smile to hia face. 

One— -a child in years, scarcely seven teon, with the flushed fair 
features of childhood still — stooped and touched his hand with a 
kiss of homage. 

** Signore, wait and see how we can die ; see we do not dishonour 
your teaching.” 

The simplicity of the words pierced his heart ; through the wreck 
of his own misery, through tno sirocco of his own passions, they 
came to him with the weary, eternal sigh of that humanity which, 
however it had deserted him, ho had never, in requital, forsake?.. 
Death would have laid its seal upon his lips, and chained his hand, 
and veiled his sight, ere over ho would bo cold to the sufierings of 
his fellow-men, silent to the prayer of tho peoples. 

That love, unswerving ana unchilled, for mankind, which had 
given e ' noble a glow to the dreams of his youth and filled with 
gentle a patience tho temper of his later years, survived in huii 
now amidst all tho desolation of his fato, all tho horror that glided 
from the shadows of his past and seized tho one hope left him. 
As the heart of Vorraiaud was, to the lost on tho scaifoldt with tho 
human life in which he had placed too sublime a faith, for which 
he had dreamed of too sublime a destiny, so his heart was still. 

■ oven in his own torture, with those young lives self-given up to 
slaughter. The boy's touch roused him ; he looked at the heaving 
mass that pressed about him. at the pale, brave faces that turned 
to him witn one accord in the gloom of the aisle. He saw At a 

g lance they were there as sheep are hemmed into the shambles ; 

e divined what folly had brought them, — folly nobler, perhaps, 

^ than most prudential wisdom. Ho pressed forward into tlieir van 
on the simple instinct of their defence, while they fell back and 
made way for him, watching him reverently as &e passed. He 
had loved Venetia, he had served Liberty; he was sacred in their* 
eight; In tho front the standard caught a beam from the ^Iden 
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iir witliont, and was waftod hif^her and lujrhor by the breath of a 
free aea-wind; behind, flar in the gloom, the altar-lij^bte burned 
dully, rayleas in the blackneaa of the ahadow ahrouding thorn,— 
meet symbola of the clear noontide of freeilom, of the midnight 
miata of croeda and churches. He forced hia pusstage to where that 
banner floated. 

Cbildron, children I what are you doing P Why will you sp'nd 
your Urea like water ? ” 

Tlte yontha of the front file, tho first mnk that 'wouM rondvo tlio 
ahock of tho bayonets or tho fire of tho in\if»kotry with wliicb tlm 
aoldiors would in another inoint nt come to dnro them <lt»wn into 
obedience, lowered thoir nrina as gunnU ^>wor them to inonnrrlisi. 

“ Better to lose our Uvea than spend tl)om in iiHuqxws’ prisons ’ 
Leave ua while there ia time, signore; you can trust ua to di* 
well.” 

They left tho apace free,— the space out into the glowing sun- 
light, into the fragrant air. Ho stood atilb and niotionod (heir 
woa^na up. 

•“You know me Ixdtcr than that.” 

^eir eyes filled; ho had liv»>d much nmidat them, rmd hia 
written words had sunk d<y>p into their hearts. Tho young i«ilrir»t 
who held the banner — hold it with bis left hand. Waiiao the right 
wrist 1^ l)ecn broken by a spent ball — flaslH^d back on him an 
answering comprehension. 

“Wo know the great of your na!uro—ycs ; but the grejiter 
your lifo, tho less should you expose it There will bo 

slaughter ; tho w*orld mu.st not lo'^o yew.” 

IIo heard but vaginly, Iialf wdltiout hoiiho of what was spoken ; 
bis life seemed on lire with tho torment that jK)Mf<r-.sMf d liim, — the 
hideous doom from which his whole wml shudcfer»‘d. Instinctively 
hia eyes sought the musician ; tho look that was in them wuHW'urHO 
to Lulli than if ho had 80 <m them glazed and fixed in death. 

“ Go you,” ho said, briefly : “ I wait with thcHe.” 

Tho flush and light that only stole there when in music lie lost * 
tho foobloness and tho pain of his daily b<;iner, euino on laillisfaco. 

** 1 deserted you ono moment,” ho murmured low ; “ not agiiin, 
— never again 1 ” 

The tramp of the Austrian soldiery came nearer and nearer, ring- 
ing like iron on the stone pavoinonts without ; tho flash of metul 
glanced in tho sun beyond the great bronze doors of Tinquo r!ento 
arabesque; the arch of tho entrance was OIUhI with dark faces and tho 
glitter of the levelled steel ; behind were the dim, solciun, majestic 
aisles of the church, with tho white Fassion gleaming through tho 
gloom, and tho ethereal tracery of the py^ nsing out of tho sea of 
shadow ; in front, hemming them in with a circle of bayonets, and 
blocking up tho lofty space through which the bluo sky and ilm 
air of the living day were seen, were tho mercenaries of 
Austria, • 

• Some touch of reverence for the sanctuary that their Church had 
Pu de sacred firom earliest time to all who souuht tho refuge of its 
altars, stilled their zc»t for slaughter and hold rack their weapons; 

VD 
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there was a moment’s pause and silence. The boy^ptriots ouW 
gathered clobcr in their ranks, and looked out on the hristling In^ 
of rilles in the sunlight of the day. Chandos forced his way to Ui« 
front, and stood between them and their foes. 

“ 0 children I why will you mve the unripe corn of your youn;* 
life to such reapers as these ?** he said, passionately, “ You aerv?* 
Veiiico in nothing ; you but drain her of all her youngost hiA 
purest blood I Why will you not loam that to contain your souls 
in patience for a while is to best perfect your strength for hov i* 
"Vyhy will you not believe that there is a world-wide love higher 
oven than patriotism, — that while men suffer, and resist, ariy\tUt-r« 
upon earth, there we can find a country and a brotherhood 't'* 

They hoard in silonoe, their young faces flushing; they kn. iv 
that he who spoke the rebuke to them spoke but what ho had 
himself done, — that, under exile and wretchedness, ho had not i[n\ 
to the refuge of death, but had made of truth his kingdom, and of 
mankind his brethren. 

“It is better to die than to live fettered!’* they murmured, lui 
they lifted their eyes to his. 

“ True! But when the freedom of a nation, the deliverance of 
a people, rest on our bcaiing with the chains a while*, that wo may 
stiiko thorn off with sui-oty at the last, the higher duty is to endurt> 
in the present, that w'o may resist in the future. Malohittoiy 
nave died nobly: it is the gnater task to live so.” 

His voice, rich and clear with the music of the born orator, rang 
through the silonco of Ihu church, moving the hearts of the yom g 
Venetians like musio, and jHtlrring oven the tiorco and Bullon soul' 
of the Gorman soldiery, though to them llio language of its n“ r- 
ance was unknown, lie had the power iu him which leads m n 
by the inngic of an irresistible command, — the power that, in foru 
widely ilitl'orent, his onemy and he alike possessed. In the o«v-v 
ages of the world ho w’ould have boon such a ruler as Solomon • 
in the sight of Israel, such a liberator and leader of a captiM- 
people as Arminius or Vinathus, when the life of a country Lui ;; 
on the life of one man, and foil when that life fell. 

The Austrian in command, to whom his face was unknow m. 
Giought him tlie lemler of the rpvolt, and wondered wlio this ci»i» f 
wus that thus swayed oven whilst he rebuked his followers. 
loworod his sword courteously. 

“ ISignoro, sunondor unconditionally, or wo must tiro.” 

Chandos stood hetwocn the ranks of the combatunts, unann‘'^l. 
nis head uuooverod, — liehiud him the dork hues of the paintiug". 
within the w^hitonoss of the sculpture and the shade of the vauiu *\ 
aisles, a single breadth of light falling across his forehead and thi 
fairness of his hair. 

“I cannot dictate surrondor to thorn, for they have dono r.o 
dime,” he said briefly ; “ and to shoot Ihcui down you must Uo* 
first thi-ough mo.” . 

The Voiu'tians notu'ost him pre«cd round him, shielding hiyi 
irith their weujions, and oovonng/his Lauds, his ihess, his iMt 
their kisses. / 
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** ignore !” they shouted with one breath, '* we will tmTonder 
to eaTO 3*011. 1 ou .^lial! nut dio fur ua. Wo can iiud eoino way to 

kill oursolvcH aHomard** ! ’* 

He put them gently back ; his eyes reeled ou them with o gmt 
bi.deincjiH. 

“ No : you thidl not hum'iidcr. I knew whnt Burnmdor moune. 
IWkloN, it is only cowards' rcs^^rt. l)o you tliiuk I am so in iovo 
uivU hfo that I iVat to lorto it ? I could not dm luHtor than with 
you.” 

As tho words h fi his bps, throiigli iho ranks of Urn Nddiory, 
t]*naigh tli»* M i'in v( Unvh c>f ‘Usd, iis tho nu'ii in auia^'o IVdi bark 
hi fore her. and s’ut tlu ur^t a'^ido the »ng waa|»>u.s as ‘•loMvould 
hnvii thrust u.>iiio tlio stalks of a tudd i»t inllct. fhron;*h tho 
nu]iaiic<‘ of tlio dny, and tlu* ^doom of tho nbbfil Mono ardicn, Ous- 
falia foivj-d hrrsoll w ilh tho c haiiioj^-hku switlnchS ol h* r luountaiin 
training and the tlaunllc'.s- tliut ran in lu r Mf>od« ikdoi\j 

the Austrians could aiit 'jt In r, Mio hud pioi'a‘«l Ihoir phalanx, 
crossed lhf‘ hnvjdtii of 1h * inuihlo jiuv«'in**ni, and roin iu'd rhutnlo'*. 
wdioro ho Mofnl lu'n»'»t)i lh»' •onlplmo oi thn irnulix. Jli'* f:ico 
gis w white as the nae < I iho scnljduicd (.‘hiisl above* us ho saw 
her. 

“ Oh, Ood ! w'hft^ lo\ o ! ** 

ln\t*hint.inl 3 % with a gn at ct}*, ho rdrcichcd his nniH oul fo hor. 
At that instant u kii go s*onc, iMsj ov-i iho heads ot Iho Modiorv 
bom an uoMsm h.ojd Ijolm- I ihem. mms Innlvd through tiioatr. and 
stru. 1; the colouis. of a I Vo Italy Irom tin* gnis;, « f the ytmili whti 
Indd (In'in : h<Mt-olc<l ih I d.'i»pp d d- ui ; l]i<* b!oW' Imd fulim on 
his U'lnjdt!. A> tlu' I 'in r w*ns ’jutaid Juuu Ins Indd. Um loldw 
drooping eailhwiml, C »-,i.dia auight it and lil’ied rt to the trot, I of 
tJtO OiTinan troops. Her ojos* tiii>«hid hark f>n ijiem with n daiing 
ihullonge; her face was hghl<Ml with tho glow that blicily and 
peril loud it) braro iiutuK's u,** liio Min if'iids wannth. 

Tluui, with a smilo that had Iho InaoisJu of u royal foarlc»‘-nov**, 
with Iho fidelity of a sf*anud that couich to die with il« niaaUT, she 
Clime uiid hU>od b\* Chundos, In r cyos hKikiiig upwurcl to lum, her 
hand leaning on iho stall of the fitiuulurd, liuconwitnisly, in the 
violence of the tmturo that cnit*,uin«sl lum at her sight, her Uiiicb, 
h* r prc»s<3nco, ho drew h<T to hxs hn*ast, crushijig her lH‘aut3' in an 
embrace in which all wila for the moment forgot Uui, huvo th« love 
he lw>ro her, savo tho iovo that nought him even through the path 
of death, 

Koum d by tho echo of that rall 3 dng-cTy, infuna^od by their 
corurado’K fall, seeing her luvolincsH gi^t n into their deftmw, Iho 
V* netian youths sprang forward hko young ]ir>t]ii, their swords 
Circling a&>v(i th.eir heads, th**ir hearts res4dnto to pierce tho not 
that held them, or to peri.sh, Tho Au/driuu ruLsed hia t:\rord :— 

“Firo i” 

f)hcdieut to tho comm and, ^the first I'Uo dropjr»4>d on one knee, the 
tW'Cond stood abovo them with their rillea levidlwl over the shoul- 
ders of tho kneeling rank, tho bayonets wore drawn out with a 
iduirp metallic clash, the double line of steel caught the inonuug 
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rays upon tho glitter of tho tubes: every avenue of escape tra« 
closed. 

CliandoB stooped his head over her, where he held her folded is 
his arms, to shield her while life was in him. 

“You do not fear?” 

She smiled still up into his eyes; she saw in them an agony 
great as theft which tho sculptor had given to the marble agony 
upon the cross. 

“ I have no fear with you.” 

t His embrace closed on her in tho vibration of a dying man’5 
farewell. 

“ Death will be mercy for ml*' 

With tho sunlight of nor hair floating across his breast, he stofwl 
looking straight at tho levelled musketry ; her eyes rested on Lis 
face alone, and never left their gaze. With his arms thus about 
her, with her head resting on his heart, sho had no fear of 
fate ; he wished it, ho resigned himself to it ; she was content to 
dio in tho dawn of her life, with him, and at his will. 

Guido Lulli stood near them. Ho was forgotten — he had no 
thought that it could bo otherwise ; but where ne leaned his deli- 
cate withered limbs on tho sculpture beside him, his oyes rosto^l 
calmly on tjio circle of tho soldiery, on tho gleam of tho ritlr- 
banels ; weak as a woman in his frame, he had no woman's weak- 
ness in his soul. Ho hud forsaken the man ho loved for ono 
moment in life ; ho would bo faithful to him through the lost pang 
of death. 

Tho sudden crash of tho volley rolled through tho silenco ; 1b‘‘ 
white thick clouds of smoko floated outward to tho brightnes*^ 
tho day, and downward through the length of tho violated chni - h. 
("astalia never shrank as it pealed above her ; sho only looked uj) 
still to tho face above her. There was not a sound, not a m(m \ : 
when tho smoko cleared slightly, they stood untouched, thfuigh 
shots had ploughed the stone abovo.them and beneath them; but 
under tho white sculpture of the Passion the young lives ' f 
Venice lay dying by the score, their lips set in a bravo smile, the r 
hands still clenched on their sword-hilts. A voice rang out iiko 
thunder on tho stillness : 

“ Brutes !— do you murder in cold blood P 

Thrusting his way through the dense crowds of tho entrance, 
Castalia before him had thrust her’s, Philippe d’Orv&le strode 
through tho soldiery into tho church, felling down with a blow 
his mighty arm a rifle that was levelled at Chandos ; with his hau 
dashed olF his forehead, his glance flaming lire, he swung rouuti 
Hiid faced tho German levies, grand iu his wrath as a gt)d of 
Homer. 

“ So I you turn the church to a slaughter-houso ? Not tho fir>t 
time by many. By my faith, a fine thing, to shoot down tho’^J 
brave ohildreu 1 Cowards, tigers, barbarians, fire again at your 
peril!” 

The passion and the dignity of Ihe reprimand stilled them for* 
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moment by tho forco of 8urpi ; but only for that> only to roii^o 
thoir sava^o ruthlossnoss in tonfold riolenco. ^Ilroasod, in ono of 
hU llobointan cttprico^f, in tho boat-drosa of a for bo 

loved to mingle with tho people in their own gurb and in thoir own 
manner, — and but ilimly in the midst of «moko and tin) twi- 
light of the buihliiig, they failed to recognitto him; they took him 
lor a Venetian and a rovolutiouiat Inmnated by hit wonU and 
)*y his forced entrance, the Austrian in command gave the word to 
lire again. Tho volley of the second line rolled out as ho stood in 
the midst between tho arddiory and t3n» bcwly of tlio rhtirch, as a 
liou stands at bay ; ho stuggei'<sl sUirhtly, and put his hand to hiA 
l)roast; but ho fitood erect still, his lK»ld. hriiluiut eyes meeting 
tho sun. 

You have killed mo; (hut is little. But kill more of than^ 
•ind, by tho (lod alxive I wjU leave my vengoanoe in h'gacy to 
h'runco, who never yet loft dobu like that unnaid ! ** 

Then, os Chandos reachtfd his sid*', ho reolea and fell Iwiekwtinls ; 
ho hud l)oen .»hot through tho lungs J 

*• If it stop tho carnage, it was well done,” ho said, as tho blood 
pouroil fnjm bis brexist. 

Awed at their work, re(V)gni8ing him too kto, (error- strickim to 
have struck ono h>r wh<»*io fall vong»»unco might k> demantled by 
It natioxi thui novor nlurs its dishonour 4)r lots sleep its tmomii'H, the 
Auntriuim in command, moilmiing kn-k their koUIotv, pi*«‘''.Msl 
towards him, to rai?-o Inm, to succour Jinu, to prole^ti their Isimen- 
t.ilion, their ignorancs honor. Chaiidos hho.ik fnen 

him, and swent them buck. 

Ills bl(x>A Is on youv In ads: you murdered liirn! Stand 
olfl'* 

PhlUp])o d’Orvuh) had known that his death-wound had htnu k 
liim ill the instant lluil tho bull had crunhcnl llirough tlm hum- and 
bedded itself whore every breath of life was drawn ; but tho caro- 
less laughter of his wit, the lino s^aini of tho old Noblusse, WiOi on 
liis face as ho lookoil at tho Austrians. 

” So ! bravo humauity, mossieiira ! You apologixo for shwldirig 
my blood, becauso my blood is called princoly ; if 1 had boon a gon- 
dolier, you would have kicked ray coi^so aside ! No, dc‘ar fneiid, 
let mo lie. No good can bo dono, and it will bo but for a moment.” 

A voiceless sob shook Chundos as ho hung over him ; ho know 
also that but for a moment this noble life would bo among tho 
living, 

Tho thoughts of Philippe d’OrvAlo wore not nf himself; tlioy 
woro witli those children of Venice, who were ja;rishirig from loo 
loyal hiid too rash a lovo for her. Ills oyos gatberr«d their lion 
flro os thoy rested on tho Austrians; his voice rang stem and 
nnj>erious. 

If you regret my death, give me their lives.” 

Tho officers stood mute and irresolute : they dared &ot refuse ; 
they dared not comply. 

‘*'Oiye me their lives!” bis voice rolled clearer and louder* 
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commanding as a monarch’s, ** without conditions, free and un- 
touched for ever. Give me them, or, by Heaven, I will leave 
France to avenge me. Give mo them, I say ! ” 

There was no resistance possible, in such an hour, to such a rin. 
mand, they submitted to him ; they pledged their honour that tU 
lives he asked for as his blood-money should be spared. 

“ That is troll; that is well,” he said, briefly, as the rush of th^ 
air through his wound checked his utterance, where he lay back 
in Chandos* arms just beneath the sculpture of the Passion. “AH 
that youth saved I No shot ever told bettor. Ah, Chandos! rl . 
not Buflbr for me, caro. It is a fair fate, — a long life enjoyed, aud 
a swift death by a bullet, with your eyes on mine to tho liL<* 
Dieu do dieu ! what room is there for regret ? lam spared all tht 
lingering tortures of age. That is much ! ” 

“ Oh, God !— -to lose you I ” ^ 

The ciy broke from Chandos in an anguish mightier far than il 
his own life had been ebbing out with every wave of the blood tLu' 
flowed out on tho marble floor. Ho had lost all elso, — and, at th* 
last, this life ho loved was taken I 
Philippo d’Orvalo’s eyes looked up at him, tender as a woman's 
“ Chut ! If I bo content, what matter ? ‘ The king will eiiji v 
his own again.* You will take from your friend dead what yo!i 
refused from him living. Make my grave in Claroncioux, t'hati- 
dos, — under tho forests somewhere,- -that your step may pass o\» i 
it now and then, and the doer come trooping abovo me.** 

“Hush I hush ! You kill mo.** 

Hot and hitter fears welled into Chandos’ eyes, and foil on flit- 
brow that rested against his breast: ho would have accepted ox ^ 
and poverty for ever ntihor than have bought tho joys uikI tl 
wealtn of a world at such a price os this. 

Philippo d’Oi-vilo smiled, — the sun-lit, careless, ahadowleas sin 1 
that had always been on tho lips of this bright, fearless revclh t 
though the blood was pouring faster and faster out as Lis * h ^ 
heaved for breath, and tho chilluess and numbness of doatji win 
stealing over tho colossal limbs that were strotched on the muibl- 
jJoor. 

“Nay; I tell you I am fortunate. My roses have never Ic-^ 
their fi^raiico yet, and now — I shall not see them wither. P* 
not grieve for wie, Ernest ; it is well as it is, — very well ! Ah 
Lulli ! is it you?** 

He stretened out one hand to tho Proven<;al, who bent over bin 
convulsed with tho unrestrained impassioned grief of his ton^ 
perament ; it seemed to him strange and terrible beyond compart 
that this mighty magniticence of manhood should be laid 
while death passed by his own strengthlese, poiu-rackod frame aa< 
left unsover^ his own frail bonds to earth. 

An intei^ stillnoss had fallon c^vor the scene of tho canisfr 
where the prlnce-Bohemian lay dyiqg in tho broad space of tii 
arched aisle; tho soldiers of Austria stood mute and motionless 
^ the young Venetians gazed heart-broken at the man who 
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prcn hiB lifo for theirs. All ihoao who were wounded lav as atiil 
u> tlio stifi'onod dead beside them, letting exi^^Umce ebb out of 
tiiom with the samo fortitude as his. The tumult had died; a 
.-trkkon awehorl oomn upon the multitude. Above, in the twilight 
of Uu) dim vaulted of columns, the (ton cx>iourH of liberty 
hi ill floated, catching a gleam of light still on tlieir foUla. Hustalia 
h< id th^tm whi^ro she stood looking down on the first death that 
ht r eytw had ever watched, as the purjilo streanf of tho bkmil 
dowed to her feet, and eadi breath, as it convulsed tlie vaat, torn, 
le aving rhc.d, dealt a soiwrato pang to her as though her own hl'o 
went with it. . 

The glar.co of Philippe d'f Iw ulo, growing inora languid now, and 
losing the Hcry bnlliauco fjf it.** gtU!i», d-elt ou hor witJi a gleam of 
Wftndnr and of light. 

“ AVho is that r” as he raii^al hiins«df Mligluly. 

She knelt beside hni*. lioMmg the ^tamlard ftill, \ilule its hiight 
liiiow drooped on the marble. 

“ They < all mo Castaha,** 

lie looked at hor dreamily. 

“ rft‘>taUu ! Ah I you have ovos that uro liko some T loved <>nee. 
1 lovml fjo many. — so many! I.ue hasUeui ♦w.’* t,- '*vvc*d us wine. 
St4Mp down and toiuh mo with your hp-* ; it willlx) a ]i«*tter 
assoiljfieijn*nt than a priest’s 

Siio ht’rvil her eyes to t’haruloH. wUsre sho knelt henitlu hiui ; he 
ly ut his head in Mlenee, thou at tho i«ign from him slm ^tnojMHl 
m ar**r and ne in^r, and Kd her lip?*rest on the I Vera h lTinei>'» 
bn w in the farow(‘ll Im u-.L«.'d. 

He sTfuIed, and tonehe/i her lunr with liis haml. 

“I thank you. be *Midgeniiy; the liu'hf, wms 

fading fiM, out of ius gaxe. lits hi‘uso?> were la^l loMti;: all their 
liold on earth, as wave on wave of his hfo-hhuid fnuii the 

hi-okeu, shattcrcsl bones (»f hisbroJist. lie hlnsl hinimdf slightly 
with a 8iijvi\f!ne oll'ort, and thu sunlit laughb'r with whieh ho hiid 
e\or mot oxistouco was on his f.ico as ho met his last hour. 

“ Your foo waited for tho ‘ Mad Huko's' dealli ! Well, wo hav^ 
cheated him : he will Hoo-tho rightful lord go back t»> his Imritugo. 
It irkcil mo reigning thoro, (JliaudcH, while) you wore mviliHl. Xo 
Austrian bullet over did a bedtor atiXiko. Nay ! why mourn mo f 
I have drunk tho richos of life, and 1 am fq»an*d iho g;iU of tho 
Ices. Your hand closer, dear friend. I do not mil for ; it is nothing, 
xiotliing! Lot mo sco your eyes to tlio end, SoI-'-tha^ 

La veil !” 

And wdth theso words his hocul f<dl back, and tinder tho white 
Sculpture of the Lashion Philippo d’Orvalo lay dead. 


TMiilo Venice was huishod in awe at tho greatness of the victim 
who Imd fallen, and thn vciig«3anco of tvraniijr waa stayed iu 
obecUeuoe to his last wiah, tho Ihiuce who had dnnl for tho People 
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was bomo witli reyerent hands into the gloom of a stato-chamber 
of his own palace, and laid reverently down, with the radiance of 
the morning shut out, and tho gleam of fiineral li^ts burning 
round. A pall of purple covered the limbs ; fine linens veiled tho 
l)roadth of tho chest, with its yawning, blood-filled cavity. The 
face was still left unshroudod, with its fair, frank brow pole in tho 
pallor of the wax-light, the luxuriance of ^e curling beard flockod 
with silver threads, the eyelids closed as in a peaceful slumber. 
There was but one watcher with him. Beside the bier Chandos 
knelt, motionless as tho dead, with his forehead resting on the hand 
which in life had never clenched but in a righteous cause, and 
which, once clasped in inendship or in pledge, would have been 
cut off sooner than have let go its bond. That hand, cold as ice, 
and lying open like the strongthless palm of a child, had mvenhim 
his homo, given him more than empires ; that hand, by its last 
act and will, had restored him tho one lonmng of his life, had 
Lummoned him from exile to the honour of his race once more ; 
that hand had s^^t aside a score of years, and brought him back 
his birthright. This gift of a recovered joy such as mreoms some- 
times hod mocked him with, came to him in the very hour that a 
horror worse than guilt laid his heart desolate. One desire of bis 
soul was bestowed on him in the very moment that all others were 
laid waste and banned as sin, — one resurrection of dead hopes 
^u'untcd him in ihe veiy moment that all other hopes were blasted 
from his hold. It was his once more, this land that he hod never 
forgotten, this thing that he had mourned as Adam mourned the 
forfeited lovoliiioss of paradise, this lost treasure to which his 
memory had gone, waking or sleeping, with every flicker of gm'n 
leaves in morning twilight, with every sough of summer winds 
through arching aisles of woodland, with every spring that bloomed 
on earth, with « ivory night that fell and it was his only when tlie 
* one friend that had cleaved to him loyally was stretched dead before 
his eyes, only when the poison of his post rose up and turned to 
incestuous snome tho love which had seemed tho purest and the 
fairest tioasure that his life had ever known I He knelt there, 
whore tho da^ight was shut out and the stillness was unsUrred as 
in a vault. That he had regained his birthright by the seal of 
eternal silence laid for ever on those brave lips Uiat no lie had ever 
tainted, could assuage in nothing the bitterness of his regret ; to 
have summoned Philippe d'Orv^le back amidst the living, ho 
would have taken up forever a beggar’s portion and a wander’s 
doom. 

AYliore ho had sunk down, with his arms flung over tho motion- 
loss limbs, and his frame shaken ever and again by a great tremor 
as the scorch of passions that he had been told were guilt thrilled 
through him, a woman’s hand was laid upon his shoulder. As ho 
started and raised his eyes, he saw, in the pale sUve^ shadows 
of tho death-lights burning round, the gaae of Beatrix Lennox 
bent upon bim. 

**Ah! 1 lun too lato,” die said wearily. I am olways too\ 
late for good : for evil one is sure to be ready.*’ 
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Hor Toioti wna ronr low; she stood looking not at him, but at 
(ho nobio head that had Mien noTor to rise again, at the mouth 
(hat still wofo its last smilo, from which no chaunt of laughter, no 
melody of wcla)mo, would ever again ring out. 

Chandoe rose and stood in silenrMi also. There was too great a 
wretohodneas on him to leave him any wonder at her coming there, 
at her forcing her entrance into tho shito^chamW where (ho 
guards without deuied all comers. Ho thought sumo tio might 
bind her to Philippe d'Orvilea memory: ho had never known 
that it was himself sho loved. 

*^IIo had a lion’s heart, ho was true as tho aun, ho never liedt ho 
never broke a bond, ho never faii«>d a &ieud f no wonder tho world 
had no name for him but * Mad ! * ** t ho stud, us her voire fell on 
the stillnoss of tho funeral chamW. **rio died buL four hourn 
ago, they say ; and 1— wasthoso four hours too late. It is alwivys 
so with mo !^* 

“ Ho was dear to you ? ** 

“ No ! If he had been, do you think I could stand calmly horo ? 
Put ho was a superb poutlemun : ho died superbly. The world has 
few grand natures ; it can ill spare thorn. Pc^idos, I have much 
to tiay to you.” 

“Ilush ! not ^rfy.’* 

“Yes, hero. What I shall say w no desecration to his jwonce. 
Ho Would huvo been tho lirst to ho (old it, had h(» livwl. 

Bho waited some momonts; thou, with her lace turned from him, 
she spoke : — 

“ Chandos, she whnni you lo/e ’* 

** Spare mo t/mt!** 

“ WJiat ! is she to you ? ” 

Would h) God she were, rather than— ^ 

** llath( r than what ? ” 

Ho shuddered. 

“ I cannot Udl you ! ” 

“ You must— if but for her sake. It i s 
That Valeria LulK was her midhrr.'* 

“ That is tho truth ! What if hho bo ? ” 

“ fVhat f She was my mistross ! ” 

“ It is fahso ! It is bu^^ly, utterly false I ” 

Ho caught her hands in bin. 

“Prove it, prove it! — and no saint .was ovcsr inorciftil as 
you—” 

I can prove it. Valeria LuUi gave her birth ; but her father — 
lies there.” 

Ho drew u deep gasping bntath, like a man who has escaped 
from tho close peril of some awful death. 

“ This is true ?” 

“ True as that wo live.” 

She tamed from him, that she might not see his free in that 
moment of supreme deliverance. Tncre was a long, broathloHs 
*8ilenoe, the alence which is a greater thanksgiving than any 
voids can utter. 
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lifted hiB head at lost, and his oyoi dwelt on her with a look 
that repaid lier for twenty years of unspoken, unrequited love. 

Her father — he 1 Oh Ood ! ” 

‘‘Yes, it is strange. And, yet, whv do we say so ? Life is fu!l 
of wilder mystery than any liction rancies. Months ago, in Uin 
iiyiumn, you bado mo feel a woman’s pity for your young, forsakt‘n 
TuHCJin. I sought for her ; I wished to know if she woie worthy of 
you. You had told me where you had left her; I wont there to 
iind her gone, — lost out of all sight and knowlcMlgo. Tho belief of 
the people and of tho piiostwas that sho had lied with you. 1 
kndw the falsehood of that, and I set myself to tho discovery, lir^^t, 
of her histoi-y, then of herself. It took mo long, very long ; but 
ut lust I succeeded. Women rarely fail when they are in oarnc-^t. 
Tlio priest told mo, after long conferences with him, that her 
molhor had confided to him a sealed packet, but ho was never te 
open it unless some imminent danger assailed tho child ; then, ."itkI 
tlieii only, ho might read what it held, and act as ho might see lit. 
Blio had died witliout confession, — died what he considered impi'ui- 
tont. Ilo was a grand old man in his creeds of duty ; ho had 
never violated tho sanctity of the seals to sate his curiosity or to 
lighten his charge of Oastalia. I had loss self-restraint. I ]mt- 
Buaded him that ilio momoni had arrived. Ho was very hard to 
convince; he considered tho command of tho dea<l woman sacred. 
At last, however, I overcame his reluctance. We opened the 
papers : from thorn I learned that sho was the daughter of Valeua 
Lulli and of tho Due d’Orvalo.’* 

‘*Sbe had boon his mistiess ?” 

“No, Ills wife ; but she bad disbelieved that she was so ; honcr* 
her conceal men t of herself and of her olfspring. The account \ 
her life is very iuc(»lierent ; wTitteii as women write under wro>.'/ 
and gi’iof. It is plain to see that she was passionate, jealmi . 
doubiless of extraordinary beauty, but of a fervid, uncoiitrollo'l 
.temperament, — one to beguile him into hot love, but soon to w<‘H! v 
him, "rivjro are many such women, and then you aro blamed i- 
Inconataucy ! Sho had loft Arles becaust) persecuted by a lou* . 
Sho went to Nlorenco, and there saw Plulippo d’Orvulo. * 1 1' 
lioard her voice in a mass at Easter, and sought her out. A 
passion, ardent as his always was, soon sprang uu between tin ni. 
Of cour.so h© Imd no thought of marriage ; but sne had the sanio 
l>ride that Guido liUlli cherishes so strongly. Sho would not yield 
• to him ; in tho end she vanquished him. Tho mqmago was pei- 
formed privately, and remained socrot. Boasons connecte/l with 
his great. House inado this imperative for a brief while; but he 
kopt her in tlie utmost luxury in a palaeu of his on Como, and 
intonclud shortly to announce their uniou. It is easy to boo by 
her own confession that her jealous love loft him littio peace, and 
must have been unendurable to such a temporamout a.s his ; but 
thix^ughout she speaks of his unvarying tenderness, lavish gone* 
rosity, and sweetness of temper. It is* conceivable that ho went 
back to his old freedom when once the restless tyranny of her • 
pasAon began to gall him ; but she never hint* that his kindness 
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or his aifiMstion altorod. Ho loft hor once for Paris, intendiog htU 
a fchort ab^nco, Wliilo ho was away, aho rtHX'ivod unoiiyiuous 
lotteiB, telling hor that hor marriagi^ had ^11 u oao, ihul hi** 
oquf-rry in a prio«t‘a hud i^orfortnod it ; tliat ho was (aitlih’s^ 
to her, axid alnudy lovt'd auothor. A woman who hud road iu> 
iiatnro anglit would have known a Iniud imporf^ildo to Thiiippo 
dtli\alo; but «ho wuii very young, very inipuh-iivo, at once, a-s 
I think, weak and |ui •‘sun into, ho Hew Ui Pani*; ho hiicl gone tt» 
.itay with \ou at ClaitMicieux. ^ho knew h^ r eoU^iu WH4!i then*, 
and went tlnlher to ileeliiio her niarnug**, or arraign thu Duke if 
ho eonfiwj^.Ml it f:iN«\ ,Sh«' wft>s hir? w ife, hut aho kin^w no iittio v)f 
D’Oivule as thit I In the !\»k, asU chanced, the Jtuko wju* that 
moment nding with the Counte, t cK la Vivarol and other Ittdi*^.^. 
She heard her hushand's laughter ; sho mtw the Wautilai wumou 
lie was with. She knew ki little the worth of the In art aha had 
won, thill f<ho ^H'licvod all tho falsohooda told h« r in the letters, 
'which wore most likidy i*»ar.i*d by tho iiU rtino whom she had 
repulsed; or by Bomo ior-^aken imstrcAs ot her husband’s, liar 
first iiJipulso w'lis to aemiso him Kdoro all hin tru mis, the 
next to i!<‘e from him and from every memoiy of him, and hide 
herself and her shiimo where none could ever i*t?aoh her. That she 
did. She made her wniy back lulo Italy, where sho gave birth b> 
her child. She would not evou b*t him know that slie hiul homo 
him one, Tlu ro i.s litflo doubt that, the hIuk K of what alio bolmvtwl 
hb? cruelty, had unsettled her naiHon. That iho Duke smight her 
far and wide, though unsuc<5es'‘tully, ia shown by tho ddlicullies 
whieh she relates Ik her i * her uvoidaneo of di^ro^* ! ^ by him.*' 

lie liKiid in Hil'oee, his hroiflniig quiek and loud, his Imnd on 
tho dead man’s. 

(Jo on : gf) on !" 

“ Tho remainder n^ soon told. I read this rf»rord i>f a life thrown 
awmy by .-»ueh blind follv, sii«*h mingling of nlu r credulity uud 
mud mistrust ; hor niarnag« -nng w'as eTit'li>M»d in it, lle^ ci-rUli- 
c.ito of the child's birth, und otlier mutters, t^he, of cvui>i% WToto 
hor ubi^oluto l»ch*d' that sho was not his wife, 1 otUor- 

wi.so. H'Orvalo might Lc a voluptuary', Imt his honour w’lm tnio 
as btcol. A false imtniago would have Ixsiii a fiaud im|Missibln l4i 
him; ho would never have bctrayerl anyone. So -I w> light out 
the ovidoiico. Moat would Imvo goim to Inin. T’hut is not my 
way. I have knowm tho world too well to call tho uccuk^hI into 
tho plaoo of witness. 1 r^iught Ca-stalui, and 1 sought evidonco of 
tho niamaps ore I -R'ent to her father, t fouml the pricht who 
had poiformod tho rites, with difficulty ; ho hud joined tho Order 
‘of Jesus, and waa in Africa. With patience 1 reacind evoiy link, 
those w ho had witnessed it and all. Tho marriugo win* j>erfo<.tly 
valid, legally recorded, though its privacy had fa^m k«pt. It m 
€va«y to conceive that, with hn* nature, which 'ovihI enjoyment and 
loathed regret, when he found Valeria irrevocably lost to liim, he 
had no temptatiou to rO'Onen a painful thought by relating hia 
connection with her. Doubtless other loves (mased her ineinory 
away, though doubtless that memory always jirouipted his extreme 
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tendomoss towards LulU. That the union wau strict to the law, 
you will seo when 1 show you the proofs ; and in all i^t you 
choose to claim for her, Castalia must be recognised as a daughter 
the house of D’Orvale.** 

He heard in perfect stillness, the sudden relief of the deadly 
strain which had been on him for the past hours leaving him 

a and si>eechless; ho doubted his own hearing: he hail 
ed joy so often only to see it wither from him, ne dreaded 
this too was a dream. A thousand thoughts and memories rushed 
on him : that superb courage which flaSied from Costalia's eyes, 
that imperial grace which had marked her out among tho Tuscan 
contadini, as Tordita was marked out among the peasants of her 
foster-home, that pride of instinct in her which had repelled insult 
as worse than death,— they were the heritage in her of the man 
who lay dead beside him, the heritage of a great dauntless race, 
that in tho annals of centuries had never failed a friend or quailed 
before a foe. His hand closed tighter on Philippe d’OrvMo^s, and 
his head drooped over the lifeless limbs, the stilled heart that never 
again would beat with the brave pulse of its gallant life. 

** If he wore but living ” 

In the first moment of a release so sudden that it scorned to break 
all his strength down beneath his joy, his heart went out to the 
slaughtered friend whose love had been with him to the last. The 
digiutios, the titles, the possessions that woidd accrue to her through 
her heirship with tho mighty race she issued from, never passed over 
his memory ; tho inheritance that he romombored in her, tho iu- 
hcritanoe that he thanked God for in one who would bear his name 
and liold his honour, was tho inheritance of her father’s nature. 

“You noblest among women I “ ho said, brokenly, as ho took 
tho hands of Beatrix Lennox in his own and bent over them as men 
bend above an empress’s. “ How can I thank you ? What can 1 
render you for tho mercy you have brought mo, for the torture you 
have taken from my life P So vast a — so unasked a service ! 
What word can over toll you my gratitude ?’* 

She smiled, but the smile was very sad. 

“You remember, long ago, I told you I would servo you if I 
could, though it were twenty years later ? Well, I have kept my 
word ; but there is no need of uianks for that : it cost mo nothing. * 
“ No cost I It is such a debt os loaves mo bankrupt to repay it; 
my life, her life, will never suffice to return it.” 

llor eyes were very beautifrd as they dwelt on him in the dim- 
ness of the darkened chamber. 

“ Ohandos, it is paid enough. Ton will know happiness once 
more. It is your native sunlight ; could my lips pray, they should 
pray that it may shino on you for over.” 

And there was that in the words, as they were spoken, which told 
him the truth at last, — told him of what sort and of what strength 
this woman’s tenderness for him had been. 

“Hush I” she said, softly, with that weary smile which had in 
it more sorrow than tears. “No; do not thank mo ; do not say 
more. It only pains mo. Ah, Christ I I have done so little good! ” 
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Am Rpoko, into iho fihftdowa of tko chamber of dcatli Oiatalia 
eutt'red. 

Sho knew no cnnso for hia loop alwonro, Sho bad bomo the 
Rilenco awhile with the absolato imbmis^ion to him that iniiif^led 
witii the passion of her lovo ; at la«it tho latter ('onqiiored ; she came 
to M^k him, came to know what thiH barrier vnxH which had rifteit 
up In'twcon tlumi with tho morning light. She jiuuacd aa aha anw 
him not alone. Ih*r i'at^o wa« very pale ; tho Kutferiug and martyr- 
dom that hho had witiu*s^<^l liail wrung her heart* and jttinvtJ tho 
dejdhM of n nature that had in it tho hn'e of liberty, and tho 
tondemes.s fir tike people, for which her father hud died; bill aa 
»ho waited, Iw^vond the gleam of the fuTioral-lighta, tho royalty waa 
on her which nad aeomed to rest hko a crown on her young head 
when she hud liveil among tho peasantii of Tuacany, luid had mtnlo 
them Kpeak of her with a huahiul awo aa a fiiiry’a changfding. 

Beatrix li^mnox h>ok<Hi on her long in ailonce, with a quick doop 
Bigh ; thf^ro was that in her lordiiaww which fiir |Miswod beyond 
mere laviuty, rneiti youth; and l^dwoon her faf‘o and tho kingly 
majesty which wmh stretched dead on tho bier there was, in that 
moment, a strange likeness. 

Tho heart of this adventurer, whom tho world hod long con- 
demned. had thus much of ruro nobility and solf-forgidfulnoss in 
it; it could rejoice in otliers' joy, rejoice that what it hatl itself 
forfeited still lived to gladden others. It was untainted by that 
whi(h corT<xb s many whoso acts aro blamolcr ; it was untainted 
by the gall of envy. 

Beatrix Lennox* lo<)k<d on this life that opened to tho fulness of 
existonco while her o^n was faded, that would Ho in tho lx>S(tm of 
tho man slio lovoil, that would r» tt in tho golden glory of joy whilst 
ahe herself had nothing left but regret and remorao and tho 
phantoms of dead years ; but thoro was no bittenic^ in her ; there 
was only a heartfelt thanksgiving for him. 

“She is worthy even of yoii.’^aho said, softly; then she paused 
a moment, looking down into the lustrous, meditative, laietic eyes 
of Castalia with a »earchiiig, thoughtful gazo. “ Vou will havo *a 
groat trust,’* sho said, simply, ** and a great troiiauTO ; but there is 
no nood to say to guard both dearer than life.” 

Then, silently, with one backward farewell glance at tho dead 
man lying thoro, sho passed slowly and musingly from the 
chamber. Chandos followed her, and took her hands ouco more 
withilk his own. 

“ Wait. I do not judge as the world iudges. You have come 
as tho ongol of mercy to mo ; you have rcleawxl mo from a nyWy 
passing all 1 had over known. You will live in our lovqKenil 
roverenco for ever ; you will lot us both strive to re-pay you ? ** 

•• You have more than repaid mo by thosti words only. I havo 
much still to toll you,— to place with you. But will never see 
myiace again. You kppw what my life has been 

He stooped nearer, and, looking upward, she saw a divine com* 
passion on his fbee 

** 1 know that it has had magnanimities many blamolese lives 
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haTe never reached. Hear me. Do you think, in view of such 
an act as yours, 1 could hold a Pharisee’s creed P God is luy 
witness, there is no one whom I would more fearlessly trust with 
her than you-, none that I more surely know would reverence her 
youth and leave untouched her innocence. Can I say more 

‘‘ More I You have said far above what I merit. But what you 
moan cannot be. 1 am no meet associate for his daughter, for 
your wife. She must bo above suspicion: she could not bo so 
wore / once seen beside her. No, my years have boon too evil to 
leave mo any place with hers ; but they will not bo wholly desolate 
in fiituro, for I shall have your pity always, and, sometimes, your 
remembrance.” 

She touched his hand with her lips ei-o ho could stay her, and 
hot fears fell ou it os she stooped ; then she wont from mm, — con- 
tent, because she had given him happiness; content, because it hud 
been hors to serve him. 

He passed back into the chamber whore the lights burned around 
the solitude of the dead, and his arms closed on what ho chorished 
with a convulsive pressure as though sho were just rescued from 
her grave. Ho could not speak for inauy moments, but held her 
there as a man holds tho dearest treasure of his life ; then ho drew 
her to tho bior, where the bravo, serene face smiled on them in 
otenial rost. 

“ Your lips wore tho Inst to touch his ; thank God that it was 
so. 1 have much to toll you ; it is b^ist told here. My love, my 
level could you bo more f'ucrod to mo, you would bo so fur hi.s 
sake I” 


That nlgbt, ij tho palace whore tho dead man lay, — the paluco 
that, with iLiOsi- of hia vast chieftainship, of his princelv appanax**, 
would fall to tho only one who ownied his name,-— Guido LulU 
stood before her in whoso oyos tho smile of his lost Valeria looked 
once mur* upon him. , 

“ Oastalia,” ho said, softly, “ you will bo very groat in the 
world’s sight ; but you will not forgot that your luotlior lovtni mo 
once, when she was a bright and gracious child, and I had no 
thought through Iho length of summer days aud winter nights 
save to make hor pleasure P” 

IShe stooped to him with that grace which, even when the ban 
of peasants’ sooni and of a foundling’s shame had rested on her, 
had been so proud, and had so much of royalty in it. 

! can you think so basely of me as to need to ask it? My 
fond&t reverence will be ever yours ; and as for greatness, what 

greatness can there ho like ” 

“His lovoP” addeil the muaician, gently, while his own 
dwelt also on tho man who hud come to him as his sariour in the 
bleak and burning heat of Spain, when both were in their youth. 
"Jiight. TUr^- will be your proudest coronal; and by you, 
through you. some portion of my debt will be paid to hixo.’^ 
Ohondos silenced him with a gesture* 
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** Hush! You paid it long ago, LuUi; paid it to-day; 
paid it when ^>u ipive mo a rarer thing than gold^-^iidtdity,*’ 

**Not so, Tbei’o aro dobta that, I have told yt>u, aro too noMe 
to be repaid like couuUhI roin. Mine i» erne of them. Ij^^t it rest 
on me ctirr, ever. It will bo my lat»t thought, and my in 

mv death- h<»ur.'* 

There va» nn oxcooding patho-? in the bri^T atul Mumlo wonh : 
with them ho turm d and trom the ehuntW^r, Ho locked 

batkoiu^t), himsoJf unsc^ ii, and hin facf» grow puloadth a crTtain 
iHiiig. Tho light that hlaaio on their lives would novi*r to 
idm ; the lot us- lily of whuh tl‘.»<y uto hin hp^ could ii«v»t touch. 
There wajH no bittcrnci-«< on him, no s’li of e»iny, no thought mivo 
u vrucelcss laaycr for Uu in ; yot Mill liic puMi wuh thciv. Nt» jov 
could ever bo liis own, no trugrniic^i t>f Kdcn muh bun. llo 
dwell for ever an exile ft. un that golden world in uhith m'*n for 
awhile forg«!t tU.it no (ii< .mn hi-t. Had it Uhmi his to giNo* ho 
would ha\o poured on them th * glorj' (d tho lihw.f hut in 

tbtjsr love ho Miw all his own hto hud inis-t-d, all his own lilb for 
ever w'tt8 ilcnied. 

As he went )>ack alone into his dewdatu la ira*, intu llo» muMc- 
iCK.»m whore the things of his heart wore, it was ch>e\» m shada; 
only acioKM the keys of tho organ at tho vva\ a white jnno light 
Was stjcnming from iho rayn •»! a 1 unp that swung aho>*>. 

A euiilo eufriq on his lips h» h-* ruw it; to him tl w*is n. uu 
allegory, Ueuvon-j aint^*d. 

"Alone! while 1 Vou^’* In- iMunnun'tl. 

The artist was tnn* to his g.-riu ; i n l.i <*w it a greuS^r gift tl.an 
happiness ; and as )<> iiunds wj iait icd hy instimt over tlie lamihMr 
notes, tho power oi Kis kingdom cumo to him, tlie ptin,H?on of Iok 
jn stipss w;is on him, and t)i« grandeur • 1 the in* hsly »ur!hd out 
to miiiglo with the night, diMnoas ^.oiiMdation, Juo us vi^duiy. 


CIIAITKU VIII. 

Li.x TAUoXrs. 

WiTlT tho huiiH-t a elonn had broken ov*’r Venice, r<dllng its 
tuiuual mass for the houls of thoso who had diMi for liberty. At 
inidinght it lulled somow'hat; the thunder grew imire distuut, ant), 
died away ill lows hoarse arip'r; sheet h of heavy ram suemded, 
and through tho hot sulphurous air the wind aroj^y in fitful mul 
tcmpcHtuous gusfs. III its violence, the Jew kept his patient vigil. 

•All through the day ho had heard tho noi«c» of th«> luumit, tho 
echoes of tho tiring, the shrieks of women, the ebsh of swords ; ho 
bad heard tho t^^rror-strickeu stillne-,-i that fell over ilu: dty wli^^n 
a giSMt man W'us slain : ho had heard the umruiur of man v tongmst, 
that told hiiu many' htraimo, ronUkliug talcs. And his heart- 
ill at rest : bo foared for nis eon. Pualb had Wen abroad in tho 
btT»>ots; death hod amitten the umticcnt with the guilty : whom 
tnio'bt ' ' uot have toui.hetl 'f Aa siooii os doikm&e gavo him tho 
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safety a&d iiecrdcy that to 0s 1[Q ba ke^ bo mads 

bis vroj to the place nrhere his son dpVelt* Hebeedea jieitiherthe 
fuxy of the winds nor the heat oif the rain ; be t|u>wht tote pass- 
ing st^pnd, some echo of a Toice, some stray worn home to^ his 
eager ear, zhight tell him what he sought JB'rom sunSht to mid* 
niiht he waited in the shadow of the stone-work, waited and 
limned. Darkness and light were alike to him; no sun-rays ever 

E ierced the gloom before his sight, even when the heat of noon told 
im the golden glow that shone on all the world, domed alone to 
him and to the Legion of the Blind. 

He stood and listened, his long white hair blown back in tbo 
wild wind, the rushing storm ^ driving rain beaten against him 
unheeded ; he waited to hear tne one stop that should tell him the 
son he loved still lived : to know that he was near, to be conscious 
of his presence for one fleeting moment, were enough for the great 
patient heart of the Hebrew. 

For these only he watched now, — watched in vain. No sound 
repaid him ; hours had passed, and there had been nothing. Tho 
storm hod drenched his garments, and his snowy beard was heavy 
with water; still he listened,— listened so eagerly that the cantion 
he had exercised so long to remain unseen was forgotten as ho 
leaned out from the shadow, hearkening in the rush or tho rain for 
the footfall he knew so well. He forgot that the darkness which 
veiled the world from him could not shroud him from sight; he 
could not tell that tho wavering light of the lamp which swung 
above from the doorway near feu on his olive brow, upturned os 
though in the Psalmist’s weariness of prayer. He hod worn tho 
fetters of his taskmaster so long ; he had so long borne the burden 
and the weight of this iron silence bound on him ; death seemed so 
long in its coming! It took the young, the beloved, the fair, tbo 
child from its mother’s bosom, the beauty of youth from the lover’s 
embrace, tho glory of manhoc^ from its fruitage of ambition, from 
its harvest of labour ; and it would not come to him, but left him 
here, poor, old, sightless, solitary, alone in the midst of all the 
peopm oarth. 

.£nd yet there was a vague hope in his soul to-night : ho felt as 
though death wore not far from him, as though the release dt ite 
sweet pity would soon stoop to him, and tou^ him, and hid his 
bitterness cease ; and ere it came, he longed to hear once more his 
dvUng’s step,'— to feel once more near him the existence bom of 
his dead love,— tho heart to which once he had been deer. He hncl 
strength in him to be silent unto death, to accept his martyrdom 
aAd bwr it onward to his grave, untold to any living thing: all he 
asked was to listen once to a single living emo of his lost sob’s 
Tcioe. Through the hush of tho midnight me beat of oars trembled; 
a gondola graW against the stairs. It came,— that sound which 
tinned through the rayless darkness which was ever around him, 
as |t never trembled on any ear whose sense was linked with the 
power of ^ght,<— that sound of Agostiiio’fi voice, ae it spoke to the 
DOat^nen,— mat sound which was the sole joy left to the Uind. 
Bil eon came toward him nearer and nearer up ^ wet stone 
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; he leaned forward, knowing not how tho ligltt «hono down 3 
on bis fbcoi end an uu^poken btoii^injfr trexoblfnl on mn iu tho 
tongue of the jmtrmrohs of Judea: if ho dii4 to-n%ht, ho would 
have prayed with his last breath for tho sou of tho love of his 
Tonth, 


Tho footfidl paused ; it wits bosido him now, so close (hat ho 
could hear every breath. A loud, wild cry the 

Ago*-tiuo biu'k. whiW->»tnekou, ghastly im Hatd 

in fho cavo of Kndor A laosnfnt, and ho gar^nl ihoro piirulyml 
with H]wctral awi*, wuh horror ; tlr n, unwitting what 

hotlid, HiuificU H, aud brea’bi^^Hs*. a»' ’ 'jmstrat*'. ho foil cluu'u at tho 
old m\Jkii6 foot in tho *'f lus eluMhiKHl. 

“ Father ! father ! J'miI ur living, lor Iho love of Chnl forgive mo 

The llobivw blo'iJ alt-ivo in tho lUt koring bluwlowy light ; and on 
his faro Ilnao >v.v^ th * ntrifo of u h-mblo noitlirt. Ail his wail 
yoarned to tho man tlung tht u iii that pa^iniionuto prayer iit his 
foot: yet f«»r his ver\ buko ho inu>t deny Inin ! 

**I do not know you,'* ho i^ud, and Iuh \oico tnanbU^l tk^rely, 
'‘None call futhiT.'’ 

Thom have bisni horoisms far lof.s noblo Uinn this <ino homir U«, 


Agrxstmo kx^kyil up, his fuco uU (lubhvsl with warmth, iiis oyrji 
alight >vi#h bowildrroil, quos!it»ning niiia/o ; fho voi(ri», orio* In aVd, 
Ihito hark a fhcm.^Iid inomojirs of by-gone yoara. Thu worths 
migXt dony, but tho v^im hh.b-dHl him. 

' Forgi\e mo I ’ he ii:»jiloi» d, M arro consrious of whsf h<* naid, 
hat romombcving iilono tho bin wnth which ho hud wrung tho old 
mau d hoaiit ho long ago in the dava of his boyhomi,— tho hin w hich 
had pursued him over since. “,’tVhother you eoino to >m» in spirit 
or in life, conr only to ino in pardon, by tho lf»vo you biro mol" 
The Hebrew Htiiod mute and inolionh'SH, hi 4 tall nnd vvaMod 
frame swajing like a rm3d, hi« faco changing with «witt and wn- 
controllablo omotiouH. und«*r tho force of thoimjibtriag conjiuatnun 
Hw sightless e 5'08 gazed instinctively dowti his wui; hut 

th«nr bliudi^oss gave thorn, to Agontino, a look unearthly and witli* 
out sense. 

" Fathor ! smak, O OtKl !" ho cried, **ot you will kill tno‘» * 

Tho iniinite lovo restraiuod in liim broke through tho rigid fixity 
of the old man’s set features as the sun broaka thn>ugh the dark* 
ness of a winter dawn ; his honcts were stretched out s^n^king to 
touch the beloved head lifted to him ; bo could hidd his silence ua 
morr>, — no more bo as one dead to tlie son who kiu»w liiin still. 

Ills answer trcmbliHl, bmder buyond alt wokIm, through the 
sigbiiig of tho wild winds and tho of the beating raiin 

“ Agoatijio! my child! what have / to laudon? llise, rii^e; 

E ide my hamls to yod ; let my anna feel you idre 1 die 1 You 
ve your mother’s face, and 1 cimnot beliola it ; I am blind i ^ , 


In the dim light of the chamber within^ kneeling at the old 
man's feet reverently as ever Isaac knelt at the feet of Abi^^hamt 
Ago^tino heard his fsther^e biotoiyi heard fiiivfldinf 
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torture, his breath caught by sobs, his kiss touching 

hands that were to him as the hands of a martyr^ t^tsiu 

his eyes that never left, their gaze upon those in VhoOe dark* 

noss ne could still read love. He heard to the end. 

when ho had heard, he wept conyulsiyely ; the torrent of his agony 

loosened. 

** You have borne this martyrdom through him ! this curse for 
his sake 

** Silence ! Ilis name is sacred to mo. My son, he had mercy ; 
ho spared you.” 

Agostiuo sprang to his feet as an arrow springs from the bow. 

“ Spared me ? Oh, God, you have thought that ? ” 

The old man bent his head with the patient dignity with which 
he had over homo the burden laid upon him. 

*^He spared you; yosl For it 1 bless his name. My lito 
mattered nothing.” 

“Spared mo? lie cursed me from my youth up!” his voice 
rang as steel rings : tho bondago of half a life was broken at last. 
“ lie loosed mo from tho law’s chastisement to break mo down into 
slavery worse than tho worst tortui-os tho sternest law over dealt 
yet. He lot me escape a moment to fetter me for un eternity. 
He traded in my misery ; ho traded in niy crime. Ho sot mo to 
do the 'idlest work, and, when 1 shrunk from it, threatened iiu) 
with my buried sin. lie made my life one endless dread; ho 
never lot mo know one moment’s peace, one hour’s socuri^. Ah, 
Heaven ! why do I speak of it as past 1 He does it still. I urn hi^ 
tool, his sort*, his hound. Eveiy day I wake, I know that I may 
rise only to bo commanded some fresh infamy to serve him ! ” 

The old man, os ho hoard, rose also, and stood erect; hia 
sunken eyes filled with tho fire of his dead manhood, his mouth si^t 
like a vice ; years of living vigour, of mighty strength, seeuiod 
poured into ms veins : his olive face was dai'k as night. 

Wluiu ? ho Wtt.s faithless to me ? You have sufi'erod ? ” 

** Sutferod 1 It is no word for what I havo borno tlirough him. 
^ut what is his crime to mo, beside his crime to you ? I was 
guilty, I merited my purdshmont ; but you, — you who ondujv'd 
indignity and torment for piy sake and for his. you who had no 
error, save too iirm a loyalty to him, too noble a tendeme^ to 
mo 1” 

His voice fell in a deep tearless sob ; he had the heart of a 
woman, and his father’s sacrifice was holy in his sight as any 
nurt>n'dom. 

“ He has been your tyrant ? ” . 

question was hara as iron. 

' what matters that? It is nothing beside wmr cap- 

tivity!” 

“ xes ! By it my bonds are loosed ; by it my oath is broken. 
He haa had my patience long, xny truth long, my servitude long ; 
now he shall haVe my justice.” 

jffisirhok height was erect, his blind ew blaioed with fire, his 
arm ww eir tetmtidved in imprecation; he stood like one oC the 
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of his own Baloatinei cursing in tho name of JehoToli n 
loatite hoi^ on ingrato land* 

Agosimo, looki^ nnword* canpht ,tlio same £lre fhnn Kim, 
oanm the kindling glow of liberty and of rorenge. lie had 
wnU>ed and rebelliid under bia own bonda, though ever onjy to 
more hopelraaly under the fottora ; but bidbro the murl^nmiu 
of bin hithor thire roeo in Itim that nobler mgo for un<»thor*a 
wrong which would have made him content h) porj«h luiiUMc»lfi if in 
bia fall be could have dragged down bia tj'runt : it is the emotion 
which makes tynuinicidea, #* 

“Ay I ” ho cri*"d p«s^iollatoly, “lot uh bo nvtMjgod if the power 
bo Jjfill w ith Its. Let him shame nw. ruin mo, kill uu« ; but lot wm 
SCO him .struck down ore 1 die. Ifin guilty iOcittUi have boon tho 
curse of both our lives ; lot them bo told against him 1 f waul 
uupotont ; but you “ 

The U^^uro of tho iigi^l llclrntw toworrd in tho gloom, and on hw 
(aco vfii'i tho **toru nithleas ju<»tw*^ of th*» Mnwaic law. 

“ As ho dualt with us, so will I di^il with him ; there in no boxid 
with traitors. An eye for an <»yo, a liKith for a tooth. It is jiisi:. 
Oo ! fcirh tho mon ho strove hardest to dcHtiXiy. Ho is in Voriico ; 
bnng him b ro.” 

Tho weaker nature of his son tremhled as ho fouidusl, at last, the 
libe rty, tho atote iuont, the avongtng blow for wKicb lie had 
long Ihirsttsh 'Jlio .shivo hntl f.»e€‘n a alave iso lung, he IromhliHl 
before tho d.iring th it would loos*> his clniins. 

“ But uuly to have sliarcd such infamy waa no vile! I caunot 
hour that Ae shoiiM know us its orcoiuphces — — 

“Silonue! What matter r' Wo woni bi^a»t.s of burden; wo 
aimed what loads our inaHter laid on ua,— dead men or blowl- 
stuiucil weaixius. Uo; bring him t|uickly !— quickly I Ho you 
hear 'i *’ 

An ashen huo stole over tho bronr/j of his face, his lips wore 
pressed in a stmigUt lino under the ilciwing of bis iKiord, his hands 
moval with a swiil impatiout movement. Augostino looked up at 
him in fear. 

“ Father ! wait You are too weak.” 

Tho nlcl man’s voice rang, stem and imperious, across his own. 

“ 1 shall be strong to do this ore 1 die. Uo to him ; tell him I 
will give him his veggeanco. Oo to him ; 1 command you^bring 
him hero.” 

The indexible command brooked no disobedienoe ; it swayodbis 
listener with the old force of the Jewish parental iMWer. Agostiuo 
^ was once more the youth before his father a might, under his jaihor's 
*hand. He dared dispute no longen 

The old man sat. and waited* Homente seemed hours to 
the dame of bis life was burning low, ho dreaded lest it dumld die 
'mt ere it should have time to shine upon his vengeance and light 
she fires that would ^B^our his tynnf s lame lum emmble it to 
ashes in the sight of men. His pulse beat Ihintly, Us heart was 
oppressed, his bml»i felt chill os ice ; but he had said that he had 
•tmmgth ip him to do this thing ere he passed avraj among, the 
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vauifiLed crowds ; and he sat there with his eats straininff eagerly, 
his Ups braced, liis whole force strung, to keep him in &e powers 
of thought and speech and memory, on which his hold was now 
slackemng. 

His, son knelt near him; he had sent the bidding to the one 
whom it summoned, and he crouched near like a beaten dog. For 
the moment, he had panted to break his bonds at any cost; but the 
vehemence of that impulse had its reaction; he felt sick with 
shame, ho trembled with dread : the whip had done its invariable, 
inevitable work ; it had mado tho spaniel a coward to tho core. 
Moreover, he loathed his own sins ; he held himself viler than tho 
harshest judge would over have held him, and he feared un- 
speakably the sight of the man 'rrho had cleaved to honour at all 
cost, the man whom he might have saved, had ho but had tho 
courage to risk a personal peril. 

Where the Hebrew sat with his head bent forward, his hand 
clenched on the wood-work near him, his quick hearing caught a 
distant sound ; his lips moved eagerly. 

“ Ho comes I liring him,— bring him quickly I Let me speak 
while I can 1 ” 

Agostino started to his feet, and staggered out, at tho imperious 
command,— out into the gloom of the stone passages. From tho 
wild night without, Chandos entered. Tho storm had risen afresh, 
the lashing of water and wind had beaten on the black sea-piles, 
the darkness of tho hot tempestuous air was imponetrablo, tho 
rains were pouring down in torrents ; through the tempest, heed- 
less that his hair was drenched and that tho lightning scorched his 
eyes, he hod come, with but one momoiy’^ on him, with but ono 
nope, — bis vengeance. 

BsMionate as his love was, dear as his heritage, closely as he 
bad doven to a barren honour through barren years of bittomoss, 
be would have been capable in that instant of throwing honour 
and heritage and love away, if by them only he could have pur- 
ebaaed this one thing. No life so utterly and so surely attains 
•trength, that it may not give way and fall at the last ; no life is 
•0 absolutely free of baser passions, that when the slaughter-lust 
is on it, it may not reel headlong into crime. 

As be entOFM, with the glow of passion upon his face, on which 
the grief that the day had borne and tho light of recovered hap- 
^ piuess mingled, there was in him tho beauty that the Spanish lad 
bad likened in the days of his youth to the golden-haired soycreii^n 
of Syria; and as Agostino saw him, involuntarily, unconsciously, 
be ^ tbrew himself at tho feet of this man, whose wrongs he bud 
burled in sUenoo through tho pusillanimity of a selfish terror ; ho 
abased himself there as Eastern slaves before their rulers. 

•« Forgive me, if you can I I can never forgive myself. I was 
like one who sees a murder done, and will not raise his voice to 
etay the lifted blade, lest it be thiizst into bis own throat instead. 
I loved you,— honoured you, —though your eyes never fdl on me 
M twioe in my boyhood and yet I never told you whore the 
bid 
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Ch^dos forced him upward by thm stmigth ; ]i|^ fl«»h«d 
from hia eToa, bia lip« puitod with fororad e»^riici:m^ hia whole 
frwmo thnlfed with one owiro alone* 

I aee who you axe ; I eoo what you know. If you can give ute 
eongeenoe, there is no guilt on eaxlh / will nut panlon you* 
Vougeanoe, 1 say ! Oi?e lue but XVSTXCB» and it will begm the 
widest Tengi^ce that men erortook. Tour lather eeut to me : 
lead on,— ^uick 1 

The aoflneae of his love, the bereavement of the noon, wpre alike 
Hung off him as though they had no place in his life ; the world 
hold uothing for him save this only,— a iilotime of wrong, left 
unavenged so long. 

Agostmo looked at him in one fleeting look ; ihon the crouched, 
shuadering, beaten shame came on him that had moved him when 
irk the oak-forest he luul seen the hopeless molaneholy of the too 
that ho had once known brilliant as the Smiiiah sun that had 
shone on thorn when they liad first met. lie had lived in the 
world, he had made fame, ho had oaniod himself fairly before 
men : but ho had boon but a slave, and a slave's wcakudW and 
prostration wero in his naturo for ever. 

He gavo a heart- sick, shivering sigh. 

**Ah, you may pardon, but I cannot pardon myself. Tou have 
known <^amity and desolation ; but you have never known the 
wurht pang of all, — to bo difigracod in your own eyes !** 

Evou in that moment the anguish of the accent reached and 
touched his hearer, ilo timed and looked an instant on iho face 
that bu luul onco ftcon in its boyish grace, with the hot amber light 
of Granada upon it. 

Ho who fools dif^graoo so keenly is on the surest road to kave it 
behind bun for over. Now, loud on,— quick, for iho sake uf Heayenl '* 

The wox-like, floxiblo, impressive naturo of the Castilian Jew 
was awed and stiilod by the might of the avenging power hg hod 
summoned. , Ilo led to way in silence,— led him into to great 
chamber whore the blind man sat, lonely and old and poor, M 
grand as the sightless seer of Chios. 

The light from abovo beamed on the massive bronze of his fore- 
head and on to snow-white faUiog beard. Ilia eyes strained tnie 
to gloom they could not pierce; he rose at to sound of to foot* 
step, and stood orect as to Prophet of hb own rabbiniosl tale, 
when he rose to bless to Israel whom his taskmaster had lin^ 
him curse. 

V Come hither,** he said, briefly, and hb voice gathered the force 
of hb manhood. ** You craved a jmlous thing, and I refused it; 
to lust b mine now, and 1 will yield you what you sought * Ue 
who rises by the sword shall perish by to sword:’ it b just, 
Tou shall aeal with him as by to law of hloces * evenr maa 
shall be put to death according to hb aim' Oome hither and listail 
while my Ito have st^ speech." 

Where Chandos stood against him, hb ikee was cam withe 
fiery hunger, flushed and aot with e mia^^ pession ; to Imth 
caught in quick gaspe 
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“ But-^yonr oath ?*• 

The bond waa not yet ha remembered the ennotity of the 
yow that had been in his path as a rock. 

Bis slight ironic smile layered an instant oyer the Jew’s stem 
mouth. 

*^Sir, you are thiioe a madman I You guard other men’s 
honour as well as your oym, eyen to your own hindrance. Be at 
rest. My oath is broken justly. It was sworn for so long as my 
son was, saved by him. Ho has cursed my son; 1 am released. 
Traitors shall be slain by tbeir own weapons. I was silent and 
faithful whilst I belieyed silence and fidelity due. He has been 
false to me ; the bond is rent by bis own hand. You said aright 
in the night that is past ; ho whox^J served was your enemy.” 

The oak-wood or the bench on which his hands were clenched 
broke liko a reed in Ghandos’ grasp as he heard. He had knowu 
this iniquity ore yet it had been told; but its utterance fell on him 
like the stroke of an iron mace. His foe’s life, had it been by him 
in that one moment, hod not been worth a moment’s purchase ; 
it would have been broken asunder as the strong rail was snapped 
in his hands. 

** Toll me all,” ho said, briefly. 

** Six*, to tell you all the iniquity that I wrought were to speak 
for a score of years, and I shall not live as many minutes,” said 
the Israelite, in his grave, caustic satire. “‘When thou cuttest 
the harvest in the hold, leave a sheaf for the fatherless,’ said tho 
, law. Well, wo kept the law so well that wo sheared the last 
wheat-ear from every land in our reach. ‘ No man shall take tho 
millstones to plod go ; for ho takoth a man’s life to pledge,’ the law 
has written. Well, wo obeyed so well that we took the millstones 
and ground the xifo to powder between them. But, of all that we 
wronged, Wo wronged you most. You had had morcy on him 
when, ho was a debtor and watched ; you had given him food, and 
shelter, a'^ d comfort, and friendship, and tho smile of tho world ; 
and in payment he wrung your life dry of all wealth and aU peace, 
as men wring a skin dry of wino.” 

He paused ; life was flickering dully and feebly in him. Ghandos 
shook with rage where he heard. 

** Do you think I have not known ihai f More, — ^more 1 To bo 
told my wrongs is no vengeance.” 

**JPatienoe. Your yengoance lies in them. Your enemy never 
broke the laws of his land ; he was too wary in wisdom : he plun- 
dered, but he plundered within tho statutes. Tho worst felons fire 
those who can never be brought to the bar. He persuaded you to 
waste your substance; he £ewit — ^muohof it— into his hands; 
but it was always you who signed your own death-warrant. 1 
have had your signatures by the hundred; the sums they signed 
away wore oheatM from you, because lies were told you of tiieir, 
usewnd their purport ; but you were very earless in those matters, 
and he was very able. There is not one of them that ia fixrged; 
they were all loj^, though they were vilUmias.” 

** Oh. God : la ho never to bo rSaohod. thenP** 



tl f«og out from him in a lood err, tiko tho my drotming 
man from whose bauds the kstphuik slips. 

** Patience I Have I not am you shall have your Tongoance 
and mino f Toa oannot bring hun to the Mm^n d«^t but you 
shall gibbet him in tho sight of the nations ; you ehall rend his 
rbboe asunder ; you shall tread his crowns beneath his feet. Half 

nay, a tithe*-of what I can teU would suffice to driro him out 
in Bhame and oorer his head with ignominy. Tho breath of his 
life now is to be untainted befoio the country that holds him a 
chief ; lay bare his corruption, and ruin will blast him, ho fall, 
strick^ to the roots.'* 

His breath caught, his cheek gre^v* ashen; tho otrengih was 
dying in him, and tho stagtmutcoj^se of his blood was nigh reasing 
for oTor ; but ho hsul a nithkws win, ho forced life back k> him, and 
hts words rang cl^ar as a hctuld's inonaco. 

“ Ijct mo isay tho < hiof thing lirst ; my breath will fail ero you 
know one-thousandlh mil. limHy, tako my signet-ring, hero, 
to one of my people in raris,--jrrwu'liim a work^T in silver, 

— in the street whore you found mo. At that sign, bid him giro 
you tho tioalwl papers bo koeps for mo. Ho known nothing of whnt 
IH in thorn ; but he his guiiruod them for mo many yoarH. Ho is 
a good friend and faithful. Xu them you will find tlio n^eonl uf 
all I have no strength to toll you, — tno prrK>fs of the triulo that 
your foe and I drove in men's necessities. This Etigliftlmmn, my 
Donduiaster, v.*as verj- keen, very wise; and when ho held mu by 
iny son s clanger and by my own gmUtude, ho hold me by iron 
chains ; he know he could trust me to suiTer anything and keep 
silence. — But’*'— his sanlonic smile passed over his Ups — ho dealt 
with a Jew, and the Jew could meet tho fox with a fox's idtilb 
Ho had heavily weighted mo into slavery ; and whilo 1 believed 
him true to tho lad, iny tongue should have boon rooted out rather 
than bo made to utter one syLlablo o^inst him. But a Jew’s life is 
lived only to cheat, they say ; and 1 outwiltcfd even my tyrant' so 
far. I kopt papers hepevor knew; I compiled prex^fs ho never 
dreamed. Had ho bcfon true to ino in his ucaling with Agostiho, 
they would have been burnt by Joatdiiia tho day that 1 di^. He 
broke faith with me ; I turn the 'dado of his own knife againsc 
him ; I net him in the threads of his «. wn Hubtlety.” 

There was the sternness of the Leviticus law in the worde as 
they rolled out from tho hollow chest of the sightlewi man where he 
stretched his hands in imprecation. 

** As he sowed, so let him reap; ss he dealt, so let him bo dealt 
with ; as ho filled his unjust enhah with ill-gotten wheat, so let the 
bread he has made thereof be like pc^n to comnvne him !*’ 

The fierce unflinching jiistico thrilled like a cum througdi the 
stillness of the chamber. 

Chandos* hand dosed on the signaturing; his face was very 
white, and throu^his teeth his breathing came with alow hissing 
sonnd;, as though the w%ht of the evil of his traatoi lay like leaA 
on hisdiest 

••One word;— my min was worked hf fraud f** 



' Chandos. 


Tho llebrow bent his head, and the red shame that had bofero 
come there in the sight of Chandos flickered with momentary 
wai-mth over tho bloodless olive of his cheek. ^ 

“ fcjir, 1 duped men without a pang of conscience. I have said I 
was very evil. My work throve in my hands so well because I was 
without one yielding or gentle thing in me. But when we duped 
you, oven I shrank. You trusted him so utterly, you were such a 
madxaan in youi* genorosity, such a fool in your lack of suspicion, 
so n/* ’ 'o in your utter weakness of carelessness and faith ! And i 
knev vhat you had served him, fed him, sheltered him, —that you 
trusted him as a brother. "When you wore drawn down into oui 
bottomless pit, oven 1 abhorred tho work ! ” 

“There was fraud, then?” 

His voice was hoarse ; the syllables slowly panted out ; till the 
life of his foe was whoUy in his power, he felt as lions feel when 
cage-bars hold them from their tormentors. 

“Fraud? — surely I But I doubt if the law could touch it: it 
was deftly done. He led you on into a million extravagances ; ho 
blinded your sight ; ho cheated you utterly. You set your iiamo 
to your friends’ bills, and we bought those bills in, and then wo 
wrung the money out of you ; you signed what you thought leases 
and law trifles, and you signed in reality what made you our debtor 
for enormous sums. You gave him blank cheques ; when ho filled 
them up to pay for your pictures, for your horses, for youi* mis- 
tresses’ jowols, ho drew his own percentage on thorn all. You 
gave him fatal power over your properties, and he imdermined 
them. Yet 1 doubt if, at this distance of time, you could aiTaigii 
him for fraud. You disputed nothing then; you could 
dispute now, after the lapse of so many years. It was viler 
work than luurder; he killed you by inches; ho dmiiied yivir 
bl\>od drop by (kop ; ho made tho earth under your foot a h<»llow 
crust, and at his signal tho crust broke, and you sank into tho [ it 
that ho had dug. But ho kept within tho law ; ho kept within 
tho lav. !” . > ^ 

There was a world- wido sarcasm in tho acrid words; he had 
known so many criminals — gi'oat men in their nations — who&o 
crimes wore never guessed, because “within tho law !” 

“ But what matter ! Seo here.” His withered Angers gra«pe<l 
like steel nimi of the man ho had aided to rob. “ Jn my papers 
you will And the whole detail of our business system. You will 
flud the list of tho men we helped to ruin. You will see how ho 
stripped bare to the bone tho friends whom he fed, and drove, and 
laughed and jested with. You will see how tho chief of his richer 
wiiH made, — how in real truth he was but a usurer, who churiic'? 
into wealth the needs of his associates in the world that he fooled. 
Tell the tale to the world ; it will blast him for ever. Show how 
tlio man you succoured repaid you. Let them behold the first ste]^ 
by which their favourite rose to his power ; trace the vilo subways 
by which ho travelled to dignity. Foint to the dead, the exiled, 
the cursed, whom he dwelt witn in friendship while he drove his 
barter in their shame and th^ir wiMit* imd unmask him; ge 
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and condemn him. You aril! find prooiSi in my lc;:;Acy that wiu 
bmud him your detftroyer and thoira. Go ! though ho W brought 
into no folou a dock, you vitl acourgo him. diidiouourvd for ever, 
out of iho land a hero ho ntanda now a chief ! 

Tho deep, hch voico of tho Ilebrow rolled out liko an organ- 
awoU ; the vitality of manhood waa lent fora moxuont to thow^ad 
poa^ore of a^. Faitinrul through all ordeaU to hie very gravOi he 
turoHl in hi^f dcuth-hour to eUinp out tho traitor whom iu that 
hour ho had found fal<^ to hie liond. 

Flwindos Hto<id Wido hun, hie lipe parted, hie eyoe filled with 
fire ; hia fiico a iu dark with tlio paeeioue of that blwdthiref' which 
had ri-on in 1 i:tik 

Dieliouour him! dtehnnour hmit" bo eaid, in hie ground 
b^th, “ If I »low him. 1 ehould be too merciful ! '* 

There woe »*ilunco for a while in tho chtuntM>r ; they who heartl 
know th'* wudlh and tho depth of hie voet wrong, know that no 
choetieeinent hie hand ehould I^ko could bo too deadly. Tho old 
mail's white head suiik, hie hands trembled where they wore knittad 
together. 

“ And forget not that I wrongeil you equally,— that I forged the 
Fteel that pierc»‘d and wove tho not that ln^und you ! To-night 
my soul vinll bo nvpiirod of me ; it is dark with evil, as iho night 
dark with storm, t 'ould it bo free of yuur curse. I could die 
easier," 

< ^httudos stoojs'^l to him; and his voice, though tho fire of hit 
liutrt burned in it, m,is hushed and gentle with pity. 

‘‘Afyeunm! AMicn you ^ucroured M'lnit I luve? AVhrni you 
rmidrr rm my m i gcimoy - ot equally dui you wnmg mo; you 
never ate iny brca i. you owue<l my trust. Yt»ur martyr- 

dom may surely av.ul to buy your ]>anlon both from Clod and 
mun.’* 

Tho Inigc, ftlow tears of ago w'oUimI into tho Hebrow’s sightlesa 
eyes ; iho hard, biave, ruthless naturo was stricken to tho tnroby 
tho mercy it had m vor yichbul ; Im hfUsl his bands feebly, and 
lestiHl them on tho buwe<l head of tho man whom ho hiul wrou^(o<h 
“ Alay tho desiro of thine eyes bo given th*.M>, and thino oiTspring 
ri’igii long iu tho land I May ^aco rest on thoo for ever I for thou 
art just to tho oiid, — to tho end." 

l^irer blessing was never breathed upon his life than tbia which 
his spoiler and his foe now uttereii. 

Then, as tho darkness that hud veiled his sight so long waa lost 
in tho darkiU'KS of death, the old man streklud his arms outward 
to his son, seeking w’hat his silent uaroquited lovo hod found at 
• lu^t oidy to lose for over. 

•‘Nearer to my heart ! nearer,— nearer. Gwl cherish thee!— 
Oful pimlon thee! Ah! will any lovo Ihco os I have loved? 
Death is rest ; yet it is bitter. In the grave I cannot hear thy 
coming, I cannot hearken for thy step ! ** 

And, with liis blind c^os scc^king thintily the face so well beloved, 
on which they could not look, even to lake one farewell gaze, a 
deep-drawn mgh heavedf tho heart that had beou bound under ite 



itonbonSii of silonce for eo long, tho weary limbs stretdied out* 
^7 nrd as a ^rii wayfer^s streteh upon a bed of rest, and, ia a 
bii^h of atilb^jSSS as, me tempest lulled, the long life of pain wia 
ended. 


OHAPTEE IX. 

‘^ KIXQ OVER HIMSELF.** 

There was a great banquet in the City of London, — a banquet held 
chiefly in honour of the brilliant statesman, the popular favourito, 
who nad quelled the riots of tho North with so fearless a courage, 
so admirable an address, — who Was the key-stone of his party, tho 
master-mind of his cabinet, the inspirer of his colleagues, tho 
triumphant and assured possessor of that virtue of Success which 
vouches for; and which confers, all other virtues in the world’s 
sight. The gorgeous barbarism, the heavy splendour, tho ill- 
assorted costly food, the x)onderous elephantine festivity, were in 
his honour ; the seas of wine flowed for his name ; tho civic dig- 
nities were gathered for his sake; the words he spoke were 
treasured as mough they wore pearls and nibios ; tho great capital 
crowned him, and would have none other than him. . 

These things wearied other men ; this pomp, so coarse and po 
BonsolesB and so repeated in their lives, sickened most whom it 
caressed as it caressed him ; but on Troveuna it never palled. The 
rich and racy temper in him never lost its relish for tho comedy of 
life ; and the vain-glorious pleasure of his victories was never saieJ 
by the repetitions that assured him of them. The Ave ImpentU r 
was always music on his ear, whatever voices shouted it ; the sense 
of his own achievement was ever delightful to his heart, and Wtis 
never more ftilly realized than when there wore about him tho^ 
public celebrations of it,— tho feasting and cheering and toasting 
and servile prostrating which to most statesmen are tlio hardest 
and most hateful penalty of power, but in which ho took an lui- 
flagging and unaffected pleasure with every fro^ assurance of his 
celebrity that they brought him. His port in the mighty farce was 
played with tho elastic vivacity, the genuine eiy ovment, of a jovial 
humourist ; it had no assumption in it, for it was literally incessant 
adiusement and infinite jest to him ; and tho good humour, the 
mirth, tho vitality with which ho came over among the people, and 
went through all the course of public homage and public con- ^ 
viviality, wore but tho cordial expression of the temper wi& which ‘ 
he mot life. 

To-night, at tho civic dinner given in his honour, all ey^ turned 
on him, aedamations had welcomed his entranoo, no distinction 
was held sufficient for such a guest, and oomplimont and tribute 
and reverential admirafian were poured on him in the speeches that 
toasted his name and quoted his acts, his fiime, his ever-mwing 
i^ng&t his master^intellaet, his place in the counijla ana in the 
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|f(nr<i of the netion; and ho ^ ^ irH*«'keeii neEfili iho 

[verbiage and the hyperbole and iho cant, and eii(|opred but the moro 
jfor them the aecendonoy he held, the foarlee!^ footing he'luHi made, 
[the aiubitioiis crowned io their apex, and the ftittiro ainbitiona 
even higher yet, which had come to the force of hia hand, io the 
comieUing of hiai goniua. Of a truth he w»is a great luiui, and he 
knew it ; no had broaght to lilii oonque^t auch ]>Atioueo and auoh 
«imiIitios ae only great meu poeoeae ; he was a giant whoso trcatl 
Wiia ever certain, whosij oye?i ever saw boyond his follows, whoso 
Tinonr w»w evir luight, whorr^o gra^p was over Hure. It was 
battel ihat on th#' brmithless, pu'^birig, toiling weaknesses of Um 
[laUiputtans around him h«> nhould )cH>k ^ 'itb a Hjtiteltiuuiii laugh, 
[with a SuUan contcmptuousniMs of unflinching and unaportng 
'rictory, 

[ The banquet end(wl early ; for a moasuro of con«idorablo moinont 
|wafi passing, — a meusuro ftimed ar.d rarric^l through two readings 
'by huuself, and its third roadiogw'aa to take placid the pmmuit 
flight. The crowdoil bod given hiiu idl the idolatry and 
applause of the rity of l>ondon, — givfii it with wines, and maimive 
ImcaU, and soupM, and sauces, and g^ild plate, nnd intenninablo 
|spt‘ocho8, os is its custom in that «lraiigo aniilhwtical relic of 
’buibtirism which must glultom»usly b-cd what it iutelloctually 
[admires ; and from it ho woid. lo tho an.ma of his proudest conquest, 
i/t the fluid in whioh it is so hard to kinqi a footing wlnm against 
tho wrestler is flung the st.ino :alv<)nlurer,’*— -to the place where 
many inediocrItioHpa?ui b»’» wheroacomlinatiouof quuhtifis 

ilio mo«t dilfirult b) gain and thi» mo'it rar<dy met in unis4>u cioi 
(dune achiovo and HU>t xin a p’.rriiaimnt and high success. If any 
had askod him to what crown among his many crowns he attachs* * 
tho proudest value, he would have aiiswcrwJ. and answered rightly, 
to the away that ho had inn^^torcd over tho House of Commons. 

As ho drove to Westminster, ilio oarriagn rolled past the statue 
of Philip Chandos at which, going and coming from the councils of' 
his country, ho oftentimes gbiucod with tho sweetness of his attain-^ 
menu made sweeter by tho look he caet at Ihat colossal marble/ 
which ho would banter and talk to and jeer at with that dash of 
buffoonery which mingled with the virile sogucioos force of his 
nature as it bos mingM with many a groat man’s acumen. 

** Ah !’* he murmured to himseif now, with a cigar in his teeth, 
as he caught sight of it in the gaslight, ** the Hod Duke’s been 
shot in a brawl, Qiey say,— in the only end fit ibr him. / will have 
your Clarenoieux, now. Crash shall go the old oaks^ and we’ll 
Mnplt down the last Marouis’s ooronet into a hunUng-oup for me 
to drink out of ; my houncis should have their mosh in it, only ^ 
imtion might think me insane. Is there anything you na^ctuarly 
lyved thm, 1 wonder? If there were, it shrmla be flung in fhe 
!Che great hall was your beggared suooossoPs special prii^ 
WeU, ne^ii bum it down yrhen I get ther6,^hy aooiamit on pmv 
A flue too hot will soon lay its gkkriee in ashes. TonAiHmi 
^poMapdeaitaifymare/^ 

All tilings had odtne to hk hand, and ripened tiieie to a maryaW^ 
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lous hamst ; but oven the exultation of success and tbo ^Tity cl 
power had not changed in him the woman-like avidity of" hatred, 
the ^tesque rapacity of spoliation, which he still cherish^ against 
the manimate things of gold and silver and stone and wood which 
hod the household gods of tho race he cursed* It remained 
the single weakness in a steel-clad life. 

As he entered the House, to which he had once come on suffmge, 
and which he had made the scene of as complete a triumph as the 
perseverance and the ability of man ever wrung from hostile for- 
ti|ne and hostile faction, all eyes turned eagerly on him. There 
was the muimur of welcome and impatience ; the benches wore all 
full, at midnight, with a crowded and heated audience. His mea- 
sure had been received with a vehement partisanship, violence in 
opposition, violence in alliance ; and his coming was watched for at 
ouco with irritation and anxiety. He made ^ way to his seat, 
cool, keen, bright, — as he would have gone ahko to be crowned aa 
a king or to be hanged as a scoundrel. Moments of emergency 
were the tonics that ho loved best, the wine that gave tho fullest 
havout of his life ; and none could have arrived to him that would 
ever have found him unprepared,— none save one which to-night 
waited for him. 

Other members had risen as he entered, but there were loud 
imperious cries for his name \ the Commons were in one of thoir 
tmrbulent tempers, when they riot liko ill-broke hounds, and they 
would have none other than the man who had learned to play upon 
their varying moods as a skilled hand plays on an organ. He had 
brought his measure through tho teinpostuoua surf of two readings ; 
it was now for him to ride it through the last breakers and pascLi it 
into the haven by which it would become law. It was thougnt 
strangely corcioss that he should bo late on such a night ; but this 
was the temper of the man, — to bo daiingly indopondent at ui! 
hazards, and to take his revenge on a party that had been glad of 
•him, hut that had never fairly relished his alliance, by oapiiceti 
Which made them wait his pleasure, which kept them ever uncord 
lain of his inteutions, and for which his popularity gave him fuU 
and free immunity. 

As he rose to speak, the winged words paused on his lips, his 
.eyes grew fixed with a set, astonished gaze; he stood for a 
moment silent, with his hand lying on the rail ; his glance met 
that of Chandos. 

• Among tho nobles and the strangers who had come down to 
listen to tlae debate, ho saw tho form that ho had once seen sense- 
less and strongthless on tho wretched pallet in a Paris garret, 
where he had watched the throbbing of tne heart under the naked 
breast, and had thought that he would have well loved to still it 
for over with an inch of steel, had not a wider torture been found 
in letting it beat on to suffer. The burden of ^e years seemed 
fallen fi*om Chandos, and to him had returned, though saddened 
and grave with thought, and with a melkncholy that would never 
myft wholly pass away, much of the proud, «nn-lightened beauty 
m his early manhooa. vivid sweetness of wsi oue> 
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moTQ ; Uie izihontaiicd of his £^thera mm tecororeil ; fho might 
of ayofiging justice had been giTcu to his hand ; above alii ims 
an aoik no more. Ho looked as he had looked in tho days of the 
past* 

Iho animal thirst to kill, of which ho had spoken, had risen; 
his veips soemod to run fire; thero was a wild triumph in his 
blood OTen while the heart-sickness at bis traitor's baseness w as 
upon him* It was his to avougo, to chastise, to pay back a lifelong 
wrong, to unmask a lifelong inlUiny, to hurl his foe from the 
purples of power and point out iu the sight of tho people the 
plague-spot on the breast of the niun they carossod* It was hp»; 
tills vengeance which would cost his traitor down, in the midst of 
tho fulness of life, from the height of his throned successes* It 
was his at last, this power denied so long, which should pierce tho 
bronze of hia enemy’s laughing mockery and shatcer to dust tho 
adamant of^ his invulnerable strength. It was liis at last, this 
avenging might which should roach even the brute heart tliat hud 
seemed of granite, callous to hxd, impenotrablo to strike. And ho 
felt drunk with it as wnlh alcohol ; ho folt that its worst work 
would never plough deep enough, never blast wide enough. 

“ 0 God/’ ne thought, “ how 0.111 vengeance emm^h strike him f 
None can give ir *3 back oU that ho killed for ever ! “ dast to tlie 
oTirh’ Ho 8 ha.Il have justice, —the justice of the old law, — a * life 
for a life/” 

And, as their eyes met, the chill of tho first fear his life had ever 
kiiowm passed over Trovoiina; a vague, shapeU*sa liorror wdzod 
him ; he know that never would Hio ^Usiuhorwd have returned to 
bis forsaken land unlcbs tlxj doom of banishment had bwn taken 
from him, unless some power of all that he had been dispossessed 
of had recoiled back into hia grasp. For tho moment— one brief, 
fleeting, uncounted second— ho stood parulyzoil there, tho unformcKi 
dread, the venomous hatred in him making him forgetful of all, 
save ^0 eyes that were turned on Mm, eyes that seemed to quote 
against him the whole history of his life. He had no conscionco. * 
he had no shamo, he had never known what fear was, and ho liua^ 
ascended to an eminence from -wMch ho would have defied tho^ 
force of tho world to eject him ; and yet iu that single instant a 
terror scarce less keen, less ghastly, than that which an assassin would 
feel at sight of tho living form of tho prey ho had left for dead, • 
camo on mm as in the lightod assembly, in tho midnight silence in 
which Ms own words wore awaited, ho saw tho face of Ohondos. 

It passed away almost as instantaneously as it had moved Mm ; " 
the hold audacity, the daiiutleHs courago, tho cauitio mirth, the 
mocking triumph of his temjwr ro-aisserted themselves; instantly, 
ero any others had hud space to note the momentary pause, and the 
moment^ paralysis which had arrested tho eloqueheo on his lips 
and chained Ms to the features of the man whom he had 
wronged, he was himself again ; he rocovered the ^ken balanee 
of bis prioedess coolness ;« he looked across the long ^ce parlihg 
him from Ms antagonist with a full, firm, laughing msolene^^ in 
the sunny bravery of Ms blue eyes ; Ms voice rolm out m 
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piellow> ^sonant, far->TeaoH^g ^ a clari<mj> daar oa ^iigh eaoh 
^yIlaWe vere told out ou a silver drum. 

The mem he hated vrafi before him ; the man in ■whom he hod 
8001]^, incarnated all the things against which his life had been 
amyed, all the ■wrongs that* he had cherished till the Oockatrica' 
brood had bred a giant’s vengeance ; the man whom he had hat^ 
but the more, the-moro ho injured him; the man whom he best 
loved, of any in the worlds jahould see tho eminence, the power, tho 
eOvereignty which h^the adventurer, the outsider— had aspired 
^ and wmi. Ohandos wae before him, witness of his sway,' 
spectator of his triumph, hearer of his words. He swore in bid 
toetb, even in that moment when tbeir glance first met, tliet 
oratory and triumph and sway should never be so victorious as 
they should be to-night ; that he would fight as he had never 
fought, that he would win as he had never won, that this chamber 
should ring ■with ao<ilamations for him as it had never yet rung 
with them, favoured and cro'wned there though he was. The one 
whom of all others in the breadth of the empires he would ha-^o' 
chosen as the beholder of his fame. fronted him. To Trevenna tho 
hour was as it was to Sulla when the great desert King whom be 
had . omiq'uored and weighted with chains, and brought from the 
golden suns and royal freedom of his own warm land to tho bath 
of icse of the Tullianum, stood fetterod to behold the ovation given 
to tho welcomed victor of the Jugurthine War. 

To Trevenna it was tho crown of the edifice that his own mighty 
patience and imrosting brain had raised out of the dust and s 
of a. banned arid namele^ life, when into his own arena, before hw 
(mix idolaters, tho man in whom tho whole passions of that life had 
seem their, deepest hate embodied came to behold his triumph. 
Though he should have mod for it with the dawn, he would bare 
nc^ade.that'v night the night of his supreme success, pr perisli<d. 
Tliere ■was ^in nim tlio temper which in old days made men take 
^ oath *,0 Aeir gods to gain the battle, though they should, as its 
price, bo ^ 2 ast headlong to the foe. In that moment he rose bovoad 
egotism into something infinitely grander ; in that moment) * 
ever guilty, bo was great. 

Aiwi he spoke greatly. \ 

. The fire of personal bate, the weakness of personal tri^pb, did 
but serve as spur and as stimulant to the genitis in Itim* ?Ua 
. that the eyes of Ohtmdos looked on him was to lash Msetis^b iiifi) 
" tenfold petfbmance ; to know that Ohandos heard bjs woMs was to 
fiOj'm them into tenfold eloquence. It was not only to-iayeotfve, to 
rhetoric, tfmi he rose ; but the brilliance pf thou^t, tho’ctoi^oiifess 
of w^gument, the finenessof subtlety, tho vastness of memom were 
beyond compam , Men who had held himamast^uere thikuatenod 
breathioi$8, .and mhrveUi^ that even they never had known wbaj 
Ida power be. wit, ri^sspn, learmiig,' lifllery, WisdoUt, auu 
logic wer® pTfesacd^ tUm by timi,, into hifo and used wi^b 

fsjaeik omtory as bad iardy rung tbjwa|fe that ehah^berj) Bo w«b 
what he had net m ; hasm:;i^i^daK tlmthalmde^^^ 
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iind vlien Im last closed^ thuadot oa thuador df applait^o 
rolled out as iu tb.© tkya whou Sb^iiduti bowitohod or Cimtjbftm 
awed tho liatening and ondiantod crowds* Ouco t?© eves lk>sjlied 
on Ctiandos as the cheers reeled thrmig^h the l>ody ol toe House s 
no other caught that glance in which ino Ticiory of a lUhtimo w aa 
eaprci^ged. 

Ho to whom at was gkon saw it, and his head sank slightly; 
(larknosa gathered over hit^ face ; fho thought of his heart was hitter, 
loss iat that moment far himself than of mankiiid* Ho thoaghti^ 
‘^Uow great, to bo so vile T* • 

That night was i he proudest of John Trovenna’s triujophsr ’ 

The bill pnsaed, carritMi hy an ov-'*rwheImiug majority, which 
secured stability to the Tiva-^kUry benrhos and sealed thAj inu!*t of 
the nation in them. If he had bi-nii Jiigh in moa^H ikmo iind favour 
bet\>re, h<' unapproach^'d now, as ou their longues thwnigU tUo 
whole of the Ijsto night hi?t name and his genius alone \vei*o spokort 
For it bad hoeii g^auixs to which ho luid rif*{>n, genius litat hiul 
given the lire to his vwud^i, the porhuatsieu to his speech. 
losH force to lus command, that hiul borno him out of himsoif into ■ 
that loftier power wdiich makes of men they listen the j eedf# that 
sway to the wind of the magical voice, — gcaitts that hiul wakened 
ill hitxl under the con^dousness of one glunco that watched, of one 
ear that h'ard, An<l for ouoo, in its pride and its dominion* cau- 
tion and cooiu('*'S rlightly fortii*ok him ; his eycjs glitlea'cd, his fore- 
head was till died, his sthib laughed as one wmicd with wino, ns 
ho went out b the ihghi. 

As the air of the rijjwn blew on hxs fiic*\ hk shoulder w’As grtmped 
by a hand that ibrijevl him tot ward. Uhundoa* words wore spokeu 
low (HI hi« ear : — . 

** Cnxt yonder ! — come in peacse, or I shaU forget mysolf, and deal 
with you bcf((ro the men you fooi.*^ 

Tievenua gave one swift glanco upwaixh Though bold to tli© 
eore with a leonine courage, he shrauK, and Cjuailod, and eu'kon^ds 
That ono glance told liitn 11101*0 than hours could have spoken* 11 © 
felt as though a knitb bad been plunged and plunged again into Ida 
heart, seokiiig the life and draininjg his blood. 

Lcjad on ! ” ho said, between hu teeth ; lead on, whatoveryott 
wiint. You and I need not wiisie pretty words, hmu dre** ^ ^ 
Ho felt the hand that was on na», shoulder cleueh closer and 
clbsei* till it tightened liko an iron elosp. In the darkness, thaipugh 
tlM throngff, under the htful jglaro of the gas, the pioa^e of tMt 
hand forced him away out of the nmssea and the ncM nhd tlio 
tuipult of the streets, down into the quiok of the blotters, Whore 
Ifeho grey beauty of the Abbey roi^ in of the 

Uf wliostdawn* ^ 
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irriii. dumdos'iboed bim tti tbodim, 
ibitfe bad been bald in'raia wbjbst ba 
Ipim aabe efood skfno ^£b tba ibaa wbtlV^ 
«b«a^tcitiQeriib9K'PB8t he had^braaii^ ittlb 
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fatotup wag 60 aiglitless in the natiotfe eight, whose guilt had 
hem $0 Tile to net, and pierce, and drain, and rob, and ruin him, 
** Yon have fooled your world for the last time tp-night; with 
another day it will know you as you are,— you usurer too trad^ 
in your friohdB* worst needs I ” 

The words cut the air like the cords of a scourge lead-weighted. 
In that instant it was all he could do not to stamp out under his 
feet the life before him, as men tread out an unclean beast whose 
breath is poison. Ere the words were spoken, Trevenna had known 
tnai; the day of his retribution had come to him,— a day his acumen 
had 'haver foreseen, a day his skill had never forecast. One glance 
had told him that hia prey had changed to his accuser, that the 
rnan he had exiled and D3ggared and reviled had come back to take 
his vengeance. Eor a moment the sickness of the despair that ho 
hadjoften dealt, and often laughed at, blinded him, and made the 
nale shadow of the stormy dawn reel round him : the next, his 
blood rose before peril, and his wit grew but keener in danger. He 
planted himself firmly, with his arms folded across his chest. 

** We need not waste pretty words, but we need not use such 
ugly -ones,” he said, cooUy. “If you called me out to talk libel, 
TOy— there are courts in which you^U have to make it good. You 
always were bitter about my success ; but you ncedn*t be tragic. 
You^re savage, I suppose, because the Mad Duke’s dead, and I 
shall get my way and buy up Claronoieux for auld lang syne I ” 
Ohandos’ hands fell once more on both his shoulders, swaying 
him back, and holding him motionless there, as they had held the 
frail form of the musician under the marble Onicifixion at Venice. 
In the gloom his eyes burned down into his foe’s ; his face was 
darkly fiushod and mercilessly set, as thoiigh it were cast in stone : 
the muscles swelled' like cords upon his arms and throat. He 
could have strangled this vampire that had drained all the best life 
of his youth 1-^tne worst chastisement that he could ever wreak 
was so tiwdy, so tame, so vain, so ill-proportioned, beade the 
vastness of hiS wrongs I 

* Speak one more lie, and I shall kill you, Olarencieux is mine ; 
but for your infamy, I had never lost it. Silence! — silence, I tell 
you, OP I shall choke you like a dog I The Jew who was your victim 
and your tool confessed all to me in his dying hour, Not a thing 
in' jour life is hidden fium me ; not a thiraad in your network of 
vmany has escaped me. You are fi*ee of the law, perhaps,— jpu 
were too wise to break it in tho letter; but the world shall know 
1 know you ; the world shall be your judge and my avenger, 
give yOu justice,-— pure Justice. I will unmask you you, 
leave the rest to folIoiV. Tho men you ruined, tho i$ciends 
you ti^ed in, the usuries ' that made your wealth, the frauds you 
woikod under a legal shield, the treacherous, shameless^ occult 
trade you drove in the lives of those who trusted you and 
and weltered you,-T-I shall leave my Vengeanese to them wy 
will repay it iuotO utterly than 1 omald aowlf I laid you dend*^!Bko 
ike «um you are t ” ' \ 

Where Tirevehua stood, his bright And fbar^ess ^ gre# wmts 
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a« a womfln'8, a tremor itkook Mm as tho wiud sbakos a loa/, a opW 
swoai waa dauk oa Ms iurehead : ho aiiswerdcl ; ho was too 

wise to dream of vain deniaU too bold still to betray toror ; but he 
Miew that he had fallen into the power of tho one hying man 
who^ most merciless veiigeanoe would be but sheer and simple 
justice,* he knew that tho serpent of hia unsparing hate had re- 
coiled and fastened its. yenomous fangs into his own yeins ; he 
knew that the antagonist who stood aboye him, holding Mm there 
in that grasp of steel, would speak no more thati he hod wwet to 
work out to the uttermost letter ; he knew that trom that nour^ at 
Ohttn^oB* will and choice, the mn^iifioent suiierstructui’e of his 
]»roud axnbitioni^ would crumble like s toy of sand, and the bead- 
jrpU of his riches and Ms dignities wither Like a scroll in hp) under 
tno scorch of shame, l^he agony and deaolatioii of a lifetime wore 
pressed into that one instant, which seemed etenuty, 

'^et the courage in Mm neither cowed nor pleaded. 

** It is easy to put lies in dead men’s mouths 1" he said, with 
Ms old insolence ; and Jews have borne £dse witness since the 
world began. It will take a little more than a yamped-up slander 
to unseat r/w, mon beau monsieur 1” 

Chandos swayed him to and fro as though he were a cMld* The 
voice, tho glauce, Iho presence of Ms enemy maddened Mm ; he 
feared the work of hia own passions; he felt drunk with thsi 
delirium of hate and wrong. 

Bilence I— if you care for your own life, — you traitor, who ate 
my broad and betrayed me, who took my shelter and robbed me f 
The oommerco you drove in mwn’s miseries, the friends you netted 
into your bonda^, the thefts that made up your wealth, the secrets 
you stole to trade itt, tho slaves you ruled with your ^raimies,— I 
know them ; with another day, the world will know them through 
me, liititen I All the evil you churned into gold with that dead' 
Hebrew for youi* tool, all the years that you wove on that barteir 
of men’s disgrace and men’s fears, all the Miquities that went ^ 
make up your rise into wealth, all tho tortures you dealt on the 
servant who served you so faithMly, when, to screen your own 
crime, you sent Mm out in old age among felons, all^tne shame 
and the rin of your past, I know, and prove ' to disgrace you 
for ever. I warn you ; I will not have so much likeness with you 
as to steal on you, oven in justice, like a thief in the night; but-^ 
as Qod lives— ^ the law fiul to give me redress, X will so bls^ your 
name through all Europe, that the ibulsst ttcMuual who hides for 
a muidm* shall be held to be worthier than yau,”-*^ott who slew like 
Iscariot, never knowing Iscariot’S remmwe* Sum up the liwss you 
destroyed ; will he your accuasr^ they will i 

'|he breathless ma^ificence of the wmth w^ki pomm Out 
on the hui& of the night; the mommt in wMsh Wfoairy joy and 
power he h«d possessed had been stnm^ ph|s «Maraluiii^ 
was dealt book at last, m with one Uow he VlUTered Jkl. 

the Mmours, the dignitiea, the ambitioim, 
aimeei^ of the career that Mtleriy moekedg m 

Me ow% 
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Tretenna staggered and an oatk nf mment Uaeplieaiiv 

^,08 crashed through the leched firmness of ma clenched teeth. 
Hesairatagla&oe^whehadheeii giTen over to his Bntag<miRt’s 
pov^ ; he knew without words how out of the multitude of his 
unmatched euoeesses one ropo>^strand had given way and dragged 
^ whole snp^b edifice of a life's labours with it He never 
denied: he was too keen to idiam a guiitlessness that woiM have 
availed nothing save to render him contemptible ; he never gave a 
sign of terror : he was too bold not even in that moment to retain 
hit^ oourage. But he laughed, — a hard, rasped, bitter laug^, that 
sounded horribly on the silenoe* In that instant of supreme |>eril, 
of utter desolation, the keenest pang to him was not even Us own 
extremity, his own shame, but was the restoration of the diain- 
heiited to ihe land of his birth and of his love ; it was stranger 
still, though part and parcel of his nature, that the cynic humour 
of his temper found a moad farcical mockery of himseu in the ruin 
that recoiled on him in the hour of the most splendid domination 
hisgenius had ever yet attained. 

He saw that the man he had wronged knew how he had wronged 
him I he saw that enough had been told of the ruined lives which 
had been the stones to upbuild the stately temple of his celebrity 
and his eminence, to drive him out for ever a mshonoured outlaw ; 
but he laughed for all that, end his eyes, glittering like blue steel 
through the mists, met those of Ohandos wxthout mnohing. 

** Life's a see-saw; 1 always said so. Are you going to ride 
atop again ? Scarcely fair ; you fooled away such lordly wmnces 1" 
** 1 fooled away my faith, and gave it to a liar and a trickster, 
who took my hand in friendship while he stabbed me in the b^ok T' 
**Damu you I J. hated you; I never said 1 didn’t. I cursed 
you * in your uprising and your downlylng,’ as the * man after 
&od’s own heart’ oursed hU enemies.” 

And why P How had I ever wronged you P ” 

** Did you never guess P ” 

' He sj^ke with the snarl of a bulldog at bay ; an agony wss on 
him as intense as the worst torture he had ever dealt to others ; 
but the firmness of his attitude never changed, and his v^hK), 
though bitter as gaU, never shook. 

Ohandos’ e^s dwelt on him with the kingly scorn with Which 
the eyes of v iriathus might have looked upon the traitor 
who sold him fm Boman gold to Boman steel* 

4 ** 7ou ate my bread, and betraye^ me; it was enottg^ 
your hate*” 

Wider rebtake no words ever uttered. 

Xlhd«r them, for the insbait of their Utterance a red fiush beyi^t 
in I^venna’s face, a pang of shame onote a shameless hsart* 
Onmmeino^ to^tdmttmt time when no 

gift had mm too great foot the royal largaese the one to tariah 
«m the other, whese only com of r^uitai had 
^Weil, that wm enough Ware iMl 

eUQ&eoaatsodl, fUa4 kick nut thosewho^fM us* Bui DP^lhate 

thetMyouw1mywlwere<id^ 



" King over 0$ 

t out your Bwoetmoats in tlio fltrooi X lu»tod you 

yi^ou. X mm an ugly young oloira> und you roda vn^ your Bonriuitia 
iiflor you and your gold hair u^uying in iho wind* I hated you 
mhm you uraze « baby-arietooEUt, when you were a boy^iH^trioviu. 
i haM ycmr lau^ and your roko> tundyour voinauiidi beauty ; 
and X aurore to pull you down get up m your pkee. X eur^ 
you aa X cutee you noml ** 

Xhe iaienso virolouoe that ran tiirough ibo wotde leit uo doubt 
af thoir veraoifey. « 

C^uuidos, ^boro he atood^ gfused at him mute udth amasse ; tcThis 
own kttowiedge, he had never behold tine enemy of hoe whole lUe 
until the daya of hie young maidiood when wt£h hif gold he had 
tseleaeod from a debtore’ prison one who had proved the tempter 
and destroyer of all he owned on earth. Thie aulmoeity that 
stretched out to the childish y^urs of hia bright inihttcy stole on 
him like the oold» clinging, sickly ooUa of ai^ asp. 

“Are you a madman r"* ho{said» under his breath. ♦•la my 
childhood l---how could 1 wrong you then f ** 
tTrovenna looked at him dogg^y, with a red sullen hre in his 
blue eyes, like the angry Hame m a mastid’s eyeballs. It was 
deadly m death to lum to pai^t with that one secr^'^^'tho mrot dt 
his life. 

** Answer me! answer! or> by God, T shall do worse to you I 
Why was it t ’ 

“ Because 1 was your father’s bastard 1 ” 

The reply left his lips very if»lowly ; to him it was as the drawing 
of a ^agg^ steel out of a deep ibsterin||; wound. 

Bis hstener tell back as thou^ih a snot had struck him, his face 
death-white, his eyes diktod wi^ abhorrence. 

“ Gw^t God ! j/y father’s I— »’* 

Treveana laughed, — a short contemptuous kugh. 

“ Ay ! why not t' You dainty gentlemen never remember yout 
illegitimate sons and brothers that are dung off to go to kdl as 
they wiB ; but they may crop up awkwarSy in apite of ftmi* 
They are unowned mongrels, banned before t2iey*re bom; but 
th^'vB the same blood in them as you have.” 

Ohandos breathed heavily; a siokening loathing was upon, 
him* 

♦*li is false ! liodse as your own Ufo!-^ fraud vamped up to 
cover your own villany. You Jtmye no bond of blood wi& mine 
•• Bni for that bond of bltm, you would bate hem turn 
me. I have as much of your ancestry in me as you 
Thetwurds were dogged, but they bore truth with ^hem, 
dos lifted his arm With an involuntary gedom to atbmco a 
bkw Gie lips that ckimed kinship with hiUn 

You houndl you dare to aoy iimt Philip GhandoO'*’*^-*^ 

“Was my father m nmk aa he was youmu Oqrsel^ Ihdl 
Ymjatk m it 

e*^ traai. iioolt fawns I |»wi jwf muikuti 

](n^«mrtiui]gfdw;>H0nu« 

—mA a«irw<i«« of fwtr &tiicrtiaj(Ai)i««w. "OA iw 



when he mariied a Buke^s daughter»|^vl[Sd handsomely, that I 
don't deny, she neither forgot nor^fgaye, and ehe me 

to avenge he^. She need to t^o and show me you in all your 
grace and your luxury, and eho would say in my ear, ‘ !Fhere is 
your father’s heir: wh^ you are both men, m&e lum change 
plaees with you.’ I was taught to hate and destroy you, as other 
boys are taught their prayers. I did it thoroughly, I fancy. 1 ’d 
yengoance for a foster-nurse, and sucked hate as Oaligula sucked 
'blj^: both Caligula and X took to the milk kindly! I had as 
mtmh of the famous * Olarencieux race’ in as you had ; and you 
had all the gifts of the gods, while X was a nameless cross-breed cur, 
only bred to be kicked to the streets. You won the chariot-race, 
whuo the people shouted, ‘ A patrician I * — I was sent out to wrestle 
with the base-born in the King of Cynosarges. Well, I swore with 
ihemistocles to drag in the Eupatnd to w^restle with the Bastard, 
and teach him that the Bastard could throw him. Don’t you know 
M)w why X hated you ?” 

Ohanaos stood silent, livid, breathless ; this endless hate borne 
teldm from his bii th up seemed to press on him with a weight liko 
finite ; this kinship claimed to him by tho traitor, whoso guilt ho 
would have compassed heaven and earth to have exposed and have 
arraigned, revolted him witli a loathing horror. 

“Why?— why?” ho echoed, mechanically. “No!— you are 
only viler than I knew before. What wrong had 1 over wrought 
you?” 

How had Abel wronged Cain ? By having tho favour of earth 
and heaven!” said Trevenna between his teeth, that were still 
tight-shut. “ 1 hated you because 1 was not as you were. Every 
good you did me, every gift you gave me, eveiy liberalitj' that 
marked you the noble and I the adventurer, — you the patron and 
1 the debtor ,r— only made me hate you the more, only made me 
swear the ujore to tempt and hunt and drag you down, and see your; 
pride in the dust, and your heritage given to the spoilers, my 
.brilliant, careless, kingly brother P* 

The word hissed through the stillness of tho dawn with the lust 
of a Cain oentrod in it. If a word could hayo slain, that word 
should have slaughtered. 

Ohandos shivered as he heard it, — such a shivc^r as will pass 
through the bravest blood when tho gleam of an assaasin’e mxih 
.jBaidies out through the gloom* The bond that his vilM foe 
dhimed to him seemed io taint ind shame him with its own 
pollution. 

“OChie outs you hard? Cornel I have some vengeaics^;^, 

: then. You can't break our Idi^hip I But— you are justr; you.will 
he just to |he^” pursued tmvehna. “X knew th£t X 
imdng of a great man in me, and I was bom into world 
curaed befiirehand as a harlot’s son whom every fool CQtdd at. 
X kmw that I had the brain and the 0%ength and the po^ to 
iniaeh th^ highest ambitions, and ,X found myself dogged a^the 
irtailiii^ with the ton- weight of bastardy* X.was ehdtf out 
every £iir chance^ because my moth«sr had worn no gdd h>y 
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on hear finger; my wlnjle.oati^tenco was damned, bocanse a ba^f 
^ simstar stwtcdied across it. ’ Ifio blot on my birtb, as idiots it, 
was tbe devil that tempted mo ; and no guts and no good Mth ot 
yonrs oould touch me while you remained wl&t 1 envied: they 
only made me hate yon the more, because now and then they 
burned dawn into what cant will oall Conscience. I hated th<; 
world; I hated your order; I hated yoar race and your honse, and 
all things that were yours. 1 swore that I would win in the teeth 
of it all ; I swore that I would conquer, cost what it should. I was 
giiilty, you’d say ; pshaw 1 what of that P * He who wins is the* 
saint ; ho who loses, the sinner.* What did I care for gallV'ho 
long as 1 once had siioooss ? I proved the motile I was made of ; X 
carved my own fortunes ; X trod dtiwn my own shame under toot 
sp tlxat none ever guessed it ; X vindicated my own rights against 
all the world. I triumphed : what else mattered to me I ** 

There was a certain dauntless grandeur in the words, despite 
tho shamoloss hardihood, the brutalized idolati^ of self, that ran in 
them; his means had beon vile, but his indomitable resolve had its 
element of greatness, and the hour of his direst extremity could 
not make this man a <;oward. There was that in tho words which, 
foul as they wore to himself, touched Chandos to the same pas- 
sionate regret for this vilenesa of nature that ran wdo by side with 
this splendour of courage, as had moved him when he listened to 
the genius of tho traitor whoso societ villaiiios ho came to unmask 
and avenge. 

** Oh, Cnrist i ** he cried, involunlaiily, with so much groatness, 
how could you sink into such utlor shame ? Why have^ted and 
tortarod mo ? Why not havo trusted me P ” 

For tho moment, over Trevenna’s face a softer, better look 
passed, though it di^ instantly. This man, whom ho had wmught 
worse work oh than murderers do, knew the depths of his iniquity, 
^pnd yet had a noble regret for him I 

*^Why! Don’t you know what hate is, that you osk?^* he 
said, eaviigely. ‘ • Oh, I don't lie to you now, because you have got 
me at lost in your power I I would not recall one thing in the , 
post if I could. itovL suffered : I would suffer a hell myself* ^ 
know that. You hnvo your Clarondoux back? Well* that ift 
more bitter to me than the shame that you threaten. But you will 
never have Ipn^k the years that I ruined I 

Ohandos moved to him with a sudden impulso, as a Uon moves 
to spring* 

Are you devil incarnate f God I Can you face me now 
think without one pang of, remorse of aU you robbed &om me for 
ever t My wealth, my treasures, my lauds, weru as nothing it 
was the years that you killed, the youth th^ you xnurdeiedf the 
mith that you withered, that you never teatm t X would 
forgive you the gold timt you stole, and the riches you scattoM; 
but tho life that you dew in me,— never I’* . 

Be turned away; hejaras sicx at hearty and he could not tiear ' 
to lo^ on the face of this man who had betrayed him as Vudte 
botiayed, and now dbiimed the kinship of Uood, 





Tihmenm Uxafielf m liis pati^. 

** One weia, Tou will take yonr Twageanco f * 

I will kave ju|^ce. Yeu'Snow ita meeeuie f 
•^Teiyw^UI Ithankyofu for yonr warning, 1 ekall be dca4 
before the firtm risoe, 1 do not wait for diagraco while the world 
bolds aA ounce of lead in it.’^ 

It woe no mpty menaoe, no stage-trick of aitidco, no piece of 
iholodtame: it was a set and firm rosolve. He who bad counted 
ifd cost ,all bis life through to attain tadumph, would not have 
"counted a death^pang to esoane defeat, 

'€bando8^ face was dark ana weary beyond words, as thepaloness 
of the early dawn shone on it. 

You will end a traitor’s life by a suicide’s death P Bo be it ; so 
died Iscariot.” 

I^venna said nothing either in pray^ or plea ; he stood with a 
bold, dogged detormination on the features that h^ a few moments 
ago dushed with viotorioua pride and lightened with a glow of 
intellect. He was made of too tough a courage, too bright a 
^temper, to know a coward's fear of death; and death to him meant 
only annihilation, and convoyed no* thought of a possible “here- 
afW.” Yet, as he felt tho course of the brave blood through his 
veluB, the strength of the virilo life in his limbs, as he [felt tho 
ini^t and tho force of his braiu, and the power of his genius to 
aemove, an anguish passing any physical pain or poltroon's terror 
came upon him. 

kill all ihatf while fools live on, and begot fools by Ihe 
million 1” he said, ferociously, in his ground teeth. 

It Was the man's involuntaiy homage to bis own intellect, his 
iiTopressible longing to save, not his body from its dissolutiQn, but 
bis mind &m its extinction. It was a suffering that had its 
dignity; it was a regret fhr higher and fax nobler than a mere 
regret fox the loss of life. 

Ohandos stood silent, his face white and set. He thought how 
ihorcilessly his foe had done his best to stamp out all inteUeot and 
poace and power from his own existence,— how brutally he had 
(l^cdmed him to perish like a dog in the years of his youth, in the 
brilliance of his gladness. Trevenna would have but the fate him- 
self that he had dealt with an unsparing hand. It was no more 
than justice, tardy and insufdoient justice, take it at its widest. 
He lifted lus eyes, and turned them fml upon bis betrayer* 

** Hid you ever romember that with me r* 

The one teproaoh struck a throb that was near akin to shame 
Ibm the mailed oallouaness of !lkevenna’s conscienoe; but hisgaze 
did not " 

**Ho,”be said, sullenly, *‘I never did. I Would have killed 
. you a thousand times, if you could have died a thousand deaths. 

Jm are right enough; I dtm’t deny it. You only take Idood lor 
. blood.*'' 

donot take even X but give you to the wedd^e sbesf 
tteament, that the wculd mi^leitow vmat it harbours.” 

Odl it what name you hke) Words matter nothing, YeawiV 
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hATB T<mr veug«tanoe,-*-a swift ^&e» but a suxu. Sde^^berOi Sitisst 
You know wbat I 8(m, wbat I baVo boen^^ You batu 
SO0U bow Z ooujld koop h<!>ldof oiie purposo tbxbugb a Efotimo; ypu 
have seen wbat eminonce and what powor I ba^o gained in 
teotb of all arr^^sd against me. And pou know, as W» jfUnd li^6 
that I will never live for one tasto of Bef^i X don^t 
oompmin ; Z don^t plead, -*not II You are acting Mrfy enough. 
Only put no disgiiise on it« Lot us understand one ojibtbexv ItOu ' 
will take your vongeiuic©, of course, since you have got one; bpt 
you may be sure aa we both live to-night mat you saall on^i^^d 
my dead body to give to the public to kick and to strip* luat'e 
all. It is good Hebrew law, — a life fbr a life. You^ve fair title 
to follow it. Only, know what X mean to do; I shall die hi an 
hour,*' 

Thor© was no quiver m his voice ; there was no icme of entreaty : 
he spoko resolutely, coolly; but to the uttennost iota he meant 
what he said, and his own death was a« sure oS though ho bad 
plunged a knife in his entrails. Chai^dos shuddered as he beard. 
All ms life through, the web of Trevenna's subtlety had enoom-* 
passed him, and it netted him now. Ho had a justice to do, iu 
which the righis of the world met the rights of bis own vengeanoe ; 
and by it he would drive out this man, who claimed the same blood 
as his own, to a euicido*a grave, by it be wee in 84 o to stand and ^ 
to feel as a murdei’er t He knew that the hour which should End 
his traitor self-Hlaughterod would be but late ^nd meet chastif^T 
ment of a lifetime's tritua|kant guilt; mid the burden of Wt 
slaughter was 11 aug on bis hands, so that, giving to jostioe Its Comsise 
and its due, he wua weighted with the life that ^irough justice 
would fall. 

** 80 be it r* he said, iu his throat; if you die fbr your orim^, 
what is that to me P Murderers die for theirs ; your brute hid^ 
has beeu viler than any murderer's single stroke.^’ 

“Perhaps sol Well, you can hang me, when 1 am dead^^as 
high as Haman ; but you shall never jtoory me aiive* You give 
me my death-warrant, and I dare say it*s just enough ; only^ ne*- 
member iVs the blood of the man that lies yonder you idiiDd,*fmd 
hut for that blood you had never had my bate or my envy. You 
are just ; you’ll be just even to me, and put so much down to ^e 
eremt side when you tell the world of my vdokedness. FaeowelX ! 
If you are to mgn again at Clarencieux, tell your heir, wbmjfou 
have one, that the Bastard of your House beat you hollow tfu be , 
was betrayed by a Jew's Euke, and that aven when be w»e beatsh' 
he showed faimBelf still of your cursed riice,^d dled:**^^^|iiK^e to ' ; 
•the last.” . 4 * ' ^ 

There was not a touch of entreaty ocr of sbrfnkmg infimfimu 
contmaptuous words ; he laughed shortly, aa be ' 

tunuSi away* The caustic mirth, the ironic Ol me 

per, found a terrible satire in bk own Edl, aud 
tto thought of bow long and bow proudly be bad yafiqiiiibe^ the 
race agamst which be bad pi^ed bumNdl * . 

<A«ndos i^ood motionless; bis Ejrebsad wae vmwith dewf be 
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breathed heavily in ^the my tivaight, out of whose mists the 
beauty of the great pile ^ere his father’s ashes lay rose dim^axiri 
shadowy^ and mJghly as the dead it guarded. ' , . 

dust to the end.^' 

^Ihe dytnjgWords of the Hebrew’s blessing came back upon bis 
mwory. Wbicb was lustice P^to yield up lie traitor to the death 
be merited and the obloquy be b^ earned, or to remember the 
birth ai^d the breeding that from its first hour bad stained and 
W^ed the strong tree which without their fatal bias might have 
growp “Up straiffbt and goodly and rich in fruit P Vengeance lay 
m the hollow of bis hand, to with or to spare. With the dawn 
this man would perish,— perish justly in late-dealt retribution for 
a long career of grdlt, of treacberr, of base and pitiless bate. Ho 
meiij^d a felon’s death ; let him dmt on to a suicide’s I 
iFrevenna stood a moment, in bis eyes the red, angry fire of a 
chained hound still burning, but on bis olose-braoed lips no tremor, 
—all the courago, all the insolence, all the resolve that were in 
him summoned to moot the awful chastisement that bad suddenly 
fallen upon him in the plonitudo of bis power and bis pride. 

Bmlu sire,” ho said, with that pride of intellect which in its 
arrogance was far above vanity or egotism, there is not one of 
your haughty line who will beat the mongrel for power ! You and 
^your peb]^e were bom crowned ; but I nave won my diadem out 
the mud of the sewers and in the faco of the whole world set 
against me. You havo nothing so grand in all your princely 
i^eutcbeon as that. Pshaw t if a dying Hebrew had not turned 
virtuous and playedking’s oyidonce, I’d havo had my grave by Philip 
Ohandos yonder, and been even with him to my death. You have 
a fine vengeance at last * Fow mdn kill as much brain as you’ll 
killin^ns/” 

He motioned bis right hand towards the Abbey, and turned 
away,*<^to die before the dawn. The action was slight, and had no 
supplication in it ; but it was very eloquent,— eloquent as were tbo 
wow in their contemptuous self-vindication, their insolonoe of 
sel^l>omage. 

Ohandos involuntarily made a gesture to ariost him. 

“Wait!” 


^he word had the command of a monarch in it* His head 
sank on his hands, his wholo frame quivered; one who had 
brotherhood with lum went out to lie dead with the breaking 
\ *d^« 

God!” he moaned, in a mortal sofPering. cannot 
* you to your death ; and yet ” 

^ . And yet— his whole soul clung to the justice that would strike 
* ^ traitor down in his crime : h^ a lifetime of torture claimed its 
^ sseet requital. To spore this man passed his strength. 

’ {Tretennaxmitely watched him without a sifim of supplication, 

a t with acrid, ruthless hate, — ^the hate <n a Gain who saw 

t brother the murderous blow^that had struck him 

jhr Cfurth> and deal book into his own heart the firatiicidal 



King over H 

f CShtmdos stood witli Lis head d«>pp^J? 

iei^udfost; to lot go tiis vengeailbo harder 1 «, 

iri&w own life. The wrongs of yeirs that eeomod > a in 
desolation l^uud him to it with Ijandfi of iron. Ytl, hnow 
if ho took it, his foe would die ei^ the stm roee,*-hio in hie 
^u^t, cursing Qod and men, as ho ^d once bidden his own 
^ existence end^ \ 

' There was a long, unbroken silence* 

A justice higher, purer, loftier lhan the justice of xoTOngo Stirred 
in him ^ a light like the coming of the diy came on his facA Ho 
remained true to the vow of tho days of his youth, and, 

; men had abandoned him, he forsook not them nor their God. \ He, 
■ was king over himself, — sovereign over his passions. Ho lifted 
his eyes and looked at his betrayer ; there was that in the «t2»^ of 
which Shakspeare thought when he wrote, “ This look of |hins 
will hurl my soul from heaven ! ” It spoke wider than words ; it 
pierced more deeply than a death-thrust. 

“ I givo you your life,” he said briefly; “ learn remorse in it 
if you can f Go,— and show to others hereafter the mercy you 
need now.” 

The words fell gravely on tho stillness. Over his enemy's brovf 
a red flu^ of shame leai)ed suddenly, his flm limbs trembled, he 
shook for a moment like a reed under the condemnation which 
alone bade him go and sin no more. Of mercy he had neyer 
thought ; as lu3 hod never known it, so ho Mad never hoped it* It 
pierced and beat him down as no revenge could ever have power 
to do ; under it ho suirercd what he bii never suflered. While, 
their lives should last, he know that bond of jMirdon woldd be 
hold unbroken : and for oneo he was vile and loathsome in his Own. 
sight. 

you!'' ho said, fleroely, while his white lips treml^« 
“ you aiu ^ater than I at the last t For tho first time in my'life. 
1 wish to God 1 had not harmed you I ” ^ . 

In tho savage words, as they cnoked in their utterance, waaiho 
only pang of remorse that John Trov(mna had ever known. 


In the vast shadowy space of the porphyry chamber Qhimdos 
stood, with tho lusti'o of starlight sleeping at his feet, and the 
glories of his race made his once more. In the silence, that ytm 
only broken by the dreamy distant sound ol many waters,’ he 
looked upon bU birthright,— looked as the long-banished 
look on the land for whoso beauty they ha^ wm an-hunj^rsd ' 
through a deadly travail, for whose mere fragrance they hayelMieii 
athirst through the scorch and solitude of desert wastes. i ^ 

Every sigh of forest leafage came to him Hke a 
every breaUi of woodland air touched his forehe^ ]|ke It ' 

one beloved; the odour of the grasses, aa the deer 
was sweet to him as joy ; the free £re^ wind seined 
his youth ; the desire of his eyes was given ba0k.tb3»H. fhelPsiM# 




^Chandos, 


^ “ He gazed, and feH a$ ihough no 

l^eathed h^ng enough) on lall for whicir hia eight haf ac£e<i in 
pjb0ty of through^ many years of absence } and, where ho stood, 
inth ferf> ^e that Bh loved folded in his arms and gathered to his 
hearty hiA head ^as bowed, his lips trembled on hers, his strength 
hrpke down: the sentence of severance fell off him for evermore. 

through the hnsh of the night a murmur like the sough of the 
ewoUw through the silence,— the murmur of a groat multitude 
whoso joy day deop as tears. It was tho wolcoiuo of a people. 

Tho sound rose, hushed by thO death which had given them back 
thoh lord, through the stillness of the night, through the endless 
of forest, reaching the halls of the great race whoso 
sovereignty had relumed and whoge name was once more in the 
land. 

Where he stood, they saw him ; his eyes rested on thorn in tho 
soft iiadows of the night, and his hands were stretched to them in 
^silenoo, — a silence that spoke beyond woids, and fell in turn on 
them, upon the vast throngs that looked upward to his face, unseen 
so long, upon the stiong men who wopt as children, upon the aged 
who Wore content to lay them down and dae because the one they 
loved had como to them from his exile ; and that hofu "opaid him 
for his agony. 

He had dealt with his ouemy, and roachod a mercy that the 
world would never honour, laid down a vengeance that tho world 
» would never know, ifo honiajtje would ever greet his saci ifice ; 
when death sho\ild come to him he must fall beneath the stroke 
with that victory untold, that Ibe unarraigned. He would see his 
tiuitor triumph, and lift up no voice to accuse him ; ho w’ould 
behold men worship their false god, and hold back his hand from 
the righteous Hov', But through bittorness ho had cloavf'd to 
truth, through desolation he had followed justice, and '\\liilo men 
forsook him he had remained constant to thorn, constant to himself. 
He had foUov ed tho words of the Greek poet ; ho had been ‘ ‘ faith- 
ful to the Oreams of his youth,” and peaco was with him at the 
end, 

T I *he hush of the night, with the sanctity of a people's love upon 
hinX, the bitterness of the past died ; the crucifixion ot his passions 
lost its unguish ; the serenity of a p#don hard to yield, yot godlike 
Wh^ attained, came to him with (lie self-conquest ho had reached, 
tW promise of the future rose before him, — 

* 

Eron a$ the bow which God hath beat in 
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